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PART  ONE:  THE  MAN  IN  THE  CASE 

CHAPTER  I 

THE  GRAY  SEAL 

A  MONG  New  York's  fashionable  and  ultra-exclusive 
^^  clubs,  the  St  James  stood  an  acknowledged  leader — 
more  men,  perhaps,  cast  an  envious  eye  at  its  portals,  of 
modest  and  unassuming  taste,  as  they  passed  by  on  Fifth 
Avenue,  than  they  did  at  any  other  club  upon  the  long  list 
that  the  city  boasts.  True,  there  were  more  expensive  clubs 
upon  whose  membership  roll  scintillated  more  stars  of  New 
York's  social  set,  but  the  St.  James  was  distinctive.  It 
guaranteed  a  man,  so  to  speak — that  is,  it  guaranteed  a 
man  to  be  innately  a  gentleman.  It  required  money,  it  is 
true,  to  keep  up  one's  membership,  but  there  were  many 
members  who  were  not  wealthy,  as  wealth  is  measured 
nowadays — ^there  were  many,  even,  who  were  pressed  some- 
times to  meet  their  dues  and  their  house  accounts,  but  the 
accounts  were  invariably  promptly  paid.  No  man,  once  in, 
could  ever  afford,  or  ever  had  the  desire,  to  resign  from  the 
St.  James  Club.  Its  membership  was  cosmopolitan;  men 
of  every  walk  in  life  passed  in  and  out  of  its  doors,  profes- 
sional men  and  business  men,  physicians,  artists,  merchants, 
authors,  engineers,  each  stamped  with  the  "  hall  mark  "  of 
the  St  James,  an  innate  gentleman.  To  receive  a  two  weeks' 
out-of-town  visitor's  card  to  the  St.  James  was  something 
to  speak  about,  and  men  from  Chicago,  St.  Louis,  or  San 
Francisco  spoke  of  it  with  a  sort  of  holier-than-thou  air 
to  fellow  members  of  their  own  exclusive  clubs,  at  home 

agato* 
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Is  there  any  doubt  that  Jimmie  Dale  was  a  gentleman — an 
f  tftate  gentleman  ?  Jimmie  Dale's  father  had  been  a  member 
c(  the  St.  James  Gub.  and  one  of  the  largest  safe  manu- 
facturers of  the  United  States,  a  prosperous,  wealthy  man, 
and  at  Jimmie  Dale's  birth  he  had  proposed  his  son's  name 
for  membership.  It  took  some  time  to  get  into  the  St. 
James;  there  was  a  long  waiting  list  that  neither  money, 
influence,  nor  pull  could  alter  by  so  much  as  one  iota. 
Men  proposed  their  sons'  names  for  membership  when  they 
were  bom  as  religiously  as  they  entered  them  upon  the 
city's  birth  register.  At  twenty-one  Jimmie  Dale  was  elected 
to  membership ;  and,  incidentally,  that  same  year,  graduated 
<^'>m  Harvard.  It  was  Mr.  Dale's  desire  that  his  son  should 
enter  the  business  and  learn  it  from  the  ground  up,  and 
Jimmie  Dale,  for  four  years  thereafter,  had  followed  his 
father's  wishes.  Then  his  father  died.  Jimmie  Dale  had 
leanings  toward  more  artistic  pursuits  than  business.  He 
was  credited  with  sketching  a  little,  writing  a  little ;  and  he 
was  credited  with  having  received  a  very  snug  amount  from 
the  combine  to  which  he  sold  out  his  safe-manufacturing 
interests.  He  lived  a  bachelor  life — his  mother  had  been 
dead  many  years — in  the  house  that  his  father  had  left  him 
on  Riverside  Drive,  kept  a  car  or  two  and  enough  servants 
to  nm  his  menage  smoothly,  and  serve  a  dinner  exquisitely 
when  he  felt  hospitably  inclined. 

Could  there  be  any  doubt  that  Jimmie  Dale  was  innately  a 
gentleman  ? 

It  was  evening,  and  Jimmie  Dale  sat  at  a  small  table  in  the 
comer  of  the  St.  James  Gub  dining  room.  Opposite  him  sat 
Herman  Camithers,  a  young  man  of  his  own  age,  about 
twenty-six,  a  leading  figure  in  the  newspaper  world,  whose 
rise  from  reporter  to  managing  editor  of  the  morning  News- 
Argus  within  the  short  space  of  a  few  years  had  been  almost 
meteoric. 

They  were  at  coffee  and  cigars,  and  Jimmie  Dale  was 
leaning  Kick  in  his  chair,  his  dark  eyes  fixed  interestedly 
on  his  guest. 

Camithers,  intently  engaged  in  trimming  his  cigar  ash  qd 
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the  edge  of  the  Limoges  china  saucer  of  his  coffee  set,  looked 
up  with  an  abrupt  laugh. 

**  No ;  I  wouldn't  care  to  go  on  record  as  being  an  advocate 
of  crime*"  he  said  whimsically ;  '*  that  would  never  do.  But 
I  don't  mind  admitting  quite  privately  that  it's  been  a  positive 
Ttgret  to  me  that  he  has  gone/' 

**  Made  too  good  'copy*  to  lose,  I  suppose?"  suggested 
Jimmie  Dale  quizzically.  ''Too  bad,  too,  after  working 
up  a  theatrical  name  like  that  for  him — ^the  Gray  Seal — 
rather  unique !    Who  stuck  that  on  him — ^you?  " 

Camithers  laughed — ^then,  grown  serious,  leaned  toward 
Jimmie  Dale. 

"You  don't  mean  to  say,  Jimmie,  that  you  don't  know 
about  that,  do  you  ?  "  he  asked  incredulously.  "  Why,  up  to 
a  year  ago  the  papers  were  full  of  him." 

**  I  never  read  your  beastly  agony  columns,"  said  Jimmie 
Dale,  with  a  cheery  grin. 

"  Well,"  said  Camithers,  **  you  must  have  skipped  every- 
thing but  the  stock  reports  then." 

^  Granted,"  said  Jimmie  Dale.  **  So  go  on,  Camithers, 
and  tell  me  about  him — I  dare  say  I  may  have  heard  of 
him,  since  you  are  so  distressed  about  it,  but  my  memory 
isn't  good  enough  to  contradict  anything  you  may  have  to 
say  about  the  estimable  gentleman,  so  you're  safe." 

Camithers  reverted  to  the  Limoges  saucer  and  the  tip 
of  his  cigar. 

**  He  was  the  most  puzzling,  bewildering,  delightful  crook 
in  the  annals  of  crime,"  said  Camithers  reminiscently.  after 
a  moment's  silence.  **  Jimmie,  he  was  the  king-pin  of  them 
alL  Gever  isn't  the  word  for  him,  or  dare-devil  isn't  either. 
I  used  to  think  sometimes  his  motive  was  more  than  half  for 
the  pure  deviltry  of  it,  to  laugh  at  the  police  and  pull  the 
noses  of  the  rest  of  us  that  were  after  him.  I  used  to  dream 
nights  about  those  confounded  gray  seals  of  his — that's  where 
be  got  his  name ;  he  left  every  job  he  ever  did  with  a  little 
gray  paper  affair,  fashioned  diamond-shaped,  stuck  some- 
where where  it  would  be  the  first  thing  your  eyes  would 
light  upon  when  you  reached  the  scene,  and " 
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Is  there  any  doubt  that  Jimmie  Dale  was  a  gentleman — an 
I  iftate  gentleman  ?  Jimmie  Dale's  father  had  been  a  member 
rf  the  St.  James  Gub,  and  one  of  the  largest  safe  manu* 
facturers  of  the  United  States,  a  prosperous,  wealthy  man, 
and  at  Jimmie  Dale's  birth  he  had  proposed  his  son's  name 
for  membership.  It  took  some  time  to  get  into  the  St. 
James;  there  was  a  long  waiting  list  that  neither  money, 
influence,  nor  pull  could  alter  by  so  much  as  one  iota. 
Men  proposed  their  sons'  names  for  membership  when  they 
were  bom  as  religiously  as  they  entered  them  upon  the 
city's  birth  register.  At  twenty-one  Jimmie  Dale  was  elected 
to  membership ;  and,  incidentally,  that  same  year,  graduated 
r'nn  Harvard.  It  was  Mr.  Dale's  desire  that  his  son  should 
enter  the  business  and  learn  it  from  the  ground  up,  and 
Jimmie  Dale,  for  four  years  thereafter,  had  followed  his 
father's  wishes.  Then  his  father  died.  Jimmie  Dale  had 
leanings  toward  more  artistic  pursuits  than  business.  He 
was  credited  with  sketching  a  little,  writing  a  little ;  and  he 
was  credited  with  having  received  a  very  snug  amotmt  from 
the  combine  to  which  he  sold  out  his  safe-manufacturing 
interests.  He  lived  a  bachelor  life — ^his  mother  had  been 
dead  many  years — in  the  house  that  his  father  had  left  him 
on  Riverside  Drive,  kept  a  car  or  two  and  enough  servants 
to  nm  his  manage  smoothly,  and  serve  a  dinner  exquisitely 
when  he  felt  hospitably  inclined. 

Could  there  be  any  doubt  that  Jimmie  Dale  was  innately  a 
fentleman? 

It  was  evening,  and  Jimmie  Dale  sat  at  a  small  tabk  in  the 
comer  of  the  St.  James  Gub  dining  room.  Opposite  him  sat 
Herman  Camithers,  a  young  man  of  his  own  a^,  about 
twenty-six,  a  leading  figure  in  the  newspaper  world,  whose 
rise  from  reporter  to  managing  editor  of  the  morning  News^ 
Argus  within  the  short  space  of  a  few  years  had  been  almost 
meteoric. 

They  were  at  coffee  and  cigars,  and  Jimmie  Dale  was 
leaning  hack  in  his  chair,  his  dark  eyes  fixed  interestedly 
on  his  gtiest. 

Camithers,  intently  engaged  in  trimming  his  cigar  ash  on 
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the  edge  of  the  Limoges  china  saucer  of  his  coffee  set,  looked 
up  with  an  abrupt  laugh. 

"  No ;  I  wouldn't  care  to  go  on  record  as  being  an  advocate 
of  crime«^  he  said  whimsically ; ''  that  would  never  do.  But 
I  don't  mind  admitting  quite  privately  that  it's  been  a  positive 
regret  to  me  that  he  has  gone.** 

''Made  too  good  'copy'  to  lose,  I  suppose?"  suggested 
Jimmie  Dale  quizzically.  "  Too  bad,  too,  after  working 
up  a  theatrical  name  like  that  for  him — the  Gray  Seal — 
rather  unique !    Who  stuck  that  on  him — ^you?  " 

Camithers  laughed — ^then,  grown  serious,  leaned  toward 
Jimmie  Dale. 

•*You  don't  mean  to  say,  Jimmie,  that  you  don't  know 
about  that,  do  you  ?  "  he  asked  incredulously.  ''  Why,  up  to 
a  year  ago  the  papers  were  full  of  him." 

**  I  never  read  your  beastly  agony  columns,"  said  Jimmie 
Dak,  with  a  cheery  grin. 

"  Well,"  said  Camithers,  **  you  must  have  skipped  every- 
thing but  the  stock  reports  then." 

'^  Granted,"  said  Jimmie  Dale.  **  So  go  on,  Camithers, 
and  tell  me  about  him — I  dare  say  I  may  have  heard  of 
him«  since  you  are  so  distressed  about  it,  but  my  memory 
isn't  good  enough  to  contradict  anything  you  may  have  to 
say  about  the  estimable  gentleman,  so  you're  safe." 

Camithers  reverted  to  the  Limoges  saucer  and  the  tip 
of  his  cigar. 

**  He  was  the  most  puzzling,  bewildering,  delightful  crook 
in  the  annals  of  crime,"  said  Camithers  reminiscently,  after 
a  moment's  silence.  **  Jimmie,  he  was  the  king-pin  of  them 
alL  Gever  isn't  the  word  for  him,  or  dare-devil  isn't  either. 
I  used  to  think  sometimes  his  motive  was  more  than  half  for 
the  pure  deviltry  of  it,  to  laugh  at  the  police  and  pull  the 
noses  of  the  rest  of  us  that  were  after  him.  I  used  to  dream 
nights  about  those  confounded  gray  seals  of  his — that's  where 
be  got  his  name ;  he  left  every  job  he  ever  did  with  a  little 
gray  paper  affair,  fashioned  diamond-shaped,  stuck  some- 
where where  it  would  be  the  first  thing  your  eyes  would 
%ht  upon  when  you  reached  the  scene,  and " 
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**  Don't  go  so  fast,"  smiled  Jimmie  Dale.  "  I  don't  quite 
get  the  connection.  What  did  you  have  to  do  with  this — 
er — Gray  Seal  fellow  ?    Where  do  you  come  in  ?  " 

''  I  ?  I  had  a  c:ood  deal  to  do  with  him/'  said  Carruthers 
grimly.  **  I  was  a  rej  ">rter  when  he  first  broke  loose,  and  the 
ambition  of  my  life,  after  I  began  really  to  appreciate  what 
he  was,  was  to  get  him — and  I  nearly  did,  half  a  dozen 
times,  only '* 

"  Only  you  never  quite  did,  eh  ? "  cut  in  Jimmie  Dale 
slyly.  '  How  near  did  you  get,  old  man?  Come  on,  now, 
no  bluffing ;  did  the  Gray  Seal  ever  even  recognise  you  as  a 
factor  in  the  hare-and-hound  game  ?  " 

"  You're  flicking  on  the  raw,  Jimmie,"  Carruthers  an- 
swered, with  a  wry  grimace.  "  He  knew  me,  all  right,  con- 
found him !  He  favoured  me  with  several  sarcastic  notes — 
III  show  'em  to  you  some  day — explaining  how  I'd  fallen 
down  and  how  I  could  have  got  him  if  I'd  done  some- 
thing  else."  Carruthers'  fist  came  suddenly  down  on  the 
table.  "  And  I  would  have  got  him,  too,  if  he  had 
lived." 

"  Lived ! "  ejaculated  Jimmie  Dale.  "  Hc*s  dead, 
then?" 

•'  Yes,"  asserted  Carruthers ;  "  he's  dead." 

**  H'm !  "  said  Jimmie  Dale  facetiously.  "  I  hope  the  sixe 
of  the  wreath  you  sent  was  an  adequate  tribute  of  your  ap- 
preciation." 

"  I  never  sent  any  wreath."  returned  Carruthers,  "  for 
the  very  simple  reason  that  I  didn't  know  where  to  send  it,  or 
when  he  died.  I  said  he  was  dead  because  for  over  a  year 
now  he  hasn't  lifted  a  finger." 

"  Rotten  poor  evidence,  even  for  a  newspaper,"  com- 
mented Jimmie  I>ale.  "  Why  not  give  him  credit  for  having, 
say — reformed  ?  " 

Carruthers  shook  his  head.  "  You  don't  get  it  at  all, 
Jimmie."  he  said  earnestly.  "  The  Gray  Seal  wasn't  an 
ordinary  crook— he  was  a  classic.  He  was  an  artist,  and  the 
art  of  the  thin^  was  in  his  blood.  A  man  like  that  could 
no  more  stop  than  he  could  stop  breathing — and  live.    He's 
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dead ;  there's  nothing  to  it  but  that — he's  dead.  I'd  bet  a 
year's  salary  on  it." 

•*  Another  good  man  gone  wrong,  then,"  said  Jimmie  Dale 
a4>riciously.  **  I  suppose,  though,  that  at  least  you  dis- 
covered the  *  woman  in  the  case '  ?  " 

Carruthers  looked  up  quickly,  a  little  startled;  then 
laughed  shortly. 

**  What's  the  matter?  "  inquired  Jimmie  Dale. 

**  Nothing,"  said  Carruthers.  **  You  kind  of  got  me  for  a 
moment,  that's  all.  That's  the  way  those  infernal  notes 
from  the  Gray  Seal  used  to  end  up :  '  Find  the  lady,  old 
chap;  and  you'll  get  me.'  He  had  a  damned  patronising 
familiarity  that  would  make  you  squirm." 

**  Poor  old  Carruthers  I "  grinned  Jimmie  Dale.  **  You 
did  take  it  to  heart,  didn't  you  ?  " 

•*  I'd  have  sold  my  soul  to  get  him — and  so  would  you, 
if  you  had  been  in  my  boots,"  said  Carruthers,  biting  nerv- 
ously at  the  end  of  his  cigar. 

•*  And  been  sorry  for  it  afterward,"  supplied  Jimmie  Dale. 

**  Yes,  by  Jove,  you're  right ! "  admitted  Carruthers,  "  I 
suppose  I  should.  I  actually  got  to  love  the  fellow — it  was 
the  game,  really,  that  I  wanted  to  beat." 

"  Well,  and  how  about  this  woman  ?  Keep  on  the  straight 
and  narrow  path,  old  man,"  prodded  Jimmie  Dale. 

**The  woman?"  Carruthers  smiled.  "Nothing  doing! 
I  don't  believe  there  was  one — he  wouldn't  have  been  likely 
to  egg  the  police  and  reporters  on  to  finding  her  if  there  had 
been,  would  he?  It  was  a  blind,  of  course.  He  worked 
alone,  absolutely  alone.  That's  the  secret  of  his  success, 
according  to  my  way  of  thinking.  There  was  never  so 
much  as  an  indication  that  he  had  had  an  accomplice  in 
anything  he  ever  did." 

Jimmie  Dale's  eyes  travelled  around  the  club's  homelike* 
perfectly  appointed  room.  He  nodded  to  a  fellow  member 
here  and  there,  then  his  eyes  rested  musingly  on  his  guest 
again. 

Carruthers  was  staring  thoughtfully  at  his  coffee  cup. 

^  He  was  the  prince  of  crooks  and  the  father  of  origi* 
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nality/'  announced  Carnithers  abruptly,  following  the  pause 
that  had  ensued.  "  Half  the  time  there  wasn't  any  more 
fl^etting  at  the  motive  for  the  curious  things  he  did,  than 
there  was  getting  at  the  Gray  Seal  himself." 

•*  Carnithers/*  said  Jimmie  Dale,  with  a  quick  Httk  nod 
of  approval,  "  you're  positively  interesting  to-night  But, 
so  far,  you've  been  kind  of  scouting  around  the  outside 
ed^es  without  getting  into  the  thick  of  it.  Let's  have  some 
of  your  experiences  with  the  Gray  Seal  in  detail ;  they  ought 
to  make  ripping  fine  yams.** 

"  Not  to-night,  Jimmie,**  said  Carnithers ;  "  it  would  take 
too  long."  He  pulled  out  his  watch  mechanically  as  he 
spoke,  glanced  at  it — and  pushed  back  his  chair.  "  Great 
Scott!"  he  exclaimed.  "It's  nearly  half-past  nine.  I'd 
no  idea  we  had  lingered  so  long  over  dinner.  I'll  have  to 
hurry :  we're  a  morning  paper,  you  know,  Jimmie.'* 

"What!  Really  1  Is  it  as  late  as  that"  Jimmie  Dale  rose 
from  his  chair  as  Carnithers  stood  up.     ^Well,  if  yoo 


must " 


"  I  must,**  said  Carnithers,  with  a  laugh. 

"  All  right,  O  slave."  Jimmie  Dale  laughed  hack — and 
slipped  his  hand,  a  trick  of  their  old  college  days  together, 
through  Carnithers*  arm  as  they  left  the  room. 

He  accompanied  Carnithers  downstairs  to  the  door  of  the 
club,  and  saw  his  guest  into  a  taxi ;  then  he  returned  inside, 
sauntered  through  the  billiard  room,  and  from  there  into 
one  of  the  cardrooms,  where,  pressed  into  a  game,  he  played 
several  rubbers  of  bridge  before  going  home. 

It  was,  therefore,  well  on  toward  midnight  when  Jimmie 
Dale  arrived  at  his  house  on  Riverside  Drive,  and  was 
admitted  by  an  elderly  manservant. 

*'  Hello,  Jason,**  said  Jimmie  Dale  pleasantly.    ^  Yoo  still 

tip! 

"  Yes,  sir,**  replied  Jason,  who  had  been  valet  to  Jimmie 
Dale's  father  before  him.  **  I  was  going  to  bed,  sir,  at 
about  ten  o'clock,  when  a  messenger  came  with  a  letter. 
Begging  your  pardon,  itr,  a  young  lady,  and       ** 
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"Jason** — ^Jimmie  Dale  flung  out  the  interruption,  sud- 
den, quick,  imperative — "  what  did  she  look  like  ?  ** 

**  Why — ^why,  I  don't  exactly  know  as  I  could  describe  her, 
«r,**  stammered  Jason,  taken  aback.  "Very  ladylike,  sir, 
in  her  dress  and  appearance,  and  what  I  would  call,  sir, 
m  beautiful  face.** 

"  Hair  and  eyes — what  color  ?  "  demanded  Jimmie  Dale 
crisply.   "  Nose,  lips,  chin — ^what  shape  ?  '* 

"  Why,  sir,"  gasped  Jason,  staring  at  his  master,  "  I — 
I  don't  rightly  know,  I  wouldn't  call  her  fair  or  dark, 
something  between.  I  didn't  take  particular  notice,  and  it 
wasn't  overlight  outside  the  door." 

**  It's  too  bad  you  weren't  a  younger  man,  Jason,'*  com- 
mented Jimmie  Dale,  with  a  curious  tinge  of  bitterness  in 
his  voice.  **  I'd  have  given  a  year's  income  for  your  op- 
portunity to-night,  Jason." 

"  Yes,  sir,"  said  Jason  helplessly. 

"  Wen,  go  on,"  prompted  Jimr»ie  Dale.  **  You  told  her  I 
wasn't  home,  and  she  said  she  knew  it,  didn't  she?  And 
she  left  the  letter  that  I  was  on  no  account  to  miss  receiving 
when  I  got  back,  though  there  was  no  need  of  telephoning 
me  to  the  club— when  I  returned  would  do,  but  it  was  im- 
perative that  I  should  have  it  then— eh?" 

''Good  Lord,  sir!**  ejaculated  Jason,  his  jaw  dropped, 
••  dial's  exactly  what  she  did  say.** 

"Jaaoo,**  said  Jimmie  Dale  grimly,  "listen  to  me.  If 
ever  she  comes  here  again,  inveigle  her  in.  If  you  can't  in- 
her,  use  force ;  capture  her,  pull  her  in,  do  anything 
anythl  g,  do  you  hear?  Only  don't  let  her  get  away 
from  you  tmtil  Tve  come." 

Jason  gazed  at  his  master  as  though  the  other  had  lost 
his  reason. 

"Use  force,  sir?"  he  repeated  weakly — and  shook  his 
bead.    **  You — ^you  can't  mean  that,  sir." 

"  Can*t  I  ?  **  inquired  Jimmie  Dale,  with  a  mirthless  smile. 
"I  mean  every  word  of  it,  Jason — and  if  I  thought  there 
was  the  slightest  chance  of  her  giving  you  the  opportunity, 
I'd  be  more  imperative  still.    As  it  is — ^where's  the  letter  ?  " 


u 
u 
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"  On  the  table  in  your  studio,  sir/*  said  Jasoo  mechani- 
cally. 

Jimmie  Dale  started  toward  the  stairs — then  turned  and 
came  back  to  where  Jason,  still  shaking  his  head  heavily, 
had  been  gazing  anxiously  after  his  master.  Jimmie  Dak 
laid  his  hand  on  the  old  man's  shoulder. 

Jason,"  he  said  kindly,  with  a  swift  change  of  mood, 

you've  been  a  long  time  in  the  family — first  with  father, 
and  now  with  me.  You'd  do  a  good  deal  for  me,  wouldn't 
you?" 

''  I'd  do  anything  in  the  world  for  you.  Master  Jim,** 
said  the  old  man  earnestly. 

"Well,  then,  remember  this,**  said  Jimmie  Dale  slowly, 
looking  into  the  other's,  eyes,  "  remember  this — keep  your 
mouth  shut  and  your  eyes  open.  It's  my  fault.  I  shotdd 
have  warned  you  long  ago,  but  I  never  dreamed  that  she 
would  ever  come  here  herself.  There  have  been  times  when 
it  was  practically  a  matter  of  life  and  death  to  me  to  know 
who  that  woman  is  that  you  saw  to-night  That's  all, 
Jason.    Now  go  to  bed." 

*'  Master  Jim,"  said  the  old  man  simply,  **  tfiank  you,  air, 
thank  you  for  trusting  me.  Fve  dandled  you  on  my  knee 
when  you  were  a  baby.  Master  Jim.  I  don't  know  what 
it's  about,  and  it  isn't  for  me  to  ask.  I  thought,  sir,  that 
maybe  you  were  having  a  little  fun  with  me.  But  I  know 
now,  and  you  can  trust  me.  Master  Jim,  if  she  ever  comes 
agam. 

"  Thank  jrou,  Jason,"  said  Jimmie  Dale,  his  hand  closing 
with  an  appreciative  presstux  on  the  other's  shoulder. 
•*  Good-night,  Jason." 

Upstairs  on  the  first  landing,  Jimmie  Dale  opened  a  door, 
closed  and  locked  it  behind  him — and  the  electric  switdi 
clicked  under  his  fingers.  A  glow  fell  softly  from  a  dtister 
of  shaded  ceiling  lights.  It  was  a  large  room,  a  very  large 
room,  nmning  tfie  entire  depth  of  the  house,  and  the  effect 
of  apparent  disorder  in  the  arrangement  of  its  appointments 
seemed  to  breathe  a  sense  of  chann.  There  were  great 
cozy,  deep.  leather-covered  lotmging  chairs,  a  huge,  leather* 
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covered  davenport,  and  an  easel  or  two  with  half-finished 
sketches  upon  them ;  the  walls  were  panelled,  the  panels  of 
exquisite  grain  and  matching ;  in  the  centre  of  the  room  stood 
a  flat-topped  rosewood  desk;  upon  the  floor  was  a  dark, 
heavy  velvet  rug;  and,  perhaps  most  inviting  of  all,  there 
was  a  great,  old-fashioned  fireplace  at  one  side  of  the  room. 

For  an  instant  Jimmie  Dale  remained  quietly  by  the  door, 
as  though  listening.  Six  feet  he  stood,  muscular  in  every 
line  of  his  body,  like  a  well-trained  athlete  with  no  single 
ounce  of  superfluous  fat  about  him — the  grace  and  ease  of 
power  in  his  poise.  His  strong,  clean-shaven  face,  as  the 
light  fell  upon  it  now,  was  serious — a  mood  that  became  him 
well — the  firm  lips  closed,  the  dark,  reliant  eyes  a  little 
narrowed,  a  frown  on  the  broad  forehead,  the  square  jaw 
damped* 

Then  abruptly  he  walked  across  the  room  to  the  desk, 
picked  up  an  envelope  that  lay  upon  it,  and,  turning  again, 
dropped  into  the  nearest  lounging  chair. 

There  had  been  no  doubt  in  his  mind,  none  to  dispeL  It 
was  precisely  what  he  had  expected  from  almost  the  first 
word  Jason  had  spoken.  It  was  the  same  handwriting,  the 
same  texture  of  paper,  and  there  was  the  same  old  haunt- 
ing, rare,  indefinable  fragrance  about  it.  Jimmie  Dale's 
hands  turned  the  envelope  now  this  way,  now  that,  as  he 
looked  at  it  Wonderful  hands  were  Jimmie  Dale's,  with 
kmg,  slim,  tiq)ering  fingers  whose  sensitive  tips  seemed  now 
is  though  they  were  striving  to  decipher  the  message  within. 

He  laughed  suddenly,  a  little  harshly,  and  tore  open  the 
envelope.  Five  closely  written  sheets  fell  into  his  hand. 
He  read  them  slowly,  critically,  read  them  over  again ;  and 
then,  his  eyes  on  the  rug  at  his  feet,  he  began  to  tear  the 
paper  into  minute  pieces  between  his  fingers,  depositing  the 
pieces,  is  he  tore  them,  upon  the  arm  of  his  chair.  The 
five  sheets  demolished,  his  fingers  dipped  into  the  heap  of 
shreds  on  the  arm  of  the  chair  and  tore  them  over  and  over 
again,  tore  them  until  they  were  scarcely  larger  than  bits  of 
confetti,  tore  at  them  absently  and  mechanically,  his  eyes 
never  shifting  from  the  rug  at  his  feet 
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Then,  with  a  shrug  of  his  shoulders,  as  though  rousing 
himself  to  present  reality,  a  curious  smile  flickering  on  his 
lips,  he  brushed  the  pieces  of  paper  into  one  hand,  carried 
them  to  the  empty  fireplace,  laid  them  down  in  a  little  pile, 
and  set  them  afire.  Lighting  a  cigarette,  he  watched  them 
bum  until  the  last  glow  had  gone  from  the  last  charred 
scrap ;  then  he  crunched  and  scattered  them  with  the  brass- 
handled  fender  brush,  and,  retracing  his  steps  across  the 
room,  flung  back  a  portiere  from  where  it  hung  before  a 
little  alcove,  and  dropixrd  on  his  knees  in  front  of  a  round, 
squat,  barrel-shaped  safe — one  of  his  own  design  and  plan- 
ning in  the  years  when  he  had  been  with  his  father. 

His  slim,  sensitive  fingers  played  for  an  instant  among 
the  knobs  and  dials  that  studded  the  door,  guided,  it  seemed 
by  the  sense  of  touch  alone — ^and  the  door  swung  open. 
Within  was  another  door,  with  locks  and  bolts  as  intricate 
and  massive  as  the  outer  one.  This,  too,  he  opened ;  and 
then  from  the  interior  took  out  a  short,  thick,  rolled-up 
leather  bundle  tied  together  with  thongs.  He  rose  from 
his  knees,  closed  the  safe,  and  drew  the  portiere  across  the 
alcove  again.  With  the  bundle  under  his  arm,  he  glanced 
sharply  around  the  room,  listened  intently,  then,  unlocking 
the  door  that  gave  on  the  hall,  he  switched  off  the  lights 
and  went  to  his  dressing  room,  that  was  on  the  same  floor. 
Here,  divesting  himself  quickly  of  his  dinner  clothes,  he 
selected  a  dark  twcc<l  suit  with  loose-fitting,  sack  coat  from 
his  wardrolie,  and  f)egan  to  put  it  on. 

Dressed,  all  but  his  coat  and  vest,  he  turned  to  the  leather 
bundle  that  he  had  placed  on  a  table,  untied  the  thongs, 
and  carefully  opened  it  out  to  its  full  length— an<l  again 
that  curious,  cryptic  smile  tinged  his  lips.  RolKd  the  op|x>- 
site  way  fnwn  that  in  which  it  had  l)ccn  tic<l  «|>.  xho  liMthcr 
strip  made  a  wide  IkU  that  wont  on  somewhat  after  the 
fashion  of  a  life  prc«;erver.  the  thongs  Ix-inj?  usc<!  for  shonlcl'-r 
straps— a  beh  that,  once  on.  the  vest  would  hide  completely, 
and.  fitting  clo^^e.  left  no  telltale  bulge  in  the  outer  garments. 
It  was  not  an  ordinary  belt ;  it  was  full  of  stout-sown,  up- 
nght  little  pockets  all  the  way  around,  and  in  the  pockets 
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grimly  lay  an  array  of  fine,  blucd-steel,  highly  tempered 
instruments — a  compact,  powerful  burglar's  kit. 

The  slim,  sensitive  fingers  passed  with  almost  a  caress- 
ing touch  over  the  vicious  little  implements,  and  from  one 
of  the  pockets  extracted  a  thin,  flat  metal  case.  This  Jim- 
mie  Dale  opened,  and  glanced  inside — between  sheets  of  oil 
paper  lay  little  rows  of  gray,  adhesive,  diamond^haped  seals, 

Jimmie  Dale  snapped  the  case  shut,  returned  it  to  its 
recess,  and  from  another  took  out  a  black  silk  mask.  He 
held  it  up  to  the  light  for  examination. 

"  Pretty  good  shape  after  a  year,"  muttered  Jimmie  Dale, 
replacing  it 

He  put  on  the  belt,  then  his  vest  and  coat.  From  the 
drawer  of  his  dresser  he  took  an  automatic  revolver  and  an 
electric  flashlight,  slipped  them  into  his  pocket,  and  went 
softly  downstairs.  From  the  hat  stand  he  chose  a  black 
slouch  hat,  pulled  it  well  over  his  eyes — and  left  the  house. 

Jimmie  Dale  walked  down  a  block,  then  hailed  a  bus 
and  mounted  to  the  top.  It  was  late,  and  he  found  himself 
the  only  passenger.  He  inserted  his  dime  in  the  conductor's 
little  resonant-belled  cash  receiver,  and  then  settled  back 
on  the  uncomfortable,  bumping,  cushionless  seat. 

On  rattled  the  bus;  it  turned  across  town,  passed  the 
Grcle,  and  headed  for  Fifth  Avenue — but  Jimmie  Dale, 
to  all  appearances,  was  quite  oblivious  of  its  movements. 

It  was  a  year  since  she  had  written  him.  She!  Jimmie 
Dale  did  not  smile,  his  lips  were  pressed  hard  together. 
Not  a  very  intimate  or  personal  appellation,  that — but  he 
knew  her  by  no  other.  It  rvas  a  woman,  surely — the  hand- 
writing was  feminine,  the  diction  eminently  so— and  had  she 
not  come  herself  that  night  to  Jason !  He  remembered  the 
last  letter,  apart  from  the  one  to-night,  that  he  had  received 
from  her.  It  was  a  year  ago  now — and  the  letter  had  been 
hardly  more  than  a  note.  The  police  had  worked  them- 
selves into  a  frenzy  over  the  Gray  Seal,  the  papers  had 
grown  absolutely  maudlin — and  she  had  written,  in  her 
diaracteristic  way : 
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Things  are  a  little  too  warm,  aren't  they,  Jimmie?  Let's 
let  them  cool  for  a  year. 

Since  then  until  to-night  he  had  heard  nothing  from  her. 
It  was  a  strange  compact  that  he  had  entered  into — so 
strange  that  it  could  never  have  known,  could  never  know  a 
parallel — unique,  dangerous,  bizarre,  it  was  all  that  and  more. 
It  had  begun  really  through  his  connection  with  his  father's 
business — the  business  of  manufacturing  safes  that  should 
defy  the  cleverest  criminals — when  his  brains,  turned  into 
that  channel,  had  been  pitted  against  the  underworld,  against 
the  methods  of  a  thousand  different  crooks  from  Maine 
to  California,  the  report  of  whose  every  operation  had 
reached  him  in  the  natural  course  of  business,  and  every 
one  of  which  he  had  studied  in  minutest  detail.  It  had  be- 
gun through  that — but  at  the  bottom  of  it  was  his  own 
restless,  adventurous  spirit. 

He  had  meant  to  set  the  police  by  the  ears,  using  his 
gray-seal  device  both  as  an  added  barb  and  that  no  innocent 
bystander  of  the  underworld,  innocent  for  once,  might  be 
involved — he  had  meant  to  laugh  at  them  and  puzzle  them 
to  the  verge  of  madness,  for  in  the  last  analysis  they  would 
find  only  an  abortive  attempt  at  crime — ^and  he  had  suc- 
ceeded. And  then  he  had  gone  too  far — and  he  had  been 
caught — by  her.  That  string  of  peark,  which,  to  study 
whose  effect  facetiously,  he  had  so  idiotically  wrapped 
aroimd  his  wrist,  and  which,  so  ironically,  he  had  been  unable 
to  loosen  in  time  and  had  been  forced  to  carry  with  him  in 
his  sudden,  desperate  dash  to  escape  from  Marx's  the  big 
jeweler's,  in  Maiden  Lane,  whose  strong  room  he  had  toyed 
with  one  night,  had  been  the  lever  which,  at  first,  she  had 
held  over  him. 

The  bus  was  on  Fifth  Avenue  now,  and  speeding  rapidly 
down  the  deserted  thoroughfare.  Jimmie  Dale  looked  up 
at  the  lif^htcd  windows  of  the  St.  James  Oub  as  they  went 
by.  smiled  whimsically,  and  shifted  in  his  seat*  sedcing  a 
more  comfortable  position. 

She  had  caught  him — how  he  did  not  know — he  had 


^  > 
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never  seen  her— did  not  know  who  she  was,  though  time 
and  again  he  had  devoted  all  his  energies  for  months  at  a 
stretch  to  a  solution  of  the  mystery.  The  morning  follow^ 
ing  the  Maiden  Lane  affair,  indeed,  before  he  had  break- 
fasted, Jason  had  brought  him  the  first  letter  from  her.  It 
had  started  by  detailing  his  every  move  of  the  night  before 
— «nd  it  had  ended  with  an  ultimattun :  **  The  cleverness, 
the  originality  of  the  Gray  Seal  as  a  crook  lacked  but  one 
thing,''  she  had  naively  written,  **  and  that  one  thing  was 
that  his  crookedness  required  a  leading  string  to  guide  it 
into  channels  that  were  worthy  of  his  genius/'  In  a  word, 
she  would  plan  the  coups,  and  he  would  act  at  her  dictation 
and  execute  them— or  else  how  did  twenty  years  in  Sing 
Sing  for  that  little  Maiden  Lane  affair  appeal  to  him  ?  He 
was  to  answer  by  the  next  morning,  a  simple  **  yes  "  or  "  no  " 
in  the  personal  column  of  the  morning  News-Argus. 

A  threat  to  a  man  like  Jimmie  Dale  was  like  flaunting  a 
red  rag  at  a  bull,  and  a  rage  ungovernable  had  surged  upon 
him.  Then  cold  reason  had  come.  He  was  caught — there 
was  no  question  about  that — she  had  taken  pains  to  show 
him  that  he  need  make  no  mistake  there.  Innocent  enough 
in  his  own  conscience,  as  far  as  actual  theft  went,  for  the 
pearls  would  in  due  course  be  restored' in  some  way  to  the 
possession  of  their  owner,  he  would  have  been  unable  to 
make  even  his  own  father,  who  was  alive  then,  believe 
in  his  innocence,  let  alone  a  jury  of  his  peers.  Dishonour, 
shame,  ignominy,  a  long  prison  sentence,  stared  him  in  the 
face,  and  there  was  but  one  alternative — to  link  hands  with 
this  unseen,  mysterious  accomplice.  Well,  he  could  at  least 
temporise,  he  could  always  **  queer  "  a  game  in  some  specious 
manner  if  he  were  pushed  too  far.  And  so,  in  the  next 
morning's  News-Argus,  Jimmie  Dale  had  answered  "  yes." 
And  then  had  followed  those  years  in  which  there  had  been 
no  temporising,  in  which  every  plan  was  carried  out  to  the 
last  detail,  those  years  of  curious,  unaccountable,  bewildering 
affairs  that  Carruthers  had  spoken  of,  one  on  top  of  another, 
that  had  shaken  the  old  headquarters  on  Mulberry  Street  to 
to  foundations,  until  the  Gray  Seal  had  become  a  name  to 
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conjure  with.  And,  yes,  it  was  quite  true,  he  had  entered 
into  it  all,  gone  the  limit,  with  an  eagerness  that  was 
insatiable. 

The  bus  had  reached  the  lower  end  of  Fifth  Avenue, 
passed  through  Washington  Square,  and  stopped  at  the  end 
of  its  run.  Jimmie  Dale  clambered  down  from  the  top, 
threw  a  pleasant  "  good-night ''  to  the  conductor,  and  headed 
briskly  down  the  street  before  him.  A  little  later  he  crossed 
into  West  Broadway,  and  his  pace  slowed  to  a  leisurely 
stroll. 

Here,  at  the  upper  end  of  the  street,  was  a  conglomerate 
business  section  of  rather  inferior  class,  catering  doubtless 
to  the  poor,  foreign  element  that  congregated  west  of  Broad- 
way proper,  and  to  the  south  of  Washington  Square.  The 
street  was,  at  first  glance,  deserted ;  it  was  dark  and  dreary, 
with  stores  and  lofts  on  either  side.  An  elevated  train 
roared  by  overhead,  with  a  thunderous,  deafening  clamour. 
Jimmie  Dale,  on  the  right-hand  side  of  the  street,  glanced 
interestedly  at  the  dark  store  windows  as  he  went  by.  And 
then,  a  block  ahead,  on  the  other  side,  his  eyes  rested  on  an 
approaching  form.  As  the  other  reached  the  comer  and 
paused,  and  the  light  from  the  street  lamp  glinted  on  brass 
buttons,  Jimmie  Dale's  eyes  narrowed  a  little  under  his 
stotKh  hat.  The  policeman,  although  nonchalantly  swing- 
ing a  nightstick,  appeared  to  be  watching  him. 

Jimmie  Dale  went  on  half  a  block  farther,  stooped  to  the 
sidewalk  to  tie  his  shoe,  glanced  back  over  his  shoulder 
— the  policeman  was  not  in  sight — and  slipped  like  a  shadow 
into  the  alleyway  beside  which  he  had  stopped. 

It  was  another  Jimmie  Dale  now — the  professional  Jim- 
mie Dale.  Quick  as  a  cat,  active,  lithe,  he  was  over  a  six- 
foot  fence  in  the  rear  of  a  building  in  a  flash,  and  crouched, 
a  black  shape,  against  the  back  door  of  an  unpretentious, 
unkempt,  dirty,  secondhand  shop  that  fronted  on  West 
Broadway — the  last  place  certainly  in  all  New  York  that  the 
managing  editor  of  the  News-Argus,  or  any  one  else,  for 
that  matter,  wouM  have  picked  out  as  the  setting  for  the 
second  dAut  of  the  Gny  SciL 
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From  the  belt  arotind  his  waist,  Jimmie  Dale  took  the 
black  silk  mask,  and  slipped  it  on ;  and  from  the  belt,  too, 
came  a  little  instrument  that  his  deft  fingers  manipulated 
in  the  lock.  A  curious  snipping  sound  followed.  Jimmie 
Dale  put  his  weight  gradually  against  the  door.  The  door 
held  fast. 

"  Bolted,"  said  Jimmie  Dale  to  himself. 

The  sensitive  fingers  travelled  slowly  up  and  down  the  side 
of  the  door,  seeming  to  press  and  feel  for  the  position  of  the 
bolt  through  an  inch  of  plank — ^then  from  the  belt  came  a 
tiny  saw,  thin  and  pointed  at  the  end,  that  fitted  into  the 
little  handle  drawn  from  another  receptacle  in  the  leather 
girdle  beneath  the  unbuttoned  vest. 

Hardly  a  sound  it  made  as  it  bit  into  the  door.  Half  a 
minute  passed — ^there  was  the  faint  fall  of  a  small  piece  of 
wood — into  the  aperture  crept  the  delicate,  tapering  fingers 
— <ame  a  slight  rasping  of  metal — then  the  door  swung  back, 
the  dark  shadow  that  had  been  Jimmie  Dale  vanished,  and 
the  door  closed  again. 

A  round,  white  beam  of  light  glowed  for  an  instant — and 
disappeared.  A  miscellaneous,  lumbering  collection  of  junk 
and  odds  and  ends  blocked  the  entry,  leaving  no  more  space 
than  was  sufficient  for  bare  passageway.  Jimmie  Dale  moved 
cautiously — and  once  more  the  flashlight  in  his  hand  showed 
the  way  for  an  instant — then  darkness  again. 

The  cluttered  accumulation  of  secondhand  stuff  in  the 
rear  gave  place  to  a  little  more  orderly  arrangement  as  he 
advanced  toward  the  front  of  the  store.  Like  a  huge  firefly, 
the  flashlight  twinkled,  went  out,  twinkled  again,  and  went 
out.  He  passed  a  sort  of  crude,  partitioned-off  apartment 
that  did  duty  for  the  establishment's  office,  a  sort  of  little 
boxed-in  place  it  was,  about  in  the  middle  of  the  floor. 
Jimmie  Dale's  light  played  on  it  for  a  moment,  but  he  kept  on 
toward  the  front  door  without  any  pause. 

Every  movement  was  quick,  sure,  accurate,  with  not  a 
wasted  second.  It  had  been  barely  a  minute  since  he  had 
vaulted  the  bade  fence.   It  was  hardly  a  quarter  of  a  minute 
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more  before  the  cumbersome  lock  of  the  front  door  was 
unfastened,  and  the  door  itself  pulled  imperceptibly  ajar. 

He  went  swiftly  back  to  the  office  now — and  found  it  even 
more  of  a  shaky,  cheap  affair  than  it  had  at  first  appeared ; 
more  like  a  box  stall  with  windows  around  the  top  than  any- 
thing else,  the  windows  doubtless  to  permit  the  occupant  to 
overlook  the  store  from  the  vantage  point  of  the  high  stool 
tiiat  stood  before  a  long,  battered,  wabbly  desk.  There  was 
a  door  to  the  place,  too,  but  the  door  was  open  and  the  key 
was  in  the  lock.  The  ray  of  Jimmie  Dale's  flashlight  swept 
once  around  the  interior — and  rested  on  an  antique, 
ponderous  safe. 

Under  the  mask  Jimmie  Dale's  lips  parted  in  a  smile  that 
seemed  almost  apologetic,  as  he  viewed  the  helpless  iron 
monstrosity  that  was  little  more  than  an  insuft  to  a  trained 
cracksman.  Then  from  the  belt  came  the  thin  metal  case  and 
a  pair  of  tweezers.  He  opened  the  case,  and  with  the 
tweezers  lifted  out  one  of  the  gray-coloured,  diamond-shaped 
seals.  Holding  the  seal  with  the  tweezers,  he  moistened  the 
gummed  side  with  his  lips,  then  laid  it  on  a  handkerchief 
which  he  took  from  his  pocket,  and  clapped  the  handkerchief 
against  the  front  of  the  safe,  sticking  the  seal  conspicuously 
into  place.  Jimmie  Dale's  insignia  bore  no  finger  prints. 
The  microscopes  and  magnifying  glasses  at  headquarters  had 
many  a  time  regretfully  assured  the  police  of  that  fact. 

And  now  his  hands  and  fingers  seemed  to  work  like  light- 
ning. Into  the  soft  iron  bit  a  drill — bit  in  and  through — bit 
in  and  throogh  again.  It  was  dark,  pitch  black — and  silent. 
Not  a  sound,  save  the  quick,  dull  rasp  of  the  ratchet — like 
tfie  distant  gnawing  of  a  mouse !  Jimmie  Dale  worked  fast — 
another  hole  went  through  the  face  of  the  old-fashioned 
safe — and  then  suddenly  he  straightened  up  to  listen,  every 
faculty  tense,  alert,  and  strained,  his  body  thrown  a  littfe 
forward.    IV hat  was  that! 

From  the  alleyway  leading  from  the  street  without, 
throogh  which  he  himself  had  come,  sounded  the  stealthy 
crunch  of  feet    Motionless  tn  the  otter  darkness,  Jimmie 


THE  GRAY  SEAL  26 

Dale  listened — ^therc  was  a  scraping  noise  in  the  rear-  some 
one  was  climbing  the  fence  that  he  had  climbed  1 

In  an  mstant  the  tools  in  Jimmie  D-^le's  hands  disappeared 
into  their  respective  pockets  beneath  his  vest — and  the 
sensitive  fingers  shot  to  the  dial  on  the  safe. 

"  Too  bad,"  muttered  Jimmie  Dale  plaintively  to  himself. 
••  I  could  have  made  such  an  artistic  job  of  it — I  swear  I 
could  have  cut  Carruthers'  profile  in  the  hole  in  less  thati  n 
time — to  open  it  like  this  b  really  taking  the  poor  old  thing 
at  a  disadvantage." 

He  was  on  his  knees  now,  one  ear  close  to  the  dial,  listen- 
ing as  the  tumblers  fell,  while  the  delicate  fingers  spun  the 
knob  unerringly — the  other  ear  strained  toward  the  rear  of 
the  premises. 

Came  a  footstep — ^a  ray  of  light — a  stumble — nearer — the 
newcomer  was  inside  the  place  now,  and  must  have  foimd 
out  that  the  back  door  had  been  tampered  with.  Nearer 
came  the  steps — still  nearer — and  then  the  safe  door  swung 
open  under  Jimmie  Dale's  hand,  and  Jimmie  Dale,  that  he 
might  not  be  caught  like  a  rat  in  a  trap,  darted  from  the 
oflfice — ^but  he  had  delayed  a  little  too  long. 

From  arotmd  the  cluttered  piles  of  junk  and  miscellany 
swept  the  light — full  on  Jimmie  Dale.  Hesitation  for  the 
smallest  fraction  of  a  second  would  have  been  fatal,  but 
hesitation  was  something  that  in  all  his  life  Jimmie  Dale  had 
never  known.  Quick  as  a  panther  in  its  spring,  he  leaped 
fun  at  the  light  and  the  man  behind  it.  The  rough  voice, 
in  surprised  exclamation  at  the  sudden  discovery  of  the 
quarry,  died  in  a  gasp. 

There  was  a  crash  as  the  two  men  met — and  the  other 
reeled  back  before  the  impact.  Onto  him  Jimmie  Dale 
sprang,  and  his  hands  flew  for  the  other's  throat.  It  was  an 
officer  in  uniform !  Jimmie  Dale  had  felt  the  brass  buttons 
as  they  locked.  In  the  darkness  there  was  a  queer  smile  on 
Jtmmie  Dale's  tight  lips.  It  was  no  doubt  the  officer  whom 
he  had  passed  on  the  other  side  of  the  street. 

The  other  was  a  smaller  man  than  Jimmie  Dale,  but 
powerful  for  his  build — and  he  fought  now  with  all  hia 
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strength.  This  way  and  that  the  two  men  reeled,  staggered, 
swayed,  panting  and  gasping;  and  then — they  had  lurched 
back  close  to  the  office  door — with  a  sudden  swing,  every 
muscle  brought  into  play  for  a  supreme  effort,  Jimmie  Dale 
hurled  the  other  from  him,  sending  the  man  sprawling  back 
to  the  floor  of  the  office,  and  in  the  winking  of  an  eye  had 
slammed  shut  the  door  and  turned  the  key. 

There  was  a  bulMike  roar,  the  shrill  cheep-cheep-cheep 
of  the  patrolman's  whistle,  and  a  shattering  crash  as  the 
officer  flung  his  body  against  the  partition — then  the  bark 
of  a  revolver  shot,  the  tinkle  of  breaking  glass,  as  the  man 
fired  through  the  office  window — and  past  Jimmie  Dale, 
speeding  now  for  the  front  door,  a  bullet  hummed  viciously. 

Uut  on  the  street  dashed  Jinmiie  Dale,  whipping  the 
mask  from  his  face — and  glanced  like  a  hawk  around  him. 
For  all  the  racket,  the  neighbourhood  had  not  yet  been 
aroused — no  one  was  in  sight.  From  just  overhead  came  the 
rattle  of  a  downtown  elevated  train.  In  a  htmdred-yard 
sprint,  Jimmie  Dale  raced  it  a  half  block  to  the  station,  tore 
up  the  steps — and  a  moment  later  dropped  nonchalantly 
into  a  seat  and  pulled  an  evening  newspaper  from  his 
pocket. 

Jimmie  Dale  got  off  at  the  second  station  down,  crossed 
the  street,  mounted  the  steps  of  the  elevated  again,  and  took 
the  next  train  uptown.  His  movements  appeared  to  be  some- 
what erratic — he  alighted  at  the  station  next  above  the  one 
by  which  he  had  made  his  escai)e.  Looking  down  the 
street  it  was  too  dark  to  see  much  of  anything,  but  a  con- 
fused noise  as  of  a  gathering  crowd  reached  him  from  what 
was  about  the  location  of  the  secondhand  store.  He  listened 
appreciatively  for  a  moment. 

•*  Isn't  it  a  perfectly  lovely  night  ?  "  said  Jimmie  Dale  ami- 
ably to  himself.  '*  And  to  think  of  that  cop  running  away 
with  the  idea  that  I  didn't  see  him  when  he  hid  in  a  door- 
way after  I  passed  the  comer!  Well,  well,  strange — isn't 
it?" 

With  another  glance  down  the  street,  a  whimsical  lift  of 
his  shoulders,  he  headed  west  into  the  dilapidated  tenement 
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quarter  that  huddled  (or  a  handful  of  blocks  near  by,  just 
south  of  Washington  Square.  It  was  a  little  after  one 
o'clock  in  the  morning  now,  and  the  pedestrians  were  casual. 
Jimmie  Dale  read  the  street  signs  on  the  comers  as  he  went 
along,  turned  abruptly  into  an  intersecting  street,  counted 
the  tenements  from  the  comer  as  he  passed,  and — for  the 
eye  of  any  one  who  might  be  watching — opened  the  street 
door  of  one  of  them  quite  as  though  he  were  accustomed 
and  had  a  perfect  right  to  do  so,  and  went  inside. 

It  was  murky  and  dark  within ;  hot,  unhealthy,  with  lin- 
gering smells  of  garlic  and  stale  cooking.  He  groped  for  the 
stairs  and  started  up.  He  climbed  one  flight,  then  another — 
and  one  more  to  the  top.  Here,  treading  softly,  he  made  an 
examination  of  the  landing  with  a  view,  evidently,  to  ob- 
taining an  idea  of  the  location  and  the  number  of  doors  that 
opened  off  from  it. 

His  selection  fell  on  the  third  door  from  the  head  of  the 
stairs — ^there  were  four  all  told,  two  apartments  of  two 
rooms  each.  He  paused  for  an  instant  to  adjust  the  black 
siDc  mask,  tried  the  door  quietly,  found  it  unlocked,  opened 
it  with  a  sudden,  quick,  brisk  movement — and,  stepping  in- 
side, leaned  with  hb  back  against  it. 

**  Good-morning,"  said  Jimmie  Dale  pleasantly. 

It  was  a  squalid  place,  a  miserable  hole,  in  which  a  sin- 
gle flickering,  yellow  gas  jet  gave  light.  It  was  almost  bare 
of  furniture;  there  was  nothing  but  a  couple  of  cheap 
chairs,  a  rickety  table — unpawnable.  A  boy,  he  was  hardly 
more  than  that,  perhaps  twenty-two,  from  a  posture  in  which 
he  was  huddled  across  the  table  with  head  buried  in  out- 
flung  arms,  sprang  with  a  startled  cry  to  his  feet. 

"  Good-morning,"  said  Jimmie  Dale  again.  "  Your  name's 
Hagan,  Bert  Hagan — isn't  it?  And  you  work  for  Isaac 
Brolsky  in  the  secondhand  shop  over  on  West  Broadway — 
don't  you?" 

The  hcffs  lips  quivered,  and  the  gaunt,  hollow,  half- 
starved  face,  white,  ashen-white  now,  was  pitiful. 

*•  I — I  guess  you  got  me,"  he  faltered.    "  I — I  suppose 
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you're  a  plain-clothes  man,  though  I  never  knew  dicks  wore 
masks.^ 

"  They  don't  generally,'*  said  Jimmie  Dale  coolly.  *•  It's 
a  fad  of  mine — Bert  Hagan." 

The  lad,  hanging  to  the  table,  turned  his  head  away  for 
a  moment — and  there  was  silence. 

Presently  Hagan  spoke  again.  **  Til  go,"  he  said  numbly. 
*'  I  won't  make  any  trouble.  Would — would  you  mind  noC 
speaking  loud  ?    I — I  wouldn't  like  her  to  know." 

"  Her?"  said  Jimmie  Dale  softfy. 

The  boy  tiptoed  across  the  room,  opened  a  connecting 
door  a  little,  peered  inside,  opened  it  a  little  wider — and 
k>oked  over  his  shoulder  at  Jimmie  Dale. 

Jimmie  Dale  crossed  to  the  boy,  looked  inside  the  other 
room — and  his  lip  twitched  queerly,  as  the  sight  sent  a 
quick,  hurt  throb  through  his  heart.  A  young  woman, 
younger  than  the  boy,  lay  on  a  tumble-down  bed,  a  rag  of 
clothing  over  her — her  face  with  a  deathlike  pallor  upon  it, 
as  she  lay  in  what  appeared  to  be  a  stupor.  She  was  ill, 
critically  ill ;  it  needed  no  trained  eye  to  discern  a  fact  all 
too  apparent  to  the  most  casual  observer.  The  squalor,  the 
glaring  poverty  here,  was  even  more  pitifully  in  evidence 
than  in  the  other  room — only  here  upon  a  chair  beside  the 
bed  was  a  duster  of  medicine  bottles  and  a  little  heap  of 
fruit. 

Jimmie  Dale  drew  back  silently  as  the  boy  closed  the 
door. 

Hagan  walked  to  the  table  and  picked  up  his  hat. 

"  I'm— I'm  ready,"  he  said  brokenly.    "*  Let's  go." 

"Just  a  minute,"  said  Jimmie  Dale.     "Tell  us  about 


it." 


"  Twon't  take  long,"  said  Hagan,  trying  to  smile.  **  She's 
my  wife.  The  sickness  took  all  we  had.  I — I  kinder  got 
behind  in  the  rent  and  things.  They  were  going  to  fire  us 
out  of  here — to-morrow.  And  here  wasn't  any  money  for  the 
medicine,  and — and  the  things  she  had  to  have.  Maybe  yoa 
wouldn't  have  done  it — but  I  did.  I  couldn't  see  her  dying 
there  for  the  want  of  something  a  little  money'd  buy — and—- 
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and  I  couldn't'' — he  caught  his  voice  in  a  little  sob — ^''I 
couldn't  see  her  thrown  out  on  the  street  like  that." 

**  And  so/'  said  Jimmie  Dale,  "  instead  of  putting  old 
Isaac's  cash  in  the  safe  this  evening  when  you  locked  up, 
you  put  it  in  your  pocket  instead-— eh?  Didn't  you  know 
you'd  get  caught  ?  " 

"What  did  it  matter?"  said  the  boy.  He  was  twirling 
his  misshappen  hat  between  his  fingers.  "  I  knew  they'd 
know  it  was  me  in  the  morning  when  old  Isaac  found  it 
gone,  because  there  wasn't  anybody  else  to  do  it.  But  I 
paid  the  rent  for  four  months  ahead  to-night,  and  I  fixed 
it  so's  she'd  have  medicine  and  things  to  eat.  I  was  going 
to  beat  it  before  daylight  myself — I  " — ^he  brushed  his  hand 
hurriedly  across  his  cheek — '*  1  didn't  want  to  go— to  leave 
her  till  I  had  to." 

**  Well,  say  "— :there  was  wonderment  in  Jimmie  Dale's 
tones,  and  his  English  lapsed  into  ungrammatical,  reassuring 
vernacular — "  ain't  that  queer !  Say,  I'm  no  detective.  Gee, 
kid,  did  you  think  I  was  ?  Say,  listen  to  this !  I  cracked  old 
Isaac's  safe  half  an  hour  ago— and  I  guess  there  won't  be 
any  idea  going  around  that  you  got  the  money  and  I  pulled 
a  kmoo.  Say,  I  ain't  superstitious,  but  it  looks  like  luck 
meant  you  to  have  another  chance,  don't  it  ?  " 

The  hat  dropped  from  Hagan's  hands  to  the  floor,  and  he 
swayed  a  little. 

••  You — ^you  ain't  a  dick ! "  he  stammered.  "  Then  how'd 
jroo  know  about  me  and  my  name  when  you  found  the  safe 
empty  ?   Who  told  you  ?  " 

A  wry  grimace  spread  suddenly  over  Jimmie  Dale's  face 
beneath  the  mask,  and  he  swallowed  hard.  Jimmie  Dale 
would  have  given  a  good  deal  to  have  been  able  to  answer 
that  question  himself. 

-  Oh,  that !"  said  Jimmie  Dale.  "  That's  easy— I  knew 
you  worked  there.  Say,  it's  the  limit,  ain't  it  ?  Talk  about 
your  ludc  being  m,  why  all  you've  got  to  do  is  to  sit  tight 
and  keep  your  mouth  shut,  and  you're  safe  as  a  church. 
Onfy  say,  what  are  you  goin^  to  do  about  the  money,  now 


80     THE  ADVENTURES  OP  JIMMIE  DALE 

you've  got  a  four  months'  start  and  are  kind  of  landed  oo 
your  f cct  ?  " 

"Do?  "said  the  boy.  "  111  pay  it  backjittle  by  little  I 
meant  to.   I  ain't  no "    He  stopped  abruptly. 

•*  Crook,"  supplied  Jimmie  Dale  pleasantly.  "  Spit  it  right 
out,  kid;  you  won't  hurt  my  feelings  none.  Well.  I'll  tell 
you — ^you're  talking  the  way  I  like  to  hear  you — ^you  pay  that 
back,  slide  it  in  without  his  knowing  it,  a  bit  at  a  time,  when- 
ever you  can,  and  you'll  never  hear  a  yip  out  of  me ;  but  if 
you  don't,  why  it  kind  of  looks  as  though  I  have  a  right  to 
come  down  your  street  and  get  my  share  or  know  the  reason 
why— eh  ?  " 

*•  Then  you  never  get  any  share,"  said  Hagan,  with  a  catdi 
in  his  voice.    **  I  pay  it  back  as  fast  as  I  can." 

"  Sure,"  said  Jimmie  Dale.  "  That's  right— that's  what  I 
said.  Well,  so  long — Hagan."  And  Jimmie  Dale  had 
opened  the  door  and  slipped  outside. 

An  hour  later,  in  his  dressing  room  in  his  house  on  River- 
side Drive,  Jimmie  Dale  was  removing  his  coat  as  the 
telephone,  a  hand  instrument  on  the  table,  rang.  Jimmie 
Dale  glanced  at  it — and  leisurely  proceeded  to  remove  his 
vest.  Again  the  telephone  rang.  Jimmie  Dale  took  off 
his  curious,  pocketed  leather  belt — as  the  telephone  repeated 
its  summons.  He  picked  out  the  little  drill  he  had  used  a 
short  while  before,  and  inspected  it  critically — feeling  its 
[x>int  with  his  thumb,  as  one  might  feel  a  razor's  blade. 
Again  the  telephone  rang  insistently.  He  reached  languidly 
for  the  receiver,  took  it  off  its  hook,  and  held  it  to  his 
ear. 

**  Hello!  "  said  Jimmie  Dale,  with  a  sleepy  yawn.  **  Hello! 
Hello !  Why  the  deuce  don't  you  yank  a  man  out  of  bed  at 
two  o'clock  in  the  morning  and  have  done  with  it,  and — eh  ? 
Oh,  that  you,  Camithers  ?  " 

••  Yes,"  came  Carruthers'  voice  excitedly.  "  Jimmie,  lis- 
ten— listen !  The  <  iray  Seal's  come  to  life !  He's  just  pulled 
a  break  on  West  Broadway !  " 

**  Good  Lord  1 "  gasped  Jimmie  Dale.    '' You  doQ*t  say  I* 


CHAPTER  II 

BY   PROXY 

nf^HE  most  puzzling  bewildering,  delightful  crook  in 
the  annals  of  crime,"  Herman  Gimithers,  the  editor 
of  the  Morning  News-Argus,  had  called  the  Gray  Seal ;  and 
Jimmie  Dale  smiled  a  little  grimly  now  as  he  recalled  the 
occasion  of  a  week  ago  at  the  St.  James  Club  over  their 
after-dinner  coffee.  That  was  before  his  second  debut,  with 
Isaac  Brolsky's  poverty-stricken  premises  over  on  West 
Broadway  as  a  setting  for  the  break. 

She  had  written :  "  Things  are  a  little  too  warm,  aren't 
they,  Jimmie  ?  Let's  let  them  cool  for  a  year."  Well,  they 
had  cooled  for  a  year,  and  Camithers  as  a  result  had  been 
complacently  satisfied  in  hb  own  mind  that  the  Gray  Seal 
was  dead — until  that  break  at  Isaac  Brolsky's  over  on  West 
Broadway ! 

Jimmie  Dale's  smile  was  tinged  with  whimsicality  now. 
The  only  effect  of  the  year's  inaction  had  been  to  usher  in 
his  renewed  activity  with  a  furor  compared  to  which  all  that 
had  gone  before  was  insignificant.  Where  the  newspapers 
had  been  maudlin,  they  now  raved — raved  in  editorials  and 
raved  in  headlines.  It  was  an  impossible,  untenable,  unbe- 
lievable condition  of  affairs  that  this  Gray  Seal,  for  all  his 
incomparable  cleverness,  should  flaunt  his  crimes  in  the  faces 
of  the  citizens  of  New  York.  One  could  actually  see  the 
editors  writhing  in  their  swivel  chairs  as  their  fiery  de- 
nunciations dripped  from  their  pens !  What  was  the  matter 
with  the  police?  Were  the  police  children;  or,  worse  still, 
imbeciles— or,  still  worse  again,  was  there  some  one"  higher 
up  "  who  was  profiting  by  this  rogue's  work  ?    New  York 

would  not  stand  for  it — New  York  would  most  decidedly 
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not — and  the  sooner  the  police  realised  that  fact  the  better! 
If  the  police  were  helpless,  or  tools,  the  citizens  of  New  York 
were  not,  and  it  was  time  the  citizens  were  thoroughly 
aroused. 

There  was  a  way,  too,  to  arouse  the  citizens,  that  was 
both  good  business  from  the  newspaper  standpoint  and 
efficacious  as  a  method.  Carruthers,  of  the  Morning  News- 
Argus,  had  initiated  it.  The  Morning  News-Argus  offered 
twenty -five  thousand  dollars'  reward  for  the  capture  of  the 
Gray  Seal!  Other  papers  immediately  followed  suit  in 
varying  amounts.  The  authorities,  State  and  municipal, 
goaded  to  desperation,  did  likewise,  and  the  five  million  men, 
women,  and  children  of  New  York  were  automatically 
metamorphosed  into  embryonic  sleuths.  New  York  was 
aroused. 

Jimmie  Dale,  alias  the  Gray  Seal,  member  of  the  ultra- 
exclusive  St.  James  Gub,  the  latter  fact  sufficient  in  itself 
to  guarantee  his  social  standing,  graduate  of  Harvard,  in- 
heritor of  his  deceased  father's  immense  wealth  amassed  in 
the  manufacture  of  burglar-proof  safes,  some  of  the  most 
ingenious  patents  on  which  were  due  to  Jimmie  Dale  htm- 
self,  figured  with  a  pencil  on  the  margin  of  the  newspaper 
he  had  been  reading,  using  the  arm  of  the  big,  luxurious, 
leather-upholstered  lounging  chair  as  a  support  for  the  paper. 
The  result  of  his  calculations  was  eighty-five  thousand 
dollars. 

He  brushed  the  paper  onto  the  Turkish  rug,  dove  into  the 
pocket  of  his  dinner  jacket  for  his  cigarettes,  and  began  to 
smoke  as  his  eyes  strayed  around  the  room,  his  own  par- 
ticular den  in  his  fashionable  Riverside  Drive  residence. 

Eighty-five  thousand  dollars*  reward !  Jimmie  Dale  blew 
meditative  rings  of  cigarette  smoke  at  the  fireplace.  WTiat 
would  she  say  to  that  ?  Would  she  decide  it  was  "  too  hot  ** 
again,  and  call  it  off?  It  added  quite  a  little  hazard  to  the 
game — quite  a  little!  If  he  only  knew  who  "she"  wasl 
It  was  a  strange  partnership— tlie  strangest  partnership 
that  had  ever  existed  between  two  human  beings. 

He  turned  a  little  in  his  chair  as  a  step  sounded  in  the 
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hallway  without — that  is,  Jimmie  Dale  caught  the  sound, 
muffled  though  it  was  by  the  heavy  carpet.  Came  then  a 
knock  upon  the  door. 

"  Come  in."  invited  Jimmie  Dale. 

It  was  old  Jason,  the  butler.  The  old  man  was  visibly 
excited,  as  he  extended  a  silver  tray  on  which  lay  a  letter. 

Jimmie  Dale's  hand  reached  quickly  out,  the  long,  slim 
tapering  fingers  closed  upon  the  envelope — but  his  eyes 
were  on  Jason  significantly,  questioningly. 

**  Yes,  Master  Jim,"  said  the  old  man,  "  I  recognised  it 
on  the  instant,  sir.  After  what  you  said,  sir,  last  wedc, 
honouring  me,  I  might  say,  to  a  certain  extent  with  your  con- 
fidence, though  I'm  sure  I  don't  know  what  it  all  means, 
I " 

''Who  brought  it  this  time,  Jason?"  inquired  Jimmie 
Dale  quietly. 

"  Not  the  young  person,  begging  your  pardon,  not  the 
young  lady,  sir.  A  shuffer  in  a  big  automobile.  'Your 
master  at  once,'  he  says,  and  shoves  the  letter  into  my  hand, 
and  was  off." 

"Very  good,  Jason,"  said  Jimmie  Dale.     "You  may 

go. 

The  door  closed.  Yes,  it  was  from  her — it  was  the  same 
texture  of  paper,  there  was  the  same  rare,  haunting  fra- 
grance clinging  to  it. 

He  tore  the  envelope  open,  and  extracted  a  folded  sheet 
of  paper.  WTiat  was  it  this  time?  To  call  the  partnership 
off  again  until  the  present  furor  should  have  subsided  once 
more— or  the  skilfully  sketched  outline  of  a  new  adventure? 
Which?  He  glanced  at  the  few  lines  written  on  the  sheet, 
and  lunged  forward  from  his  chair  to  his  feet.  It  was 
neither  one  nor  the  other.    It  was 

Jimmie  Dale's  face  was  set,  and  an  angry  red  surge  swept 
his  cheeks.  His  lips  moved,  muttering  audibly  fragments 
of  the  letter,  as  he  stared  at  it. 

" incredible  that  you — a  heinous  thing — act  instantly 

— this  is  ruin " 


For  an  instant— a  rare  occurence  in  Jimmie  Dale's  Ul 
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he  stood  like  a  man  stricken,  still  staring  at  the  sheet  in  his 
hand.  Then  mechanically  his  fingers  tore  the  paper  into 
little  pieces,  and  the  little  pieces  into  tiny  shreds.  Anger 
fled,  and  a  sickening  sense  of  impotent  dismay  took  its 
place ;  the  red  left  his  chv.eks,  and  in  its  stead  a  grayness 
came. 

"  Act  instantly ! "  The  words  seemed  to  leap  at  htm, 
drum  at  his  ears  with  constant  re])ctition.  Act  instantly! 
But  how  ?  How  ?  Then  his  brain — that  keen,  clear,  master 
brain — sprang  from  stunned  inaction  into  virility  again.  Of 
course — Carruthers !    It  was  in  Carruthers'  line. 

He  stepped  to  the  desk — and  paused  with  his  hand  ex- 
tended to  pick  up  the  telephone.  How  explain  to  Carru- 
thers that  he,  Jimmie  Dale,  already  knew  what  Carruthers 
might  not  yet  have  heard  of,  even  though  Carruthers  would 
naturally  be  among  the  first  to  be  in  touch  with  such  affairs ! 
No ;  that  would  never  do.  Better  get  there  himself  at  once 
and  trust  to 

The  telephone  rang. 

Jimmie  Dale  waited  tmtil  it  rang  again,  then  he  lifted  die 
receiver  from  the  hook. 

"Hello?"  he  said. 

"Hclh!  Hello!  Jimmie !'*  came  a  voice.  "ThUisCar. 
ruthcrs.    That  you,  Jimmie?" 

"  Yes."  said  Jimmie  Dale — and  sat  down  limply  in  the 
desk  chair. 

"  lt*s  the  Gray  Seal  again.  I  promised  you  I'd  let  you  in 
on  the  ground  floor  next  time  anything  happened,  so  come 
on  down  here  quick  if  you  want  to  see  some  of  his  work  at 
firsthand  ** 

Jiiiunie  Dale  flirte<l  a  bead  of  sweat  from  his  forehead* 

•'  Carruthers,"  said  Jimmie  languidly,  **  you  newspaper 
chn|»<i  make  me  tired  with  your  Gray  Seal.  I'm  just  going 
tc»  Ik*(1." 

••Bed  nothing!"  spluttered  Carruthers.  from  the  other 
end  of  the  wire.  "  Come  down,  I  tell  you.  It's  worth  your 
wliile — half  the  population  of  New  S'ork  would  give  the 
tees  oflf  their  feet  for  the  cliance.    Come-down,  you.bbsi 
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idiot!  The  Gray  Seal  has  gone  the  limit  this  time — ^it's 
murder!' 

Jimmie  Dale's  face  was  haggard. 

"  Oh !  "  he  said  peevishly.  "  Sounds  interesting.  Where 
are  you?    I  guess  maybe  Til  jog  along." 

•'  I  should  think  you  would !  "  snapped  Carruthers.  "  You 
know  the  Palace  on  the  Bowery  ?  Yes  ?  Well,  meet  me  on 
the  comer  there  as  soon  as  you  can.    Hu  stle !    Good " 

"  Oh,  I  say,  Carruthei's ! "  interposed  Jimmie  Dale. 

"  Yes  ?  "  demanded  Carruthers. 

"  Tlianks  awfully  for  letting  me  know,  old  man.** 

**  Don't  mention  it ! "  returned  Carruthers  sarcastically. 
•*  You  always  were  a  grateful  beast,  Jimmie.    Hurry  up! " 

Jimmie  E)ale  hung  up  the  receiver  of  the  city  'phone,  and 
took  down  the  receiver  of  another,  a  private-house  installa- 
tion, and  rang  twice  for  the  garage. 

"  The  light  car  at  once,  Benson,"  he  ordered  curtly.  **  At 
once!** 

Jimmie  Dale  worked  quickly  then.  In  his  dressing  room, 
he  changed  from  dinner  clothes  to  tweeds ;  spent  a  second  or 
so  over  the  contents  of  a  locked  drawer  in  the  dresser,  from 
which  he  selected  a  very  small  but  serviceable  automatic, 
and  a  very  small  but  highly  powerful  magnifying  glass 
whose  combination  of  little  round  lenses  worked  on  a  pivot, 
and,  closed  over  one  another,  were  of  about  the  compass  of 
a  quarter  of  a  dollar. 

In  three  minutes  he  was  outside  the  house  and  stepping 
into  the  car,  just  as  it  drew  up  at  the  curb. 

•*  Benson,"  he  said  tersely  to  his  chauflFeur,  "  drop  me  one 
blodc  this  side  of  the  Palace  on  the  Bowery — and  forget 
there  was  ever  a  speed  law  enacted.    Understand  ?  " 

**  Very  good,  sir,"  said  Benson,  touching  his  cap.  "  Til 
do  my  best,  sir." 

Jimmie  Dale,  in  the  tonneau,  stretched  out  his  legs  under 
the  front  seat,  and  dug  his  hands  into  his  pockets — and  in- 
side the  pockets  his  hands  were  clenched  and  knotted  fists. 

Murder !  At  times  it  had  occurred  to  him  that  there  was  a 
possibility  that,  some  crook  of  the  underworld  would  at- 
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tempt  to  cover  his  tracks  and  take  refuge  from  pursuit  by 
foisting  himself  on  the  authorities  as  the  Gray  Seal.  That 
was  a  possibility,  a  risk  always  to  be  run.  But  that  murdtr 
should  be  laid  to  the  Gray  Seal's  door!  Anger,  merciless 
and  unrestrained,  surged  over  Jimmie  Dale. 

There  was  peril  here,  live  and  imminent.  Suppose  thai 
some  day  he  should  be  caught  in  some  little  affair,  recog- 
nised and  identified  as  the  Gray  Seal,  there  would  be  the 
charge  of  murder  hanging  over  him — and  the  electric  chair 
to  face! 

But  the  peril  was  not  the  only  thing.  Even  worse  to 
Jimmie  Dale's  artistic  and  sensitive  temperament  was  the 
vilification,  the  holding  up  to  loathing,  contumely,  and  ab- 
horrence of  the  name,  the  stainless  name,  of  the  Gray  Seal. 
It  was  stainless!  He  had  guarded  it  jealously — as  a  man 
guards  the  woman's  name  he  loves. 

Affairs  that  had  mystified  and  driven  the  police  dis- 
tracted with  impotence  there  had  been,  many  of  them ;  and 
on  the  face  of  them— crimes.  But  no  act  ever  committed 
had  been  in  reality  a  crime — none  without  the  highest  of 
motives,  the  righting  of  some  outrageous  wrong,  the  pro- 
tection of  some  poor  stumbling  fellow  human. 

That  had  been  his  partnership  with  her.  How,  by  what 
amazing  means,  by  what  power  that  smacked  almost  of  the 
miraculous  she  came  in  touch  with  all  these  things  and 
supplied  him  with  the  data  on  which  to  work  he  did  not 
know— only  that,  thanks  to  her,  there  were  happier  hearts 
and  happier  homes  since  the  Gray  Seal  had  begun  to  work. 
"  Dear  Philanthropic  Crook,"  she  often  called  him  in  her 
letters.    And  now — it  was  murder! 

Take  Carruthcrs,  for  instance.  For  years,  as  a  reporter 
before  he  had  risen  to  the  editorial  desk,  he  had  been  one  of 
the  keenest  on  the  scent  of  the  Gray  Seal,  but  always  for  the 
sake  of  the  game — always  filled  with  admiration,  as  he  said 
himself,  for  the  daring,  the  originality  of  the  most  puzzling, 
bewildering,  delightful  crook  in  the  annals  of  crime.  Car- 
ruthers  was  but  an  example.  Carruthers  now  would  hunt 
the  Gray  Seal  like  a  mad  dog.   The  Gray  Seal,  to  CamithenL 
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and  every  one  eke,  wotild  be  the  vilest  name  in  the  land — 
a  synonym  for  murder. 

On  the  car  flew — and  upon  Jimmie  Dale's  face,  as  though 
chiselled  in  marble,  was  a  look  that  was  not  good  to  see. 
And  a  mirthless  smile  set,  frozen,  on  his  lips. 

"  ni  get  the  man  that  did  this,"  gritted  Jimmie  Dale  be- 
tween his  teeth.  "  I'll  get  him  1  And,  when  I  get  him,  I'll 
wring  a  confession  from  him  if  I  have  to  swing  for  it!" 

The  car  swept  from  Broadway  into  Astor  Place,  on  down 
the  Bowery,  and  presently  stopped. 

Jimmie  Dale  stepped  out.  "  I  shall  not  want  you  any 
more,  Benson,"  he  said.    "  You  may  return  home." 

Jimmie  Dale  started  down  the  block — a  nonchalant  Jim- 
mie Dale  now,  if  anything,  bored  a  little.    Near  the  comer,  a 
figiu-e,  back  turned,  was  lounging  at  the  edge  of  the  sidewalk. 
Jimmie  Dale  touched  the  man  on  the  arm. 
Hello,  Camithers  I "  he  drawled. 

Ah,  Jimmie ! "  Camithers  turned  with  an  excited  smile. 
"  That's  the  boy !     You've  made  mighty  quick  time." 

"Well,  you  told  me  to  hurry,"  grumbled  Jimmie  Dale. 
"  I'm  doing  my  best  to  please  you  to-night.  Came  down  in 
my  car,  and  got  simimoned  for  three  fines  to-morrow." 

Camithers  laughed.  "  Come  on,"  he  said  ;  and,  linking  his 
arm  in  Jimmie  Dale's,  turned  the  comer,  and  headed  west 
along  the  cross  street.  "  This  is  going  to  make  a  noise," 
he  continued,  a  grim  note  creeping  into  his  voice.  "  The 
biggest  noise  the  city  has  ever  heard.  I  take  back  all  I 
said  about  the  Gray  Seal.  I'd  always  pictured  his  clevemess 
as  being  inseparable  with  at  least  a  decent  sort  of  man,  even 
if  he  was  a  rogue  and  a  criminal,  but  I'm  through  with  that. 
He's  a  rotter  and  a  hound  of  the  rankest  sort!  I  didn't 
think  there  was  anything  more  vulgar  or  bmtal  than  murder. 
but  he's  shown  me  that  there  is.  A  guttersnipe's  got  more 
decency  I    To  murder  a  man  and  then  boastfully  label  the 


it 

M 


18 " 


**  Say,  Camithers,"  said  Jimmie  Dale  plaintively,  suddenly 
hanging  back,  "  I  say,  you  know,  it's — it's  all  right  for  you 
to  mess  up  in  this  sort  of  thing,  it's  your  beastly  business^ 
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and  I*ni  awfully  damned  thankful  to  you  for  giving  mc  a 
look-in,  but  isn't  it— -er — rather  infra  dig  for  me?  A  bit 
morbid,  you  know,  and  all  that  sort  of  thing.  Td  never  hear 
the  end  of  it  at  the  club — you  know  what  the  St.  James  is. 
Couldn't  1  be  Merideth  Stanley  Annstruther,  or  something 
like  that,  one  of  your  new  reporters,  or  something  like  that, 
you  know  ?  " 

Carruthers  chuckled.  **  Sure,  Jimmie."  he  said.  "  You're 
the  latest  addition  to  the  staff  of  the  Neivs-Argus.  Don't 
worry ;  the  incomparable  Jimmie  Dale  won't  figure  publicly 
in  this." 

"  It's  awfully  good  of  you,"  said  Jimmie  gratefully.  "  I 
have  to  have  a  notebook  or  something,  don't  I  ?  " 

Carruthers.  from  his  pocket,  handed  him  one.  "  Thanks," 
said  Jimmie  Dale. 

A  little  way  ahead,  a  crowd  had  collected  on  the  side- 
walk before  a  doorway,  and  Carruthers  pointed  with  a  jerk 
of  his  hand. 

**  It's  in  Moriarty's  place — a  gambling  hell."  he  explained. 
"  I  haven't  got  the  story  myself  yet,  though  I've  been  in- 
side, and  had  a  look  around.  InsjHMrtor  Clayton  discovered 
the  crime,  and  reported  it  at  headquarters.  I  was  at  my 
desk  in  the  office  when  the  news  came,  and,  as  vou  know  the 
interest  I've  taken  in  the  (jray  Seal.  I  decided  to  'cover* 
it  myself.  When  I  got  here.  Clayton  hadn't  returned  from 
headquarters,  so.  as  you  seemed  so  keenly  interested  last 
week.  I  telephoned  you.  If  Clayton's  back  now  we'll  get 
the  details.  Clayton's  a  good  fellow  with  the  *  press,'  and  he 
won't  hold  anything  out  on  us.  Now,  here  we  are.  Keep 
close  to  me.  and  I'll  pass  you  in." 

They  shouldered  throu'^h  the  crowd  and  up  to  an  officer 
at  the  d(K)r.  The  offuxr  n(KKlc<l.  step|H*d  aside,  and  Car- 
ruthers. with  Jimmie  Dale  followini;,  entered  the  house. 

They  clim!K*d  one  flight,  and  then  another.  The  card- 
rooms,  the  faro.  stu<l.  and  roulette  layouts  were  deserted, 
save  for  jKilicemen  here  and  there  on  ^^i^'^rd.  Carruthers 
led  the  way  to  a  room  at  the  kick  of  the  hall,  whose  door 
was  open  and  from  which  issued  a  hubbub  of  voices— one 
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voice  rose  above  the  others,  heavy  and  gratingly  com- 
placent 

"  Clayton's  back/'  observed  Carruthers. 

They  stepped  over  the  threshold,  and  the  heavy  voice 
greeted  them. 

"  Ah,  here's  Carruthers  now  1  H'are  you,  Carruthers  ? 
They  told  me  you'd  been  here,  and  were  coming  back,  so 
I've  been  keeping  the  boys  waiting  before  handing  out  the 
dope.  You've  had  a  look  at  that — eh  ?  "  He  flung  out  a  fat 
hand  toward  the  bed. 

The  voices  rose  again,  all  directed  at  Carruthers  now. 

•*  Bubble's  burst,  eh,  Carruthers  ?  What  about  the  '  Prince 
of  Crooks  '?  Artistry  in  crime,  wasn't  it,  you  said  ?  "  They 
were  quoting  from  his  editorials  of  bygone  days,  a  half 
dozen  reporters  of  rival  papers,  grinning  and  joshing  him 
good-naturedly,  seemingly  quite  imaffected  by  what  lay 
within  arm's  reach  of  them  upon  the  bed. 

Carruthers  smiled  a  little  wryly,  shrugged  his  shoulders— 
and  presented  Jimniie  Dale  to  Inspector  Clayton. 

"  Mr.  Matthewson,  a  new  man  of  ours — inspector." 

"  Glad  to  know  you,  Mr.  Matthewson,"  said  the  inspec- 
tor. 

Jimmie  Dale  found  his  hand  grasped  by  another  that  was 
flabby  and  unpleasantly  moist;  and  found  himself  looking 
into  a  face  that  was  red,  with  heavy  rolls  of  unhealthy  fat 
terminating  in  a  double  chin  and  a  thick,  apoplectic  neck — 
a  huge,  round  face,  with  rat*s  eyes. 

Qaytoo  dropped  Jimmie  Dale's  hand,  and  waved  his  own 
in  the  air.  Jimmie  Dale  remained  modestly  on  the  outside 
of  the  circle  as  the  reporters  gathered  around  the  police 
inspector. 

"  Now,  then,"  said  Qayton  coarsely,  "  the  guy  that's 
croaked  there  is  Metzer,  Jake  Metzer.    Get  that  ?  " 

Jimmie  Dale,  scribbling  hurriedly  in  his  notebook  like  all 
the  rest,  turned  a  little  toward  the  bed,  and  his  lower  jaw 
crept  out  the  fraction  of  an  inch.  Both  gas  jets  in  the  room 
were  turned  on  full,  giving  ample  light.  A  man  fully 
dressed,  a  man  of  perhaps  forty,  lay  upon  his  back  on  the 
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bed,  one  arm  outflung  across  the  bedspread,  the  other  dang- 
ling, with  fingers  just  touching  the  floor,  the  head  at  an 
angle  and  off  the  pillow.  It  was  as  though  he  had  been 
carried  to  the  bed  and  flung  u[K>n  it  after  the  deed  had  been 
committed.  Jimmie  Dale's  eyes  shifted  and  swept  the  room. 
Yes.  everything  was  in  disorder,  as  though  there  had  been  a 
struggle — a  chair  upturned,  a  table  canted  against  the  wall, 
broken  pieces  of  crockery  from  the  washstand  on  the  car- 
pet, and 

"  Metzer  was  a  stool  pigeon,  s^?  "  went  on  Gayton,  "  and 
he  lived  here.  Moriarty  wasn't  on  to  him.  Metzer  stood  in 
thick  with  a  wider  circle  of  crooks  than  any  other  snitch 
in  New  York." 

Jimmie  Dale,  still  scribbling  as  Clayton  talked,  step|>ed  to 
the  bed  and  leaned  over  the  nmrdered  man.  The  murder  had 
been  done  with  a  blackjack  evidently — a  couple  of  blows. 
The  left  side  of  the  temple  was  crushed  in.  Right  in  the 
middle  of  the  forehead,  |>asted  there,  a  gray-colored,  dia- 
mond shaped  pa|K.T  seal  flaunted  itself — the  device  of  the 
Gray  Seal.  In  Jimmie  Dale*,  hand,  hidden  as  he  turned  his 
back,  the  tiny  combination  of  powerful  lenses  was  focused  on 
the  seal. 

Clayton  guffawed.  "  That's  right !  "  he  called  out.  "  Take 
a  good  look.  That's  a  bright  young  man  you've  got,  Cami- 
thers." 

Jinmiie  I>ale  lry)ked  up  a  little  sheepishly — and  got  a  grin 
from  the  assembled  re|K)rtcrs,  and  a  scowl  from  Carruthers. 

**  Now,  then,"  continued  CXivton,  **  here's  the  facts — as 
much  of  'em  as  I  can  let  you  boys  print  at  present.  You 
know  I'm  stretching  a  ixjint  to  let  you  in  here— don't  forget 
that  when  you  come  to  write  up  the  case — honour  whcre's 
honour'N  due.  you  know.  Well,  me  and  Metzer  there  was 
getting  rea<ly  to  clo>c  down  on  a  big  piece  of  game,  and  I 
was  over  hero  in  this  rcxjm  talking  to  him  about  it  early  this 
aftcmcKm.  W'c  had  it  framed  to  get  our  man  to-night — 
see?  I  left  Mct/cr.  say.  aliout  three  o'clock,  and  he  was  to 
show  up  over  at  hcadtiuarters  with  another  little  bit  of  evi* 
dence  we  wanted  at  eight  o'clock  to-night." 
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Jimmic  Dale  was  listening — to  every  word.  But  he 
stooped  now  again  over  the  murdered  man's  head  delib- 
erately, though  he  felt  the  inspector's  rat's  eyes  upon  him — 
stooped,  and,  with  his  finger  nail,  lifted  back  the  right-hand 
point  of  the  diamond-shaped  seal  where  it  bordered  a  faint 
thread  of  blood  on  the  man's  forehead. 

There  was  a  bull-like  roar  from  the  inspector,  and  he 
burst  through  the  ring  of  reporters,  and  grabbed  Jimmic 
Dale  by  the  shoulder. 

"  Here  you,  what  in  hell  are  you  doing ! "  he  spluttered 
angrily. 

Embarrassed  and  confused,  Jimmie  Dale  drew  back, 
glanced  around,  and  smiled  again  a  little  sheepishly  as  his 
eyes  rested  on  the  red-flushed  jowl  of  the  inspector. 

"  I — I  wanted  to  see  how  it  was  stuck  on/'  he  explained 
inanely. 

**  Stuck  on !  "  bellowed  Clayton.  "  I'll  show  you  how  it's 
stuck  on,  if  you  monkey  around  here!  Don't  you  know  any 
better  than  that!  Where  were  you  dragged  up  anyway? 
The  coroner  hasn't  been  here  yet.  You're  a  hot  cub  of  a 
reporter,  you  are ! "  He  turned  to  Carruthers.  "  Y'ought 
to  get  out  printed  instructions  for  'em  before  you  turn  'em 
loose !  ^  he  snapped. 

Carruthers'  face  was  red  with  mortification.  There  was  a 
grin,  expanded,  on  the  faces  of  the  others. 

"  Stand  away  from  that  bed !  "  roared  Clayton  at  Jimmie 
Dak.  "  And  if  you  go  near  it  again,  I'll  throw  you  out  of 
here  bodily !  ** 

Jimmie  Dale  edged  away,  and,  eyes  lowered,  fumbled  ner- 
vously with  the  leaves  of  his  notebook. 

Clayton  grunted,  glared  at  Jimmie  Dale  for  an  instant 
viciously — and  resumed  his  story. 

"  I  was  saying,"  he  said,  "  that  Metzer  was  to  come  to 
headquarters  at  eight  o'clock  this  evening.  Well,  he  didn't 
show  up.  That  looked  queer.  It  was  mighty  important 
business.  We  was  after  one  of  the  biggest  hauls  we'd  ever 
pulled  off.  1  waited  till  nine  o'clock,  an  hour  ago,  and  I  was 
getting  nervous.    Then  I  started  over  here  to  find  out  what 
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was  the  matter.  When  I  got  here  I  asked  Moriarty  if  he'd 
seen  Metzer.  Moriarty  said  he  hadn't  since  I  was  here 
iK'fore.  He  was  a  little  suspicious  that  I  had  something:  on 
Metzer — see?  Well,  by  pumping  Moriarty,  he  admitted 
that  Metzer  had  had  a  visitor  about  an  hour  after  I  left.'* 

"Who  was  it?  Know  what  his  name  is,  inspector?* 
asked  one  of  the  reporters  quickly. 

Ins^xrctor  Clayton  winked  heavily.  "Don't  be  greedy, 
boys,"  he  grinned. 

"  You  mean  you've  got  him  ?  "  burst  out  another  one  of  the 
men  excitedlv. 

"Sure!  Sure,  I've  got  him."  Inspector  Clayton  waved 
hi^  fat  hand  airily.  "  Or  I  will  have  l)efore  morning — but 
I  ain't  sayin!]^  anything  more  till  it's  over."  He  smiled  sig- 
nificantly. **  Well,  that's  about  all.  You've  got  the  detaib 
right  around  you.  1  left  Moriarty  downstairs  and  came  up 
here,  and  found  just  what  you  see — Metzer  laying  on  the  bed 
there,  and  the  gray  seal  stuck  on  his  forehead — and  " — he 
ended  abnif>tly — "  I'll  have  the  Gray  Seal  himself  behind 
the  bars  by  morning." 

.•\  choru'i  of  ejaculations  rose  from  the  reporters,  while 
their  j>encils  worked  furiously. 

Then  Jimmie  Dale  appeared  to  have  an  inspiration.  Jim- 
mie  Dale  turned  a  leaf  in  his  notebook  and  l)egan  to  sketch 
rapidly,  cocking  his  head  now  on  one  side  now  on  the  other. 
With  a  few  deft  strokes  he  had  outlined  the  figure  of  In* 
spector  Clayton.  The  reporter  beside  Jimmie  Dale  leaned 
over  to  inspect  the  work,  and  another  did  likewise.  Jimmie 
Dale  drew  in  Qayton's  face  mo^t  excellently,  if  somewhat 
tlattcrincly :  and  then,  with  a  little  flouri<;h  of  pride,  wrote 
under  the  drawing:  "The  Man  Who  Captured  the  Gray 
Seal" 

•'  That'«i  a  cracking  good  sketch !  "  pronounced  the  re- 
|>orter  at  hi«i  si<lc.    **  Let  the  in«;|>ector  see  it." 

"  \\1iat  i^  it  ?  "  demanded  Clayton,  scowling. 

Jimmie  Dale  handed  him  the  notebook  mo<lestly. 

InsjHxrtor  Cbivtnn  took  it,  looked  at  it,  looked  at  Jimmie 
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Dale ;  then  his  scowl  relaxed  into  a  self-sufficient  and  pleased 
smile,  and  he  grunted  approvingly. 

•*  That's  the  stuff  to  put  over,"  he  said.  "  Mabbe  you're 
not  much  of  a  reporter,  but  you  can  draw.  Y're  all  right, 
sport — ^y're  all  right.  Forget  what  I  said  to  you  a  while 
ago. 

Jimmie  Dale  smiled  too— deprecatingly.   And  put  the  note 
book  in  his  pocket. 

An  officer  entered  the  room  hurriedly,  and,  drawing  Qay- 
ton  aside,  spoke  in  an  undertone.  A  triumphant  and  mali- 
cious grin  settled  on  Clayton's  features,  and  he  started  with 
a  rush  for  the  door. 

**  Come  around  to  headquarters  in  two  hours,  boys,"  he 
called  as  he  went  out,  "and  I'll  have  something  more  for 
you." 

The  room  cleared,  the  reporters  tumbling  downstairs  to 
make  for  the  nearest  telephones  to  get  their  "  copy  "  into 
their  respective  offices. 

On  the  street,  a  few  doors  up  from  the  house  where  they 
were  free  from  the  crowd.  Camithers  halted  Jimmie  Dale. 

**  Jimmie,"  he  said  reproachfully,  "  you  certainly  made  a 
mark  of  us  both.  There  wasn't  any  need  to  play  the  *  cub  '  so 
egrcgiously.  However,  I'll  forgive  you  for  the  sake  of  the 
sketch — hand  it  over,  Jimmie ;  I'm  going  to  reproduce  it  in 
the  first  edition." 

"  It  wasn't  drawn  for  reproduction,  Camithers — at  least, 
not  yet,"  said  Jimmie  Dale  quietly. 

Camithers  stared  at  him.    "  Eh  ?  "  he  asked  blankly. 

"  I've  taken  a  dislike  to  Qayton,"  said  Jimmie  Dale  whim- 
sically. "  He's  too  patently  after  free  advertising,  and  I'm 
not  going  to  help  along  his  boost.  You  can't  have  it.  old 
man,  so  let's  think  about  something  else.  What'll  they  do 
with  that  bit  of  paper  that's  on  the  poor  devil's  forehead  up 
there,  for  instance." 

"  Say,"  said  Camithers. "  does  it  strike  you  that  you're  act- 
ing qtieer  ?    You  haven't  been  drinking,  have  you.  Jimmie  ?  " 

•*What11  they  do  with  it?"  persisted  Jimmie  Dale. 

•"Well,"     said    Camithers,   smiling   a    little    tolerantly, 
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**  thcyll  photograph  it  and  enlarge  the  photograph,  and  label 
it  *  Exhibit  A  '  or  *  Exhibit  B  '  or  something  like  that — and 
file  it  away  in  the  archives  with  the  fifty  or  more  just  like 
it  that  are  already  in  their  collection." 

"  That's  what  I  thought,"  observed  Jimmie  Dale.  He 
took  Carruthers  by  the  lapel  of  the  coat.  "  Fd  like  a  photo- 
graph of  that.  I'd  like  it  so  much  that  I've  got  to  have  it 
Know  the  chap  that  does  that  work  for  the  police  ?  " 

"  Yes."  admitted  Carruthers. 

"  Very  good !  "  said  Jimmie  Dale  crisply.  "  Get  an  extra 
print  of  the  enlargement  from  him  then — for  a  consideni- 
tioh — whatever  he  asks — I'll  pay  for  it." 

"  But  what  for  ?  "  demanded  Carruthers.  "  I  don't  un- 
derstand." 

"  Because."  said  Jimmie  Dale  very  seriously,  "  put  it  down 
to  imagination  or  whatever  you  like,  I  think  I  smell  some* 
thing  fishy  here." 

"You  what.'"  exclaimed  Carruthers  in  amazement 
"  You're  not  joking,  are  you,  Jimmie?  " 

Jimmie  Dale  laughed  shortly.  "  It's  so  far  from  a  joke** 
he  said,  in  a  low  tone.  "  that  I  want  your  word  youTl  gd 
that  photc^n^ph  into  my  hands  by  to-morrow  afternoon, 
no  matter  what  transpires  in  the  meantime.  And  look  here, 
Carruthers,  don't  think  I'm  playing  the  silly  thickhead*  and 
tr>ing  to  mystify  you.  I'm  no  detective  or  anything  like 
that.  I've  just  got  an  idea  that  apfiarently  hasn't  occurred 
to  any  one  else — and,  of  course,  I  may  be  all  wrong.  H 
I  am.  I'm  not  going  to  say  a  word  even  to  you.  because  il 
wouldn't  l>e  playing  fair  with  some  one  else;  if  I'm  right  the 
Morning  Setvs-Argus  gets  the  biggest  scoop  of  the  century. 
Will  you  go  in  on  that  Uisis  ?  " 

Carruthers  put  out  his  hand  impulsively.  "  If  you*re  ii 
earnest,  Jimmie — you  bet !  " 

'•Good!"  returned  Jimmie  I>ale.  "The  photograph  lij 
to-morrow  afternoon  then.    And  now '' 

"  And  now."  said  Caruthers,  "  I've  got  to  hurry  over  to 
the  office  and  get  a  write-up  man  at  work.    Will  you  come 
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along,  or  meet  me  at  headquarters  later?  Qayton  said  in 
two  hours  he'd " 

**  Neither/*  said  Jimmie  Dale.  "  I'm  not  interested  in 
headquarters.    I'm  going  home." 

"  Well,  all  right  then,"  Carruthers  returned.  "  You  can 
bank  on  me  for  to-morrow.    Good-night.  Jimmie." 

"  Good-night,  old  man,"  said  Jimmie  Dale,  and,  turning, 
walked  briskly  toward  the  Bowery. 

But  Jimmie  Dale  did  not  go  home.  He  walked  down  the 
Bowery  for  three  blocks,  crossed  to  the  east  side,  and  turned 
down  a  cross  street.  Two  blocks  more  he  walked  in  this 
direction,  and  halfway  down  the  next.  Here  he  paused  an 
instant — the  street  was  dimly  lighted,  almost  dark,  de- 
serted. Jimmie  Dale  edged  close  to  the  houses  until  his 
shadow  blended  with  the  shadows  of  the  walls — and  slipped 
suddenly  into  a  pitch-black  areaway. 

He  opened  a  door,  stepped  into  an  unlighted  hallway 
where  the  air  was  close  and  evil  smelling,  mounted  a  stair- 
way, and  halted  before  anotfier  door  on  the  first  landing. 
TTunr  was  the  low  clicking  of  a  lock,  three  times  repeated. 
and  he  entered  a  room,  closing  and  fastening  the  door  be- 
hind him. 

Jimmie  Dale  called  it  his  "  Sanctuary."  In  one  of  the 
worst  neighbourhoods  of  New  York,  where  no  questions  were 
asked  as  long  as  the  rent  was  paid,  it  had  the  further  ad- 
vantage of  three  separate  exits— one  by  the  areaway  where 
he  had  entered;  one  from  the  street  itself;  and  another 
diroogh  a  back  yard  with  an  entry  into  a  saloon  that 
frontal  on  the  next  street.  It  was  not  often  that  Jimmie 
Dale  used  his  Sancuary,  but  there  had  been  times  when  it 
was  no  more  nor  less  than  exactly  what  he  called  it — a 
sanctuary! 

He  stepped  to  the  window,  assured  himself  that  the  shade 
was  down — and  lighted  the  gas,  blinking  a  little  as  the  yellow 
flame  illuminated  the  room. 

It  was  a  rough  place,  dirty,  uninviting ;  a  bedroom,  fur- 
nished in  the  most  scant)  fashion.  Neither,  apparently,  was 
there  anything  suspicious  about  it  to  reward  one  curious 
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enough  to  break  in  during  the  owner's  absence — some  rather 
disreputable  clothes  hanging  on  the  wall,  and  flung  untidily 
across  the  bed — that  was  all. 

Alone  now,  Jininiie  Dale's  face  was  strained  and  anxious 
— and,  occasionally,  as  he  undressed  himself,  his  hands 
clenched  until  his  knuckles  grew  white.  The  gray  seal  on 
the  murdered  man's  forehead  was  a  genuine  gray  seal — one 
of  Jimmie  Dale's  own.  There  was  no  doubt  of  that — ^hc  had 
satisfied  himself  on  that  point. 

Where  had  it  come  from?  How  had  it  been  obtained? 
Jimmie  Dale  carefully  placed  the  clothes  he  had  taken  off 
imdcr  the  mattress,  pulled  a  disreputable  collarless  flannel 
shirt  over  his  head,  and  pulled  on  a  disreputable  pair  of 
t)oots.  There  were  only  two  sources  of  supply.  His  own — 
and  the  collection  that  the  i>olice  had  made,  which  Cami- 
thers  had  referred  to. 

Jimmie  Dale  lifted  a  comer  of  the  oilcloth  in  a  comer 
of  the  room,  lifted  a  piece  of  the  floorinij,  lifted  out  a  little 
l>nx  which  he  placed  upon  the  rickety  table,  and  sat  down  be- 
fore a  cracked  mirmr.  Who  was  it  that  would  have  access 
to  the  gray  seals  in  tlie  po«;«;e«ision  of  the  police,  since,  ob- 
vio!i«i1v.  it  wa<;  one  of  those  that  was  on  the  dead  man's 
forehead?  The  answer  cnme  rjuick  enoutjh — came  with  the 
stidden  out -thrust  of  Timmie  Dale's  lower  iaw.  One  of  the 
f*o!ire  thrfnsrhr^ — no  one  eNe.  Clayton's  heavy,  cimning 
f. •'.*•<'.  Onvton's  <hiftv  eves.  Clavton's  sudden  nish  when  he 
ha<!  touched  the  dfnd  mnn's  forehead,  pictured  themsel\-e$ 
in  a  n-d  fla^^h  of  fur>'  before  Jimmie  Dale.  There  was  no 
ma-k  now.  no  farrtiou«ne«<,  no  acted  part — only  a  merciless 
rn'jt*,  and  the  muM-le*!  of  Timmie  Dale's  face  quivered  and 
twitched.  Murder,  foi>ted.  shifted  upon  another,  upon  the 
Gnv  Sral — makintj  of  that  name  a  calumny — ruining  for- 
evt-r  the  wf»rk  that  <:he  and  he  mijjht  do! 

And  then  Jimmie  Dale  smiled  mirthlessly,  with  thinning 
lips.  The  box  before  him  was  open.  His  fingers  worked 
*'MirlIv  -a  little  wax  beVind  the  ears,  in  the  nostrils,  under 
the  upfvr  IJp.  r!«ftly  f»laced — hancN.  wrists,  neck,  throat,  and 
face  received  their  quota  of  stain,  applied  with  an  artisl't 
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totich — and  then  the  spruce,  muscular  Jimmie  Dale,  trans- 
formed into  a  slouching,  vicious- featured  denizen  of  the  un- 
derworld, replaced  the  box  under  the  flooring,  pulled  a  slouch 
hat  over  his  eyes,  extinguished  the  gas,  and  went  out. 

Jimmie  Dale's  range  of  acquaintanceship  was  wide — 
from  the  upper  strata  of  the  St.  James  Club  to  the  elite 
of  New  York's  gangland.  And,  adored  by  the  one,  he  was 
trusted  implicitly  by  the  other — not  understood,  perhaps,  by 
the  latter,  for  he  had  never  allied  himself  with  any  of  their 
nefarious  schemes,  but  trusted  implicitly  through  long  years 
of  personal  contact.  It  had  stood  Jimmie  Dale  in  good  stead 
before,  this  association,  where,  in  a  sort  of  strange,  care- 
fully guarded  exchange,  the  news  of  the  underworld  was 
common  property  to  those  without  the  law.  To  New  York  in 
its  millions,  the  murder  of  Metzer,  the  stool  pigeon,  would  be 
unknown  until  the  city  rose  in  the  morning  to  read  the  sen- 
sational detaik  over  the  breakfast  table;  here,  it  would 
already  be  the  topic  of  whispered  conversations,  here  it  had 
probably  been  known  long  before  the  police  had  discovered 
the  crime.  Especially  would  it  be  expected  to  be  known  to 
Pete  Lazanis,  commonly  called  the  Runt,  who  was  a  power 
below  the  dead  line  and,  more  pertinent  still,  one  in  whose 
confidence  Jimmie  Dale  had  rejoiced  for  years. 

Jimmie  Dale,  as  Larry  the  Bat — a  euphonious  "  monaker  " 
bestowed  possibly  because  this  particular  world  knew  him 
only  by  night — ^b^an  a  search  for  the  Runt.  From  one  re- 
sort to  another  he  hurried,  talking  in  the  accepted  s^yle 
through  one  comer  of  his  mouth  to  hard-visaged  individ- 
uals behind  dirty,  reeking  bars  that  were  reared  on  equally 
dirty  and  foul-smelling  sawdust-strewn  floors ;  visiting  dance 
halls,  secretive  back  rooms,  and  certain  diinese  pipe  joints. 

But  the  Runt  was  decidedly  elusive.  There  had  been  no 
news  of  him,  no  one  had  seen  him — and  this  after  fully  an 
hour  had  passed  since  Jimmie  Dale  had  left  Carruthers  in 
front  of  Moriarty's.  The  possibilities  however  were  still 
legioci — numbered  only  by  the  numberless  dives  and  dens 
sMtered  by  that  quarter  of  the  city. 

Jnninte  Dale  turned  into  Chatham  Square,  heading  for 
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the  Pai^a  E>ance  Hall.  A  man  loitering  at  the  curb  shot 
a  swift,  searching  glance  at  him  as  he  slouched  by.  jimmie 
Dale  paused  in  the  doorway  of  the  Pagoda  and  looked  up 
and  down  the  street.  The  man  he  had  passed  had  drawn  a 
little  closer;  another  man  in  an  apparently  aimless  fashion 
lounged  a  few  yards  away. 

"  Something  up,"  muttered  Jimmie  Dale  to  himself. 
"  Lansing,  of  headquarters,  and  the  other  looks  like  Milrae.** 

Jimmie  Dale  pushed  in  through  the  door  of  the  Pagoda.  A 
lx;<llam  of  noise  surged  out  at  him — a  tin-pan  piano  and  a 
mandolin  were  going  furiously  from  a  little  raised  platform 
at  the  rear ;  in  the  centre  of  the  room  a  dozen  couples  were 
in  the  throes  of  the  tango  and  the  bunny-hug;  around  the 
sides,  at  little  tables,  men  and  women  laughed  and  applauded 
and  thumped  time  on  the  tabletops  with  their  beer  mtigs; 
while  waiters,  with  beer-stained  aprons  and  unshaven  faces, 
juggled  marvelous  handfuls  of  glasses  and  mugs  from  the 
bar  beside  the  platform  to  the  patrons  at  the  tables. 

Jimmie  Dale's  eyes  swept  the  room  in  a  swift,  comprr* 
hensive  glance,  fixed  on  a  little  fellow,  loudly  dressed,  who 
shared  a  table  halfway  down  the  room  with  a  woman  in  t 
picture  hat,  and  a  smile  of  relief  touched  his  lips.  The  Rott 
at  last ! 

He  walked  down  the  room,  caught  the  Runt's  eyes  signifi- 
cantly as  he  passed  the  table,  kept  on  to  a  door  between 
the  platform  and  the  bar,  opened  it,  and  went  out  into  t 
lighted  hallway,  at  one  end  of  which  a  door  opened  onto 
the  street,  and  at  the  other  a  stairway  led  above. 

The  Runt  joined  him.  "Wot's  dc  row,  Larry  ?*•  Wh 
quired  the  Runt. 

"  Xuthin'  much,"  said  Jimmie  Dale.  "  Only  I  t'ought  W 
let  youse  know.  I  was  passin'  Moriarty's  an*  got  dc  ti|k 
Say,  some  guy's  craikcd  Jake  Metzer  dere." 

"  Aw,  fergct  it !  "  observed  the  Runt  airily.  "  Dat's  stlfe 
I  was  wise  to  dat  hours  ago." 

Jimmie  Dale's  face  fell.  "  But  I  just  come  from  derc,*  hi 
insisted ;  "  an'  de  harness  bulls  only  just  foiuid  it  oiiL'* 
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•  Mabbe,"  grunted  the  Runt.  "  But  Metzer  got  his  early 
in  dc  afternoon — see?" 

Jtmniie  Ehle  looked  quickly  around  him — and  then  leaned 
toward  the  Runt. 

*"  Wot's  de  lay,  Runt? "  he  whispered. 

The  Runt  pulled  down  one  eyelid,  and,  with  his  knowing 
grin,  the  cigarette,  clinging  to  his  upper  lip,  sagged  down  in 
the  opposite  comer  of  his  mouth. 

Jimmie  Dale  grinned,  too— in  a  flash  inspiration  had  come 
to  Jimmie  Dale. 

•*  Say,  Runt " — he  jerked  his  head  toward  the  street  door 
— **  wot's  de  fly  cops  doin'  out  dere  ?  " 

The  grin  vanished  from  the  Runt's  lips.  He  stared  for  a 
second  wildly  at  Jimmie  Dale,  and  then  clutched  at  Jimmie 
Dale's  arm. 

"  De  wotf  "  he  said  hoarsely. 

•*  De  fly  cops,"  Jimmie  Dale  repeated  in  well-simulated 
surprise.  "Etey  was  dere  when  I  come  in — Lansing  an' 
Milrae»  an " 

The  Runt  shot  a  hurried  glance  at  the  stairway,  and  licked 
his  lips  as  though  they  had  gone  suddenly  dry. 

"  My  Gawd,  I "    He  gasped,  and  shrank  hastily  back 

against  the  wall  beside  Jimmie  Dale. 

The  door  from  the  street  had  opened  noiselessly,  instantly. 
Black  forms  bulked  there — then  a  rush  of  feet — ^and  at  the 
head  of  half  a  dozen  men,  the  face  of  Inspector  Gayton 
loomed  up  before  Jimmie  Dale.  There  was  a  second's 
pause  in  the  rush;  and,  in  the  pause,  Gayton 's  voice,  in  a 
vicious  undertone : 

**  You  two  ginks  open  your  traps,  and  I'll  run  you  both 
m  I 

And  then  the  rush  passed,  and  swept  on  up  the  stairs. 

Jimmie  Dale  looked  at  the  Runt.  The  cigarette  dangled 
limply ;  the  Runt's  eyes  were  like  a  hunted  beast's. 

"  Dcy  got  him ! "  he  mumbled.  "  It's  Stace — Stace  Morse. 
He  come  to  me  after  croakin'  Metzer,  an'  he's  been  hidin' 
tq>  dere  all  afternoon." 

Stace  Morse — known  in  gangland  as  a  man  with  every 
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crime  in  the  calendar  to  his  credit,  and  prominent 
of  it!  Something  seemed  to  go  suddenly  queer  inside  of 
Jimmie  Dale.  Stace  Morse!  Was  he  wrong,  after  aU? 
Jimmie  Dale  drew  closer  to  the  Runt. 

**  Yer  givin'  me  a  steer,  ain't  youse?''  He  spoke  again 
from  the  comer  of  his  mouth,  almost  tnaudibly.  ''Are 
youse  sure  it  was  Stace  croaked  Metzer?  Wot  fer?  How*d 
yer  know  ?  " 

The  Runt  was  listening,  his  eyes  strained  toward  the 
stairs.  The  hall  door  to  the  street  was  closed,  but  both  were 
quite  well  aware  that  there  was  an  officer  on  guard  outside. 

"  He  told  me,"  whispered  the  Runt.  "  Metzer  was  fixin' 
ter  snitch  on  him  ter-night.  Dey've  got  de  goods  on  Stace, 
too.    He  made  a  bum  job  of  it." 

"  Why  didn't  he  get  out  of  de  coimtry  den  when  he 
had  de  chanst.  instead  of  hangin'  arotmd  here  all  after- 
noon  ?  "  demanded  Jimmie  Dale. 

*•  He  was  broke/'  the  Runt  answered.  "  We  was  gettin' 
de  coin  fcr  him  ter  fade  away  wid  ter-night,  an' " 


A  revolver  shot  from  atK)ve  cut  short  his  words, 
then  the  sound  of  a  struggle,  oaths,  the  shuffling  tread  of 
feet — but  in  the  dance  hall  the  piano  still  rattled  on,  the 
mandolin  twanged,  voices  sang  and  applauded,  and  beer 
mugs  thum])cd  time. 

Thrv  were  on  the  stairs  now,  the  officers,  half  carrying. 
half  clr.iKk'ing  some  one  bi'tween  them — and  the  man  thqr 
dragjjod  cursed  them  with  utter  alKindon.  As  they  reached 
the  bottom  of  the  stairs,  Jimmie  Dale  caught  sight  of  the 
prisoner's  face — not  a  prei>ossessing  one — villainous, — low 
browed,  contorted  with  a  mixture  of  fear  and  rage. 

••  It's  a  lie!  A  lie!  A  lie! "  the  man  shrieked.  "  I  never 
seen  him  in  me  life — blast  you!— <urse  you! — d'ye  hear!** 

Ins|H.vtor  Ckiyton  caught  Jimmie  Dale  and  the  Runt  hf 
the  collars. 

••  ITicre's  nothing  to  interest  you  around  here ! "  he 
snapped  maliciously.  "  do  on,  now — beat  it !  "  And  he 
pushed  them  toward  the  door. 

They  had  heard  the  disturbance  in  the  dance  hall  now. 
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and  the  occupants  were  swarming  to  the  sidewalk.  A  pa- 
trol wagon  came  around  the  comer.  In  the  crowd  Jimmie 
Dale  slipped  away  from  the  Runt. 

Was  he  wrong,  after  all  ?  A  fierce  passion  seized  him.  It 
was  Stace  Morse  who  had  murdered  Metzer,  the  Runt  had 
said.  In  Jimmie  Dale's  brain  the  words  began  to  reiterate 
themselves  in  a  singsong  fashion :  "  It  was  Stace  Morse. 
It  was  Stace  Morse."  Then  his  lips  drew  tight  together. 
ll^as  it  Stace  Morse?  He  would  have  given  a  good  deal  for 
a  chance  to  talk  to  the  man — even  for  a  minute.  But  there 
was  no  possibility  of  that  now.  Later,  to-morrow  perhaps, 
if  he  was  wrong,  after  all ! 

Jimmie  Dale  returned  to  the  Sanctuary,  removed  from 
his  person  all  evidences  of  Larry  the  Bat — and  from  the 
Sanctuary  went  home  to  Riverside  Drive. 

In  his  den  there,  in  the  morning  after  breakfast,  Jason, 
the  butler,  brought  him  the  papers.  Three-inch  headlines 
in  red  ink  screamed,  exulted,  and  shrieked  out  the  news  that 
the  Gray  Seal,  in  the  person  of  Stace  Morse,  fence,  yegg- 
man  and  murderer,  had  been  captured.  The  public,  if  it  had 
bcW  any  private  admiration  for  the  one-time  mysterious 
crook  could  now  once  and  forever  disillusion  itself.  The 
Gray  Seal  was  Stace  Morse — and  Stace  Morse  was  of  the 
dregs  of  the  city's  scum,  a  pariah,  an  outcast,  with  no  single 
redeeming  trait  to  lift  him  from  the  ruck  of  mire  and  slime 
that  had  strewn  his  life  from  infancy.  The  face  of  In- 
spector Qayton,  blandly  self-complacent,  leaped  out  from 
the  paper  to  meet  Jimmie  Dale's  eyes — and  with  it  a  column 
and  a  half  of  perfervid  eulogy. 

5>omething  at  first  like  dismay,  the  dismay  of  impotency, 
filled  Jimmie  Dale — and  then,  cold,  leaving  him  unnaturally 
calm,  the  old  merciless  rage  took  its  place.  There  was  noth- 
ing to  do  now  but  wait — wait  until  Carruthers  should  send 
that  photograph.  Then  if,  after  all,  he  were  wrong — then 
he  must  find  some  other  way.  But  was  he  wrong!  The 
notebook  that  Carruthers  had  given  him,  open  at  the  sketch 
he  had  made  of  Qayton,  ky  upon  the  desk.  Jimmie  Dale 
{ricked  It  up— he  had  already  spent  quite  a  little  time  over  it 
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before  breakfast — and  examined  it  again  minutely^  even  re- 
sortin)3^  to  his  magnifying  glass.  He  put  it  down  as  a  knock 
sounded  at  the  door,  and  Jason  entered  with  a  silver  card 
tray.  From  Carruthers  already!  Jimmie  Dale  stepped 
quickly  forward — and  then  Jimmie  E^le  met  the  old  man's 
eyes.    It  wasn't  from  Carruthers — it  was  from  her! 

"  The  same  shuflTer  brought  it,  Master  Jim,"  said  Jason. 

J»mmie  Dale  snatched  the  envelope  from  the  tray,  and 
waved  the  other  from  the  room.  As  the  door  closed,  he  tore 
open  the  letter.    There  was  just  a  single  line: 

Jimmie — Jinmiie.  you  haven't  failed,  have  you? 

Jimmie  Dale  stared  at  it.  Failed!  Failed — her!  The 
haggard  look  was  in  his  face  again.  It  was  the  bond  be* 
tween  them  that  was  at  stake — the  Gray  Seal — the  bond  that 
had  come,  he  knew  for  all  time  in  that  instant,  to  mean  his 
life. 

''  God  knows !  "  he  muttered  hoarsely,  and  flung  himsdf 
into  a  lounging  chair,  still  staring  at  the  note. 

The  hours  dragged  by.  Luncheon  time  arrived  and  passed 
— and  then  by  special  messenger  the  little  package  from  Car- 
ruthers came. 

Jimmie  Dale  started  to  undo  the  <;tring.  then  laid  the  pack- 
age down,  and  held  out  his  hands  l)efore  him  for  inspection. 
They  were  trembling  visibly.  It  was  a  strange  condition 
for  Jinmiie  Dale  cither  to  witness  or  experience,  unlike  him. 
foreign  to  him. 

•'This  won't  do,  Jimmie,"  he  said  grimly,  shaking  his 
head. 

He  picked  up  the  fvickaire  ai^iin.  opened  it.  and  from  be- 
tween two  pieces  of  car(ll>oard  took  out  a  large  photographic 
print.  A  moment,  two.  Jimmie  Dale  examined  it.  used  the 
magnifying  plass  airnin  :  and  then  a  strange  gleam  came  into 
the  dark  eyes,  and  hi*^  lips  niovr<l. 

"  I've  won."  said  Jimmie  Dale,  with  ominous  softness. 

I  ve  tvtyn ' 

He  was  standing  beside  the  rosewood  desk,  and  he  reached 
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for  the  phone«  Gimithers  would  be  at  home  now — he  called 
Camithers  there.  After  a  moment  or  two  he  got  the  connec- 
tion. 

•*  This  is  Jimmie,  Girnithers/'  he  said.  "  Yes,  I  got  it. 
Thanks.  .  .  .  Yes.  .  .  .  Listen.  I  want  you  to  get 
Inspector  Qa3rton,  and  bring  him  up  here  at  once.  .  .  . 
What?  No,  no— no!  .  .  .  How?  .  .  .  Why — er — 
tell  him  you're  going  to  rtm  a  full  page  of  him  in  the  Sunday 
edition,  and  you  want  him  to  sit  for  a  sketch.  He'd  go 
anywhere  for  that.  .  .  .  Yes.  .  .  .  Half  an 
hour.    .    .    .     Yes.    .    .    .    Good-bye." 

Jimmie  Dale  hung  up  the  receiver ;  and,  hastily  now,  be- 
gan to  write  upon  a  pad  that  lay  before  him  on  the  desk. 
The  minutes  passed.  As  he  wrote,  he  scored  out  words  and 
lines  here  and  there,  substituting  others.  At  the  end  he  had 
covered  three  large  pages  with,  to  any  one  but  himslf,  an  in- 
decipherable scrawl.  These  he  shoved  aside  now,  and,  very 
carefully,  very  legibly,  made  a  copy  on  fresh  sheets.  As  he 
finished,  he  heard  a  car  draw  up  in  front  of  the  house.  Jim- 
mie I>ale  folded  the  copied  sheets  neatly,  tucked  them  in  his 
pocket,  lighted  a  cigarette,  and  was  lolling  lazily  in  his 
chair  as  Jason  announced :  **  Mr.  Carruthers,  sir,  and  an- 
odier  gentleman  to  see  you." 

•*  Show  them  up,  Jason,"  instructed  Jimmie  Dale. 

Jimmie  Dale  rose  from  his  chair  as  they  came  in.  Jason, 
well-tratned  servant,  closed  the  door  behind  them. 

"  Hello,  Gimithers ;  hello,  inspector,"  said  Jimmie  Dale 
pleasantly,  and  waved  them  to  seats.  "  Take  this  chair, 
Camithers."  He  motioned  to  one  at  his  elbow.  "  Glad  to 
sec  you,  inspector — try  that  one  in  front  of  the  desk,  youll 
find  it  comfortable." 

Carruthers,  trying  to  catch  Jimmie  Dale's  eye  for  some 
sort  of  a  cue,  and,  failing,  sat  down.  Inspector  Clayton 
stared  at  Jimmie  Dale. 

•*Oh.  it's  you,  eh?"  His  eyes  roved  around  the  room, 
fastened  for  an  instant  on  some  of  Jimmie  Dale's  work  on  an 
caseU  came  back  finally  to  Jimmie  Dale — and  he  plumped 
Imnself  down  in  the  chair  indicated.     *'  Thought  you  was 
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more'n  a  cub  rqwrtcr/*  he  remarked,  with  a  grin.  "  Yoil 
were  too  slick  with  your  pencil.  Pretty  fine  studio  you  got 
here     Carruthers  says  you're  going  to  draw  me." 

Jimmie  Dale  smiled — not  pleasantly — and  leaned  sud- 
denly over  the  desk. 

'*  Yes,"  he  said  slowly,  a  grim  intonation  in  his  voice,  **  Tin 
going  to  draw  you — true  to  life," 

With  an  exclamation,  Clayton  slued  around  in  his  chair, 
half  rose,  and  his  shifty  eyes,  small  and  ctmning,  bored  into 
Jimmie  Dale's  face. 

What  d'ye  mean  by  that?"  he  snapped  out. 

Just  exactly  what  I  say,"  replied  Jimmie  Dale  curtly. 

No  more,  no  less.  But  first,  not  to  be  too  abrupt,  I  want  to 
join  with  the  newspapers  in  congratulating  you  on  the  re* 
markable — shall  I  call  it  celerity,  or  acumen? — with  which 
you  solved  the  mystery  of  Metzer's  death,  and  placed  the 
murderer  behind  the  bars.  It  is  really  remarkable,  inspec- 
tor, so  remarkable,  in  fact,  that  it's  almost — sus/ncious. 
Don't  you  think  so?  No?  Well,  that's  what  Mr.  Carm* 
thers  was  good  enough  to  bring  you  up  here  to  talk  over — 
in  an  intimate  and  confidential  way,  you  know." 

Inspector  Clayton  surged  up  from  his  chair  to  his  feet. 
his  fists  clenched,  the  red  sweeping  over  his  face — and  then 
he  shook  one  fist  at  Carruthers. 

"  So  that's  your  game,  is  it !  "  he  stormed.  "  Trying  to 
crawl  out  of  that  twenty-five  thousand  reward,  eh?  And  as 
for  you  " — he  turned  on  Jimmie  Dale — "  you've  rigged  up  a 
nice  little  plant  U'tween  you,  eh  ?  Well,  it  won't  work — and 
ril  make  you  squinn  for  this,  both  of  you.  damn  you,  before 
I'm  through!  "  He  glared  from  one  to  the  other  for  a  mo* 
mcnt— then  swung  on  his  heel.  **  Good -afternoon,  gentle* 
men,"  he  sneered,  as  he  started  for  the  door. 

He  was  halfway  across  the  room  before  Jimmie  DnJe 
spoke. 

"davton!" 

Clayton  turned.  Jimmie  Dale  was  still  leaning  over  die 
desk,  hut  now  one  elbow  was  proppcrl  upon  it  and  in  the 
most  casual  way  a  revolver  covered  Inspector  Gaytoiu 
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**  If  you  attempt  to  leave  this  room/'  said  Jimmie  Dale, 
without  raising  his  voice,  ''  I  assure  you  that  I  shall  fire 
with  as  little  compunction  as  though  I  were  aiming  at  a  mad 
dog — and  I  apologise  to  all  maddogs  for  coupling  your  name 
with  them."  His  voice  rang  suddenly  cold.  "  Come  back 
here,  and  sit  down  in  that  chair !  '* 

The  colour  ebbed  slowly  from  Qayton's  face.  He  hesi- 
tated— ^then  sullenly  retraced  his  steps ;  hesitated  again  as  he 
reached  the  chair,  and  finally  sat  down. 

"  What — what  d'ye  mean  by  this  ?  "  he  stammered,  trying 
to  bluster. 

**  Just  this,"  said  Jimmie  Dale.  "  That  I  accuse  you  of  the 
murder  of  Jake  Metzer — it  was  you  who  murdered  Meiser" 

"  Good  God !  "  burst  suddenly  from  Camithers. 

"  You  lie ! "  yelled  Qayton — and  again  he  surged  up  from 
his  chair. 

^  That  is  what  Stace  Morse  said,"  said  Jimmie  Dale  coolly. 
-  Sit  down !  " 

Then  Clayton  tried  to  laugh.  "  You're — ^you're  having  a 
joke,  ain't  you  ?  It  was  Stace — I  can  prove  it.  Come  down 
to  headquarters,  and  I  can  prove  it.  I  got  the  goods  on  him 
all  the  way.  I  tell  you  " —  his  voice  rose  shrilly — "  it  was 
Stace  Morse." 

"  You  are  a  despicable  hound,"  said  Jimmie  Dale,  through 
set  lips.  "  Here  " — he  handed  the  revolver  over  to  Car- 
nithers — **  keep  him  covered,  Carruthers.  You're  going  to 
the  chair  for  this,  Clayton,"  he  said,  in  a  fierce  monotone. 
"  The  chair !  You  can't  send  another  there  in  your  place — 
this  time.  Shall  I  draw  you  now — true  to  life  ?  You've  been 
grafting  for  years  on  every  disreputable  den  in  your  dis- 
trict. Metzer  was  going  to  show  you  up;  and  so,  Metzer 
being  in  the  road,  you  removed  him.  And  you  seized  on 
the  fact  of  Stace  Morse  having  paid  a  visit  to  him  this  after- 
noon to  fix  the  crime  on — Stace  Morse.  Proofs?  Oh,  yes, 
I  know  you've  manufactured  proofs  cnouji^h  to  convict  him 
— if  there  weren't  stronger  proofs  to  convict  you.** 

'^Cdavict  mil"    Clayton's  lower  jaw  hung  loosely;  but 
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still  he  made  an  effort  at  bluster.  '*  You  haven't  a  thing  oo 
me — not  a  thing — not  a  thing." 

Jimniie  Dale  smiled  again — unpleasantly. 

"  You  are  quite  wrong.  Clayton.  See — here.^  He  took 
a  sheet  of  paper  from  the  drawer  of  his  desk. 

Gayton  reached  for  it  quickly.  "What  is  it? ^  he  de- 
manded. 

Jimmie  Dale  drew  it  back  out  of  reach. 

"  Just  a  minute,"  he  said  softly.  "  You  remember,  don\ 
you,  that  in  the  presence  of  Carruthers  here,  of  myself,  and 
of  half  a  dozen  rc|)ortcrs,  you  stated  that  you  had  been  alone 
with  Metzer  in  his  room  at  three  o'clock  yesterday,  and  that 
It  was  you — alone — who  foimd  the  body  later  on  at  nine 
o'clock?  Yes?  I  mention  this  simply  to  show  that  from 
your  own  lips  the  evidence  is  complete  that  you  had  an 
opportunity  to  commit  the  crime.  Now  you  may  look  at  this, 
Clayton."    He  handed  over  the  sheet  of  paper. 

Clayton  took  it,  stared  at  it.  turning  it  over  from  first  one 
side  to  the  other.  Then  a  sort  of  relief  seemed  to  come  to 
him  and  he  guli>ed. 

"  Nothing  but  a  damned  piece  of  blank  paper!  "  he  mtmw 
bled. 

Jimmie  Dale  reached  over  and  took  back  the  sheet. 

"  You're  wrong  again.  Gayton,"  he  said  calmly.  "  It 
tiYW  quite  blank  l)efore  I  handed  it  to  you — but  not  now.  I 
noticed  yesterday  that  your  hands  were  generally  moist.  I 
am  sure  they  are  more  so  now— excitement,  you  know.  Car- 
ruthers, sec  that  he  doesn't  internipt." 

From  a  drawer.  Jimmie  Dale  took  out  a  little  black  bottle« 
the  notebook  he  had  used  the  day  before,  and  the  photograph 
Carruthers  had  sent  him.  On  the  sheet  of  paper  Clayton  had 
just  handled,  Jimmie  Dale  sprinkled  a  little  powder  from  the 
bottle. 

**  I^impblack,"  explained  Jimmie  Dale.  He  shook  the 
paper  carefully,  allowing  the  loose  powder  to  fall  on  the  desk 
lilottcr — and  held  out  the  sheet  toward  Clayton.  **  Rather 
neat,  Un'x  it?  A  ver>'  go(yl  impression,  too.  Your  thumb 
print,  Clayton.     Now  don't  move.     You  may   look — not 
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touch/*  He  laid  the  paper  down  on  the  desk  in  front  of 
Clayton.  Beside  it  he  placed  the  notebook,  open  at  the 
sketch — a  black  thumb  print  now  upon  it.  "  You  recall 
handling  this  yesterday,  I'm  sure,  Clayton.  I  tried  the  same 
experiment  with  the  lampblack  on  it  this  morning,  you  see. 
And  this  " — ^beside  the  notebook  he  placed  the  police  photo- 
graph; that,  too,  in  its  enlargement,  showed,  sharply  de- 
fined, a  thumb  print  on  a  diamond-shaped  background. 
*'  You  will  no  doubt  recognise  it  as  an  official  photograph, 
enlarged,  taken  of  the  gray  seal  on  Metzer's  forehead — and 
the  thumb  print  of  Metzet^s  murderer.  You  have  only  to 
glance  at  the  little  scar  at  the  edge  of  the  centre  loop  to 
satisfy  yourself  that  the  three  are  identical.  Of  course,  there 
are  a  dozen  other  points  of  similarity  equally  indisputable, 
but *• 

Jimmie  Dale  stopped.  Clayton  was  on  his  feet — rocking 
on  his  feet.  His  face  was  deathlike  in  its  pallor.  Mois- 
ture was  oozing  from  his  forehead. 

"I  didn't  do  It!  I  didn't  do  it!'*  he  cried  out  wildly. 
"  My  God,  I  tell  you,  I  didn*t  do  it — and — ^and — that  would 
send  me  to  the  chair." 

"  Yes,"  said  Jimmie  Dale  coldly,  "  and  that's  precisely 
where  you're  going — ^to  the  chair." 

The  man  was  beside  himself  now — racked  to  the  soul  by 
a  paroxysm  of  fear. 

••  I'm  innocent — innocent !  "  he  screamed  out.  "  Oh,  for 
God's  sake,  don't  send  an  innocent  man  to  his  death.  It 
woi  Stace  Morse.  Listen!  Listen!  I'll  tell  the  truth."  He 
was  clawing  with  his  hands,  piteously,  over  the  desk  at  Jim- 
mie Dale.  ••When  the  big  rewards  came  out  last  week  I 
stole  one  of  the  gray  seals  from  the  bunch  at  headquarters 
to— to  use  it  the  first  time  any  crime  was  committed  when  I 
was  sure  I  could  lay  my  hands  on  the  man  who  did  it. 
Don't  yoa  see  ?  Of  course  he'd  deny  he  was  the  Gray  Seal, 
just  as  be'd  deny  that  he  was  guilty — ^but  I'd  have  the  proof 

both  wa3rs  and— and  I'd  collect  the  rewards,  and — and- ** 

The  man  collapsed  into  the  chair. 
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Carruthcrs  was  up  from  his  seat,  his  hands  gripping 
on  the  edge  of  the  desk  as  he  leaned  over  it. 

"  Jimmie — Jimmie — what  docs  this  mean  ?  "  he  gasped  out 

Jimmie  Dale  smiled — pleasantly  now. 

"  That  he  has  told  tlic  truth,"  said  Jimmie  Dale  quietly. 
*'  It  is  (^uite  true  that  Stace  Morse  committed  the  murder. 
Shows  up  the  value  of  circumstantial  evidence  though, 
doesn't  it  ?  This  would  certainly  have  got  him  off,  and  coo- 
victed  Clayton  here  before  any  jury  in  the  land.  But  the 
point  is,  C'arruthers,  that  Stace  Morse  isn't  the  Gray  Seal-^ 
and  that  the  Gray  Seal  is  tiot  a  murderer." 

Clayton  lopked  up.  "You — you  believe  mc?**  he  stam- 
mered eajjerly. 

Jinmiie  Dale  whirled  on  him  in  a  sudden  sweep  of  pas- 
sion. 

"  No,  you  cur!  "  he  flashed.  "  It's  not  you  I  believe.  I 
simply  wanted  your  confession  before  witnesses.**  He 
whi|»|H'<l  the  three  written  sheets  from  his  pocket.  **  Hete. 
substantially,  is  that  confession  written  out."  He  passed 
it  to  Carruthcrs.    "  Read  it  to  him,  Carruthers." 

Carruthcrs  read  it  aloud. 

"  Now."  said  Jimmie  Dale  primly,  "  this  spells  nun  for 
you,  Clayton.  You  don't  deserve  a  chance  to  escape  prison 
l>ars,  but  Tm  pninp  to  pive  you  one,  for  you're  going  to  get 
it  pretty  stiff.  :inylu»w.  If  you  refuse  to  sijjn  this,  I'll  hand 
you  over  to  the  di'^trict  attorney  in  half  an  hour,  and  Car- 
ruthcrs and  I  will  swear  to  your  confession;  on  the  other 
haml.  if  you  si^m  it,  Carruthcrs  will  not  be  able  to  print  it 
until  to-morrow  mornin(j.  and  that  jj*ves  you  something  like 
fourteen  hours  to  put  distance  between  yourself  and  New 
York.  Here  is  a  p<'n — if  you  are  (|uick  enough  to  take  us  bf 
surpri-e  onre  you  have  <iii:ncd.  you  mi^ht  succeed  in  making 
a  cla^h  for  tfiat  <l«>or  and  etTcctinjj  your  escape — without  forc- 
ing U'i  to  coTTuxMuid  a  felony — understand  ?  " 

Clayton's  haml  irenil»le<l  violently  as  he  seized  the  pc& 
lie  MTawled  his  name — loc»ked  irnm  one  to  the  other  Wft 
his  lip*i — and  then,  taking;  Jimmie  Dale  at  his  word,  rushsd 
for  the  door — and  the  door  slammed  behind  him. 
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Camtthers*  face  was  hard.  "  What  did  you  let  hitn  go 
for,  Jimmie?"  he  said  uncomprotnisingly. 

"'Selfishness.  Pure  selfisheness/'  said  Jimmie  Dale 
softly.  **  They'd  guy  me  unmercifully  if  they  ever  heard  of 
it  at  the  St.  James  Qub.  The  honour  is  all  yours,  Carru- 
thers.  I  don't  appear  on  the  stage.  That's  understood? 
Yes  ?  Well,  then  " — he  handed  over  the  signed  confession — 
••  is  the  *  scoop  *  big  enough?  " 

Camithers  fingered  the  sheets,  but  his  eyes  in  a  bewildered 
way  searched  Jimmie  Dale's  face. 

**  Big  enough  I "  he  echoed,  as  though  invoking  the  un- 
iverse. **  It's  the  biggest  thing  the  newspaper  game  has  ever 
known.  But  how  did  you  come  to  do  it  ?  What  started  you  ? 
Where  did  you  get  your  lead  ?  " 

•*  Why,  from  you,  I  guess,  Carruthers,"  Jimmie  Dale  an- 
swered thoughtfully,  with  artfully  puckered  brow.  "  I  re- 
membered that  you  had  said  last  week  that  the  Gray  Seal 
never  left  finger  marks  on  his  work — and  I  saw  one  on  the 
seal  on  Metzer's  forehead.  Then,  you  know,  I  lifted  one 
comer  where  the  seal  overlapped  a  thread  of  blood,  and, 
underneath,  the  thread  of  blood  wasn't  in  the  slightest  dis- 
turbed ;  so,  of  course,  I  knew  the  seal  had  been  put  on  quite 
a  long  time  after  the  man  was  dead — not  until  the  blood 
had  dried  thoroughly,  to  a  crust,  you  know,  so  that  even 
the  damp  surface  of  the  sticky  side  of  the  seal  hadn't  af- 
fected it  And  then,  I  took  a  dislike  to  Clayton  somehow — 
and  put  two  and  two  together,  and  took  a  flyer  in  getting 
him  to  handle  the  notebook.  I  guess  that's  all — no  other 
reason  on  earth.    Jolly  lucky,  don't  you  think  ?  " 

Camithers  didn't  say  anything  for  a  moment.  When  he 
spoke,  it  was  irrelevantly. 

**  You  saved  me  twenty-five  thousand  dollars  on  that  re- 
ward, Jimmie.'' 

•*  That's  the  only  thing  I  regret,"  said  Jimmie  Dale 
brightly.  **  It  wasn't  nice  of  you,  Camithers,  to  turn  on  the 
Gray  Seal  that  way.  And  it  strikes  me  you  owe  the  chap, 
whoerer  he  is,  a  pretty  emphatic  exoneration  after  what  you 
•aid  in  this  morning's  edition." 
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"  Jimmie,"  said  Carruthers  earnestly.  "  You  know  what  I 
thought  of  him  before.  It's  like  a  new  lease  of  life  to  get 
back  one's  faith  in  him.  You  leave  it  to  me.  Ill  put  the 
Gray  Seal  on  a  pedestal  to-morrow  that  will  be  worthy  of 
the  immortals — you  leave  it  to  me." 

And  Carruthers  kept  his  word.  Also,  before  the  paper  had 
been  an  hour  off  the  press,  Carruthers  received  a  letter.  It 
thanked  Carruthers  quite  genuinely,  even  if  couched  in 
somewhat  facetious  terms,  for  his  "  sweeping  vindication,** 
twitted  him  gently  for  his  **  backsliding,"  begged  to  remuB 
"  his  gratefully,"  and  in  lieu  of  signature  there  was  a  gimj* 
coloured  piece  of  paper  shaped  like  this : 


Only  there  were  no  finger  prints  on  iL 


CHAPTER  III 

THE  MOTHER  LODE 

¥T  was  die  following  evening,  and  they  had  dined  together 
again  at  the  St.  James  Club— Jimmie  Dale,  and  Car- 
mthers  of  the  Morning  News-Argus,  From  Clajrton  and  a 
discussion  of  the  Metzer  murder,  the  conversation  had 
turned*  not  illogically,  upon  the  physiognomy  of  criminals  in 
general.  Jimmie  Dale,  lazily  ensconced  now  in  a  lounging 
chair  in  one  of  the  club's  private  library  rooms,  flicked  a 
minute  speck  of  cigar  ash  from  the  sleeve  of  his  dinner 
jacket,  and  smiled  whimsically  across  the  table  at  his  friend. 

•*  Oh,  I  dare  say  there's  a  lot  in  physiognomy,  Camithers," 
he  drawled.  "  Never  studied  the  thing,  you  know — ^that  is, 
from  the  standpoint  of  crime.  Personally,  I've  only  got 
one  prejudice :  I  distrust,  on  principle,  the  man  who  wears 
a  perennial  and  pompous  smirk — which  isn't,  of  course, 
strictly  speaking,  physiognomy  at  all.  You  see,  a  man  can't 
help  his  eyes  being  beady  or  his  nose  pronounced,  but  pom- 

posity  and  a  smirk,  now '*    Jimmie  Dale  shrugged  his 

shoulders. 

Camithers  lathed — and  then  glanced  ludicrously  at  Jim- 
mie Dale,  as  the  door,  ajar,  was  pushed  open,  and  a  man  en- 
tered. 

**  Speaking  of  angels,''  murmured  Jimmie  Dale — and  sat 
up  in  his  chair.  ^  Hello,  Markel ! "  he  observed  casually. 
••  You've  met  Carruthers,  of  the  News-Argus,  haven't  you  ?  " 

Markel  was  fat  and  important ;  he  had  beady  black  eyes, 
fastidiously  trimmed  whiskers — and  a  pronounced  smirk. 

Markel  blew  his  nose  vigorously,  coughed  asthmatically, 
and  held  out  his  hand. 

••  Of  course,  certainly,"  said  he  effusively.     "  I've  met 
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Carruthers  several  times — used  his  sheet  more  than  once  to 
advertise  a  new  bond  flotation/' 

The  dominant  note  in  Mark  el's  voice  was  an  ingratiat- 
ing and  unpleasant  whine,  and  Carruthers  nodded,  not  very 
cordially — and  shook  hands. 

Market  went  back  to  the  door,  closed  it  carefully,  and  re- 
turned to  the  table. 

"  Fact  is,"  he  smiled  confidentially,  "  I  saw  you  two  come 
in  here  a  few  minutes  ago,  and  I've  got  something  that  I 
thought  Carruthers  might  be  glad  to  have  for  his  society 
column — sav.  in  the  Sunday  edition." 

He  dove  into  the  inside  ])Ockct  of  his  coat,  produced  a 
large  morocco  leather  jeweller's  case,  and,  holding  it  ool 
over  tlie  table  between  Carruthers  and  Jimmie  Dale,  suddenh 
snap}>ccl  the  cover  open — and  then,  with  a  complacent  littk 
chuckle  that  terminate<l  in  another  fit  of  coughing,  spilled 
the  content-^  on  the  table  under  the  electric  reading  lamp. 

Like  a  thing  of  living,  pulsing  fire  it  rolled  before  their 
eyes — a  nia^iiificent  diamond  necklace,  of  wondrous  beauty. 
gleamini:  and  >cintillating  as  the  light  rays  shot  back  from  a 
thou>an(l  facets. 

I'^or  a  moment,  l)oth  men  gazed  at  it  without  a  word. 

"  Little  surprise  for  my  wife,"  volunteered  Market,  with 
a  debonair  wave  of  his  pudgy  hand,  and  trying  to  make  hit 
voice  sound  earele^^s. 

1  he  ca'^e  lay  o|kmi — patently  displaying  the  name  of  the 
most  fanu>us  jewelry  house  in  .America.  Jimmie  Dale's  eyes 
fixed  on  Markel'^  whiskers  where  they  were  brushed  oul- 
wan!  in  an  orTiate  and  fasticlious  gray-black  sweep. 

••  My  Jovrl"  he  commented.  "You  don't  do  things  bf 
halves,  do  v»>u.  Markel?" 

*'  Two  Iiiinilred  ami  ten  thousand  dollars  I  paid  for  that 
little  biuuli  «•!  i:f\v;;:iws/*  >aid  Markrl.  vaving  his  hand 
aL::i!n.  1  lien  l:e  cl.i;'pi<l  ("arnuluTs  heartily  on  the  shoulder. 
'*  \\I::ir  «!u  \«'U  tliiisk  ni  it.  (arruther'i  ~v\\}  Say,  a  photfh 
gr.ijih  nf  it,  aij'l  «nie  of  .Mr>.  M.irkel--eh  r  IMea^e  her, 
know  *»lu-*-  I  ra/y  on  thi^  ^(K'ieiy  stunt — all  tUibdub  tO 
of  course.    How's  it  strike  you,  Carruthers.^" 
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Carruthers,  very  evidently,  liked  neither  the  man  nor  his 
manners,  but  Carruthers,  above  everything  else,  was  a  gentle- 
man« 

•^  To  be  perfectly  frank  with  you,  Mr.  Markel,"  he  said  a 
little  fr^dly,  "  I  don't  believe  in  this  sort  of  thing.  It's 
all  right  from  a  newspaper  standpoint,  and  we  do  it ;  but  it's 
just  in  this  way  that  owners  of  valuable  jewelry  lay  them- 
selves open  to  theft.  It  simply  amounts  to  advising  every 
crook  in  the  cotmtry  that  you  have  a  quarter  of  a  million  at 
his  disposal,  which  he  can  carry  away  in  his  vest  pocket,  once 
he  can  get  his  hands  on  it — and  you  invite  him  to  try." 

jimmie  Dale  laughed.  "What  Carruthers  means.  Mar- 
ket, is  that  youll  have  the  Gray  Seal  down  your  street. 
Carruthers  talks  of  crooks  generally,  but  he  thinks  in  terms 
of  only  one.  He  can't  help  it.  He's  been  trying  so  long  to 
catch  the  chap  that  it's  become  an  obsession.  Eh,  Carru- 
thers?'* 

Carruthers  smiled  seriously.  "  Perhaps,"  he  admitted. 
**  I  hope,  though,  for  Mr.  Markel's  sake,  that  the  Gray  Seal 
won't  take  a  fancy  to  it — if  he  does,  Mr.  Markel  can  say 
good-bye  to  his  necklace." 

"  Pouf !  **  coughed  Markel  arrc^ntly.  "  Overrated !  His 
ckvemess  is  all  in  the  newspaper  columns.  If  he  knows 
what's  good  for  him,  hell  know  enough  to  leave  this 
akme." 

Jimmse  Dale  was  leaning  over  the  table  poking  gingerly 
with  the  tip  of  his  forefinger  at  the  centre  stone  in  the  setting, 
revolving  it  gently  to  and  fro  in  the  light — a  very  large  stone, 
whose  weight  would  hardly  be  less  than  fifteen  carats. 
Jimmie  Dale  lowered  his  head  for  a  closer  examination — 
and  to  hide  a  curiotis,  mocking  little  gleam  that  crept  into 
his  dark  eyes. 

"Yes,  I  should  say  you're  right,  Markel,"  he  agreed 
judknally.  **  He  ought  to  know  better  than  to  touch  this. 
It — ft  would  be  too  hard  to  dispose  of." 

•*  Vm  not  worrying,"  declared  Markel  importantly. 

••  No,**  said  Jimmie  Dale.  "  Two  hundred  and  ten  thou- 
Wid,  you  said.    Any  special— er — significance  to  the  occa* 
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sion,  if  the  question's  not  impertinent?    Birthday,  weddiqf 
anniversary— or  something  like  that  ?  " 

"  No,  nothing  like  that !  "  Market  grinned,  winked  9ecfe» 
lively,  and  rubbed  his  hands  together.  *'  I'm  feeling  good, 
that's  all — I'm  going  to  make  the  killing  of  my  life  to- 


morrow." 


« 


Oh !  "  said  Jimmie  Dale. 

Market  turned  to  Carruthers.  "  I'll  let  you  in  on  that,  too. 
Carruthers.  in  a  day  or  two,  if  you'll  send  a  reporter  aromid 
— financial  man.  you  know.  It'll  be  worth  your  while.  And 
now,  how  about  this?  What  do  you  say  to  a  little  artide 
and  the  photos  next  Sunday  ?  " 

There  was  a  slight  hint  of  rising  colour  in  Carmthen' 
face. 

*'  If  you'll  send  them  to  the  society  editor,  I've  no  doidit 
he'll  be  able  to  use  them,"  he  said  brusquely. 

"  Right !  "  said  Markel,  and  coughed,  and  patted  Car- 
ruthers' shoulder  patronisingly  again.  "  I'll  just  do  that 
little  tiling."  He  picked  up  the  necklace,  dangled  it  till  it 
flashed  and  fla^hed  again  under  the  light,  then  restored  it 
very  ostentatiously  to  its  case,  and  the  case  to  his  pockcL 
**  Thanks  awfully.  C  arruthcrs."  he  said,  as  he  rose  from  Ui 
chair.    "See  you  again.  Dale,     (iood-night !  " 

Carruthers  glared  at  the  door  as  it  closed  behind  tke 
man. 

••  Say  it !  "  prodded  Jimmie  Dale  sweetly.  "  DonH  fed 
restrained  because  you  are  a  guest — I  absolve  you  in  ad- 


vance." 


"  Rotter !  "  said  Carnithers. 

"Well."    said    Jimmie    Dale    softly.      "You 
ruthers  ?  " 

Carruthers*  match  crackled  savagely  as  he  lighted  a  cif>ar. 

"Yes.  I  ^cvr  he  growled.  "But  I  don't  see— youl 
pardon  my  «*aying  mi — how  vulgarity  like  that  ever  acquiftd 
memln.T'^hip  in  the  St.  Janies  t'luh." 

"  C'arnither<.**  >aifl  Jimmir  Dale  plaintively,  "  you  ought  10 
know  bt*tt«T  than  that.  Voti  know,  to  l)egin  with,  since  it 
seems  he  ha>  advertised  with  you,  that  he  runs  some  sort 
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of  brokerage  business  in  Boston.  He's  taken  a  summer 
home  up  here  on  Long  Island,  and  some  misguided  chap  put 
him  on  the  club's  visitor's  list.  His  card  will  not  be  renewed. 
Sleek  customer,  isn't  he  ?  Trifle  familiar — I  was  only  intro- 
duced to  him  last  night." 

Carruthers  gnmted,  broke  his  burned  match  into  pieces, 
and  began  to  toss  the  pieces  into  an  ash  tray. 

Jimmie  Dale  became  absorbed  in  an  inspection  of  his 
hands — ^those  wonderful  hands  with  long,  slim,  tapering 
filers,  whose  clean,  pink  flesh  masked  a  strength  and  power 
that  was  like  to  a  steel  vise. 

Jimmie  Dale  looked  up.  "  Going  to  print  a  nice  little  story 
for  him  about  the  '  costliest  and  most  beautiful  necklace  in 
America '  ?  "  he  inquired  innocently. 

Carruthers  scowled.  "  No,"  he  said  bluntly.  "  I  am  not. 
Hell  read  the  News-Argus  a  long  time  before  he  reads  any- 
thing about  that,  Jimmie." 

But  therein  Carruthers  was  wrong — the  News-Argus 
carried  the  "  story  "  of  Markel's  diamond  necklace  in  three- 
inch  "  caps  "  in  red  ink  on  the  front  page  in  the  next  morn- 
ing's edition — and  Carruthers  gloated  over  it  because  the 
morning  News-Argus  was  the  only  paper  in  New  York  that 
did.  Carruthers  was  to  hear  more  of  Markel  and  Markel's 
nedclace  than  he  thought,  though  for  the  time  being  the  sub- 
ject dropped  between  the  two  men. 

It  was  still  early,  barely  ten  o'clock,  when  Carruthers  left 
the  club,  and,  preferring  to  walk  to  the  newspaper  offices, 
refused  Jimmie  Dale's  offer  of  his  limousine.  It  was  but 
five  minutes  later  when  Jimmie  Dale,  after  chatting  for  a 
moment  or  two  with  those  about  in  the  lobby,  in  turn  sought 
the  coat  room,  where  Markel  was  being  assisted  into  his 
coat. 

"Getting  home  early,  aren't  you,  Markel?"  remarked 
Jimmie  Dale  pleasantly. 

"  Yes,"  said  Markel,  and  ran  his  fingers  fussily,  comb 
fashion,  through  his  whiskers.  "  Quite  a  little  rxm  out  to 
my  place,  you  know — and  with,  you  know  what,  I  don't  care 
to  be  otst  too  late.'' 
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"  No,  of  course,"  concurred  Jimmie  Dale,  getting  into  Uf 
own  coat. 

They  walked  out  of  the  club  to[j:ether.  and  Market  climbed 
inifwrtantly  into  the  tonneau  of  a  h\g  gray  touring  car, 

"  Ah — home.  Peters,"  he  sniffed  at  his  chauffeur ;  and  then, 
with  a  grandilocjuent  wave  of  his  hand  to  Jimmie  Dak: 
"  'Nijjht.  Dale." 

Jimmie  Dale  smiled  with  his  eyes — which  were  hidden 
by  the  brim  of  his  hat. 

"  Good-night.  Markel,"  he  replied,  and  the  smile  crept 
curiously  to  the  comers  of  his  mouth  as  he  watched  the 
gray  car  disappear  down  the  street. 

.-\  limousine  drew  up,  and  Benson,  Jimmie  Dale's  chauf- 
feur. oi>ened  the  door. 

"  Home.  Mr.  Dale?"  he  asked  cheerily,  touching  his  cap. 

"  Yes.  Benson — home,"  said  Jimmie  Dale  absently,  and 
stepped  into  the  car. 

It  was  a  luxurious  car,  as  everything  that  belonged  to 
Jimmie  Dale  was  luxurious — and  he  leaned  back  luxuriously 
on  the  cushions,  extended  his  legs  luxuriously  to  their  fdD 
leni^h.  [)hinge(l  his  hands  into  his  overcoat  pockets— and 
then  a  change  stole  strangely,  slowly  over  Jimmie  Dale. 

'ITie  sensitive  fingers  of  his  right  hand  in  the  pocket  had 
touched,  and  nr)w  played  delicately  over  a  sealed  envelope 
that  they  had  found  there,  played  over  it  as  though  indeed 
l)y  the  sense  of  touch  alone  they  could  read  the  contents^ 
an«l  he  drew  his  Inxly  gradually  erect. 

It  was  another  of  those  mysterious  missives  from— -A^. 
The  texture  of  the  i>ai>er  was  invariably  the  same — like  tliii 
one.  I  low  had  it  come  there  ?  Collusion  with  the  coat  bof 
at  the  club?  That  was  hardly  probable.  Perhaps  it  had 
Ix'en  there  iK'fore  he  had  entered  the  club  for  dinner— he 
renu-nilK-red.  now,  that  there  had  l)een  several  people  passing 
and  tliat  lie  ha<l  l)een  jostled  sliglitly  in  crossing  the  sid^ 
walk.  What,  however,  did  it  matter?  It  was  thcrt 
mysteriously,  as  scores  of  others  had  come  to  him  mysle* 
roiisly.  with  never  a  clew  to  her  identity,  to  the  identi^  of 
hi^ — lu-  smiled  a  little  grimly — accomplice  in  crime. 
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He  took  the  envelope  from  his  pocket  and  stared  at  it. 
His  fingers  had  not  been  at  fault — it  was  one  of  hers.  The 
faint,  elusive,  exquisite  fragrance  of  some  rare  perfume  came 
to  him  as  he  held  it. 

"  rd  give,"  said  Jimmie  Dale  wistfully  to  himself—"  I'd 
give  everything  I  own  to  know  who  you  are — ^and  some 
day,  please  God,  I  will  know." 

Jimmie  Dale  tore  the  envelope  very  gently,  as  though  the 
tearing  almost  were  an  act  of  desecration — ^and  extracted  the 
letter  from  within.  He  b^^  to  read  aloud  hurriedly  and 
in  snatches: 

"  Dear  Philanthropic  Crook  :  Charleton  Park  Manor — 
Markers  house  is  the  second  one  from  the  gates  on  the 
right-hand  side — library  leads  off  reception  hall  on  left,  door 
opposite  staircase — telephone  in  reception  hall  near  vestibule 
entrance,  left-hand  side — safe  is  one  of  your  father's  make, 
No.  14,321— clothes  closet  behind  the  desk — probably  will 
be  kept  in  cash  box — five  servants ;  two  men,  three  maids — 
quarters  on  top  story — Markel  and  wife  occupy  room  over 
library — French  windows  to  dining  room  on  opposite  side  of 
the  hoasc— opening  on  the  lawn — get  it  to-night,  Jimmie — 
to-morrow  would  be  too  late — dispose  of  it — see  fit — Henry 
Wilbur,  Marshall  Building,  Broadway — fifth  story " 

Through  the  glass-panelled  front  of  the  car,  Jimmie  Dale 
cook!  see  his  chauffeur's  back,  and  the  hand  that  held  the 
letter  dropped  now  to  his  side,  and  Jimmie  Dale  stared — 
at  his  chai^ffeur's  back.  Then,  presently,  he  read  the  letter 
again,  as  though  committing  it  to  memory  now ;  and  then, 
tearing  the  paper  into  tiny  shreds,  as  he  did  with  every  one 
of  her  communications,  he  reached  out  of  the  window  and 
allowed  the  little  pieces  to  filter  gradually  from  his  hand. 

The  Gray  Seal!  He  smiled  in  his  whimsical  way.  If  it 
were  ever  known !  He,  Jimmie  Dale,  with  his  social  stand- 
ing, his  wealth,  his  position — ^the  Gray  Seal !  Not  a  police 
official,  not  a  secret-service  bureau  probably  in  the  civilised 
world,  but  knew  the  name — not  a  man,  woman,  or  child 
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certainly  in  this  jjrcat  city  around  him  but  to  whom  it  was 
as  familiar  as  their  own !  Danger?  Yes.  A  battle  of  wits? 
Yes.  His  ajjaitist  cviTvbody's — even  against  Carruthcrs*. 
his  old  college  chum !  I'Or,  even  as  a  re|)ortcr.  before  he  had 
risen  to  tlie  editorial  desk,  and  even  now  that  he  had,  Car- 
ruthers  had  been  one  of  the  keenest  on  the  scent  of  the  Grav 
Seal. 

I)ani:rr?  Yes.  But  ii  was  worth  it !  Worth  it  a  thousand 
times  for  tlie  very  lure  of  the  danger  itself;  but  wonh  it 
nirM  of  all  for  his  association  with  her  who.  by  some  amaz- 
ing means,  verging  indeed  on  the  miraculous,  canic  into  li»iKh 
with  all  tlie-f  things,  and  suj)i»lied  him  with  the  data  on 
which  tt)  work — that  always  some  wrong  nn'ght  be  righted, 
or  gladness  come  wh<Tf  tliere  ha<I  been  gl<H)m  before,  or  hojic 
where  thrre  had  Inrn  desjiair — that  into  some  fellow 
human's  heart  should  come  a  gleam  of  sunshine.  Yes.  in 
spite  of  the  howK  of  the  police,  the  virulent  diatrilKs  of  the 
]»re'*s,  ail  anp:ry  public  screaming  f«)r  his  arrest,  conviction. 
ancl  puni-^hnuiu,  tlu-re  weri*  those  jHThaps  who  even  on  their 
iK'uded  knees  at  nigln  askt-d  GckI's  blessing  on — the  GraT 
Sial ! 

Was  it  strange,  then,  afttr  all.  that  the  police,  seeking  a 
clew  tlirnii'di  motivi*.  ^liuuld  havf  Ikcii  <lriven  to  frenzy  on 
evory  uoca^ion  in  t'mdi:!;.;  ihcm-iives  f«»rever  confronted  with 
what,  from  evrry  aiii^h'  they  wivr  able  to  view  it,  was  quite 
a  purposcli-ss  crinif!  <  h\  nm-  \-*r.u\  oidy  they  were  right. 
\\\c  i»ld  d<»'.:iv.a.  the  (»ld.  old  rry.  oUl  as  ilu-  institution  01 
jHilirr.  ol<K  r  tli.iii  l!i:il.  old  sjiu'c  time  immirnorial — chrrchfS 
/.;  fiw.w.r  '  (Jr.ite  riv:hl — but  aKo  (|uite  purjio>r!cs«; !  Jimmic 
I)':l.*s  i-\iN  grew  wi^tfid.  He  lia<l  been  "hunting  for  the 
wi'fTiari  ill  tl:«'  ca^e  "  him-elf.  n«nv.  for  months  and  vears 
ii'.'I'fatt'.viMy.  u^ing  every  resource  at  his  con unand— quite 

pv.rpo^'  Ir-sjv. 

liTiiiiiie  Pale  s!iri:'.:u'* d  his  shoulders.  Why  go  o\'er  aD 
this  if»  iiiijl-.i  -tl  t  rr  were  otl'.er  thiui^'s  \n  ,lo.  She  had  come 
to  him  a".,Min-  .m;!  this  ti:::e  with  a  matter  ll.ai  eiuailed  mofe 
than  onlinary  d:tiici<!tv.  v.u^rv  !la!i  usual  !l:im;er,  tliat  would 
tax  his  wits  and  Ins  skill  to  the  utmost,  not  only  to  succeed 
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but  to  get  out  of  It  himself  with  a  whole  skin.  Markel— eh  ? 
Jimmie  Dale  leaned  back  in  his  seat,  clasped  his  hands  be- 
hind his  head — and  his  eyes,  half  closed  now,  were  study- 
ing Benson's  back  again  through  the  plate-glass  front. 

He  was  still  sitting  in  that  position  as  the  car  approached 
his  residence  on  Riverside  Drive — ^but,  as  it  came  to  a  stop, 
and  Benson  opened  the  door,  it  was  a  very  alert  Jimmie 
Dale  that  stepped  to  the  sidewalk. 

"  Benson,"  he  said  crisply,  "  I  am  going  downtown  again 
later  on,  but  I  shall  drive  myself.  Bring  the  touring  car 
around  and  leave  it  in  front  of  the  house.  Til  run  it  into  the 
garage  when  I  get  back — ^you  need  not  wait  up." 

"  Very  good,  sir,"  said  Benson. 

In  the  hallway,  Jason,  the  butler,  who  had  been  butler  to 
Jimmie  Dale's  father  before  him,  took  Jimmie  Dale's  hat 
and  coat. 

•*  It's  a  fine  evening.  Master  Jim,"  said  the  privileged  old 
man  affectionately. 

Jimmie  Dale  took  out  his  silver  cigarette  case,  selected  a 
cigarette,  tapped  it  daintily  on  the  cover  of  the  case — ^and 
accepted  the  match  the  old  man  hastily  produced. 

•*  Yes,  Jason,"  said  Jimmie  Dale,  pleasantly  facetious,  "  it 
li  a  fine  night,  a  glorious  night,  moon  and  stars  and  a  balmy 
breeze— quite  too  fine,  indeed,  to  remain  indoors.  In  fact, 
you  might  lay  out  my  gray  ulster ;  I  think  I  will  go  for  a 
spin  presently,  when  I  have  changed." 

"Yes,  sir,"  said  Jason.    "Anything  else,  Master  Jim?" 

"  No ;  that's  all,  Jason.  Don't  sit  up  for  me — ^you  may  go 
to  bed  now." 

"  Thank  you,  sir,"  said  the  old  man. 

Jimmie  Dale-  went  upstairs,  opened  the  door  of  his  ovm 
particular  den  on  the  right  of  the  landing,  stepped  inside, 
cb>^  the  door,  switched  on  the  light — and  Jimmie  Dale's 
debonair  nonchalance  dropped  from  him  as  a  mask  instantly 
— and  It  was  another  Jimmie  Dale — the  professional  Jimmie 
Dale. 

Quick  now  in  every  action,  he  swung  aside  the  portiere 
thit  curtained  off  the  squat,  barrel-shaped  safe  in  the  little 
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alcove,  OjKjncd  the  safe,  took  out  that  curious  leather 
with  it*"  kit  of  burglar's  tools,  added  to  it  a  flashlight  and  an 
automatic  revolver,  closed  the  safe — and  passed  into  his 
dressing  room.  Here,  he  proceeded  to  divest  himself  rapidly 
of  his  evening  clothes,  selecting  in  their  stead  a  suit  of  dark 
tweed.  He  heard  Jason  come  up  the  stairs,  pass  along  the 
hall,  and  mount  the  second  flight  to  his  own  quarters;  and 
presently  came  the  sound  of  an  automobile  without.  The 
dressing  room  fronted  on  the  Drive — Jimmie  Dale  looked 
out.  Benson  was  just  getting  out  of  the  touring  car.  Slipping 
the  leather  girdle,  then,  around  his  waist,  Jimmie  Dale  put 
on  his  vest,  then  his  coat — and  walked  briskly  downstairs. 

Jason  had  laid  out  a  gray  ulster  on  the  hall  stand.  Jimmie 
Dale  put  it  on.  selected  a  leather  cap  with  motor-goggle  at- 
tachment that  pulled  down  almost  to  the  tip  of  his  nose. 
tucked  a  sloucti  hat  into  the  pocket  of  the  ubter,  and,  Icavinf 
the  house,  climlx'd  into  his  car. 

He  glanced  at  his  watch  as  he  started — it  was  a  qtiarter  of 
eleven.    Jimmie  Dale's  lips  pursed  a  little. 

"  I  guess  it'll  make  a  night  of  it,  and  a  tight  squeeze,  at 
that,  to  get  back  under  cover  before  daylight,"  he  muttered 

ril  have  to  do  some  tall  sjieeding." 

But  at  first,  across  the  city  and  through  Brooklyn,  for  all 
his  impatience,  it  was  necessarily  slow — after  that.  Jimmie 
Dale  tcK)k  chances,  and.  once  on  the  country  roads  of  Ijong 
Islaml.  the  bii:.  powerful  car  tore  through  the  night  like  a 
greylinnnd  wlio^e  leash  i-s  '^lipiH'd. 

.\  half  hour  passed — Jimmir  Dale's  eyes  shifting  occa- 
sionallv  fmin  the  i;rav  thread  of  road  ahead  of  him  under 
the  glarr  of  \\w  dnruini;  lamps,  to  the  road  map  spread  out 
at  his  ffct.  n(»«iTi  wliicli.  fmni  lime  to  time,  he  f<xrused  his 
jHvkft  tla^li!iul«t.  And  ilu-n.  tin.illv.  he  slowed  the  car  to  a 
snaiKs  pare  he  *»lionM  bf  v<tv  iirar  his  destination — that 
very  ultra  rxr!»i^ive  *iiibdi\ision  of  ("liarleton  Park  Manor. 

^  hi  fithrr  si«h'  nf  xVk-  rn,Ml  now  wa^  fjuitr  a  thickly  set 
strrtih  of  woimKiI  land.  riNini»  sliijlitly  on  the  riijht — and 
this  Jimmie  Dale  MTutini^od  sharply.  In  fact,  he  stopped 
for  an  instant  as  he  came  op|)osite  to  a  wagon  track— j| 
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seemed  to  be  little  more  than  that — that  led  in  through  the 
trees. 

•*  If  it's  not  too  far  from  the  seat  of  war,"  commented 
Jimmie  Dale  to  himself,  as  he  went  on  again,  "  it  will  do 
admirably/' 

And  then,  a  hundred  yards  farther  on,  Jimmie  Dale 
nodded  his  head  in  satisfaction — he  was  passing  the  rather 
ornate  stone  pillars  that  marked  the  entrance  to  Charleton 
Park  Manor,  and  on  which  the  initial  promoters  of  the 
subdivision,  the  real-estate  people,  had  evidently  deemed  it 
good  advertising  policy  to  expend  a  small  fortune. 

Another  hundred  yards  farther  on,  Jimmie  Dale  turned 
his  car  around  and  returned  past  the  gates  to  the  wagon 
track  again.  The  road  was  deserted — not  a  car  nor  a  vehicle 
of  any  description  was  in  sight.  Jimmie  Dale  made  sure  of 
that — and  in  another  instant  Jimmie  Dale's  own  car,  every 
light  extinguished,  had  vanished — he  had  backed  it  up  the 
wagon  track,  just  far  enough  in  for  the  trees  to  screen  it 
thoroughly  from  the  main  road. 

Nor  did  Jimmie  Dale  himself  appear  again  on  the  main 
road — ^until  just  as  he  emerged  close  to  the  gates  of  Oiarleton 
Park  Manor  from  a  short  cut  through  the  woods.  Also,  he 
was  without  his  ulster  now,  and  the  slouch  hat  had  replaced 
the  motor  cap. 

Jimmie  Dale,  in  the  moonlight,  took  stock  of  his  surround- 
ings, as  he  passed  in  at  a  businesslike  walk  through  the 
gates.  It  was  a  large  park,  if  that  name  could  properly  be  * 
applied  to  it  at  all,  and  the  houses — he  caught  sight  of  one 
set  back  from  the  driveway  on  the  right — were  quite  far 
apart,  each  in  its  own  rather  spacious  grounds  among  the 
trees. 

"  The  second  house  on  the  right,"  her  letter  had  said. 
Jimmie  Dale  had  already  passed  the  first  one — the  next 
would  be  Markel's  then — and  it  loomed  ahead  of  him  now, 
black  and  shadowy  and  unlighted. 

Jimmie  Dale  shot  a  glance  around  him — there  was  stillness, 
quiet  everywhere — no  sign  of  life — no  sound. 

Jimmie  Dale's  face  became  tense,  his  lips  tight — and  he 
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stepped  suddenly  from  the  sidewalk  in  among  the  trees. 
They  were  not  thick  here,  of  course,  the  trees,  and  the  turf 
beneath  his  feet  was  well  kept — and,  therefore,  soundless. 
He  moved  quickly  now.  but  cautiously,  from  tree  to  tfee, 
for  the  moonlight,  flooding  the  lawn  and  house,  threw  all 
objects  into  bold  relief. 

A  minute,  two.  three  went  by — and  a  shadow  flitted  here 
and  there  across  the  lijjht-green  sward,  like  the  moving  of 
the  trees  swaying  in  the  breeze — and  then  Jimmie  Dale  was 
standing  close  up  against  one  side  of  the  house,  hidden  by 
the  protecting  black  shadows  of  the  walls. 

But  here,  for  a  moment.  Jimmie  Dale  seemed  little  oc- 
aipied  with  the  house  itself — he  was  staring  down  past  its 
length  to  where  the  woo<ls  made  a  heavy,  dark  background  at 
the  rear.  Then  he  tunied  his  head,  to  face  directly  to  the 
main  raid,  then  kick  again  slowly,  as  though  measuring 
an  angle,  jimmie  Dale  had  no  intention  of  making  his 
escape  by  the  rounclabout  way  in  which  he  had  been  forced 
to  come  in  order  to  make  certain  of  locating  the  right  house, 
the  second  one  from  the  gates — and  he  was  getting  the 
bearings  of  his  car  and  the  wagon  track  now. 

••  I  gtiess  that'll  1k»  about  right,"  Jimmie  Dale  muttered 
finallv.    "  And  now  for " 

He  slij)ped  alonjj  the  side  of  the  house  and  halted  where, 
almost  on  a  level  with  the  ground,  the  French  windows  of 
the  dinincT  room  ofK'ncd  on  the  lawn.  Jimmie  Dale  tried 
them  iretitlv.     Thev  were  locked. 

.\n  indulgent  smile  crept  to  jimmie  Dale's  lips — and  his 
hand  crept  in  under  his  vest.  It  came  out  again — not  eni|4y 
— and  Jimmie  Dale  leaned  close  a^rainst  the  window.  There 
was  a  faint,  almost  inaudible,  scratching  sound,  then  a  slight. 
I»rittle  crack — and  Jimmie  Dale  lai<l  a  neat  little  four*tncfa 
sijuare  of  >:lass  on  the  groun<l  at  his  feet.  ITirough  the 
afK-rture  he  reached  in  his  hand,  turned  the  key  that  was  in 
the  lock,  turned  the  !)oIt-rod  handle,  pushed  the  doors  silently 
ofK'n — wide  o|H:n — left  them  oi)en — and  stepped  into  the 
room. 

He  could  see  quite  well  within,  thanks  to  the  moonlight 
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Jimmie  Dale  produced  a  black  silk  mask  from  one  of  the 
little  leather  pockets,  adjusted  it  carefully  over  his  face,  and 
crossed  the  room  to  the  hall  door.  He  opened  this — wide 
open — left  it  open — ^and  entered  the  hall. 

Here  it  was  dark — a  pitch  blackness.  He  stood  for  a 
moment,  listening — utter  silence.  And  then — ^alert,  strained, 
tense  in  an  instant,  Jimmie  Dale  crouched  against  the  wall — 
and  then  he  smiled  a  little  grimly.  It  was  only  some  one 
coughing  upstairs — Markel — in  his  sleep,  perhaps,  or,  per- 
haps— in  wakefulness. 

•*  I'm  a  fool!"  confided  Jimmie  Dale  to  himself,  as  he 
recognised  the  cough  that  he  had  heard  at  the  club.  "  And 
yet — I  don't  know.  One's  nerves  get  sort  of  taut.  Pretty 
stiff  business.  H  I'm  ever  caught,  the  penitentiary  sentence 
I  get  will  be  the  smallest  part  of  what's  to  pay." 

A  rotmd  button  of  light  played  along  the  wall  from  the 
flashlight  in  his  hand — just  for  an  instant — and  all  was 
blackness  again.  But  in  that  instant  Jimmie  Dale  was  across 
the  hall,  and  his  fingers  were  tracing  the  telephone  connec- 
tion from  the  instrument  to  where  the  wires  disappeared  in 
the  baseboard  of  the  floor.  Another  instant,  and  he  had 
severed  the  wires  with  a  pair  of  nippers. 

Again  the  quick,  firefly  gleam  of  light  to  locate  the  stair- 
case and  the  library  door  opposite  to  it — and.  moving  with- 
out the  slightest  noise,  Jimmie  Dale's  hand  was  on  the 
door  itself.  Again  he  paused  to  listen.  All  was  silence 
now. 

The  door  swung  under  his  hand.  and.  left  open  behind 
him.  he  was  ih  the  room.  The  flashlight  winked  once — 
suspiciotisly.  Then  he  snapped  its  little  switch,  keeping  the 
current  on,  and  the  ray  dodged  impudently  here  and  there 
an  over  the  apartment. 

The  safe  was  set  in  a  sort  of  clothes  closet  behind  the 
desk,  she  had  said.  Yes,  there  it  was — the  door,  at  least. 
Jtimnie  Dale  moved  toward  it — and  paused  as  his  light  swept 
the  top  of  the  intervening  desk.  A  mass  of  papers,  books, 
and  correspondence  littered  it  untidily.  The  yellow  sheet  of 
a  telegram  caught  Jimmie  Dale's  eye. 
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He  picked  it  up  and  glanced  at  it.    It  read : 

"  Vein    uncovered    to-day.     Undoubtedly  mother  lode. 
Enormously  rich.    Put  the  screws  on  at  once.       Thuru* 

Under  the  mask,  Jimmie  Dale's  lips  twitched. 
I  think,  Markel.  you  miserable  hound,"  said  he  softly. 

that  God  will  forgive  me  for  depriving  you  of  a  share  of 
the  profits.  Two  hundred  and  ten  thousand,  I  think  it  was, 
you  said  the  sparklers  cost."  A  curious  little  sound  came 
from  Jinmiie  Dale's  lips — like  a  chuckle, 

Jinmiie  Dale  tossed  ilic  telegram  back  on  the  desk,  moved 
on  behind  the  desk,  oiK*ned  the  door  of  the  closet  that  had 
iK'cn  metamorpliosc<l  into  a  vault — and  the  white  light 
travelled  slowly,  searchingly,  critically  over  the  shining  black- 
enamelled  steel,  the  nickellcd  knobs,  and  dials  of  a  safe  that 
confronted  him. 

Jimmie  Dale  nodded  at  it — familiarly,  grimly. 

*•  It's  number  one- four-three-two-one,  all  right,"  he  mitr« 
mured.  "  And  one  of  the  best  we  ever  made.  Pretty  topgh. 
But  I've  (lone  it  In'fore.  Say,  half  an  hour  of  gentle  persua- 
sion. It  would  be  too  bad  to  crack  it  with  '  soup ' — besides, 
that's  crude — C'arruthers  would  never  forgive  the  Gray  Seal 
for  that !  " 

The  light  went  out — blackness  fell.  Jimmie  Dale's  slim, 
sensitive  fingers  closed  on  the  dial's  knob,  his  head  totidied 
the  steel  front  of  the  safe  as  he  pressed  his  ear  agaiut 
it  for  the  tumblers'  fall. 

.\n<l  then  silence.  It  seemed  to  grow  heavier,  that  silence, 
with  each  second — to  palpitate  through  the  quiet  house — to 
l^row  prft;nant.  premonitory  of  dread,  of  fear — it  seemed  to 
throb  in  lonir  undulations,  and  the  stillness  grew*  loud.  A 
mofiiilK'am  filtered  in  between  the  edge  of  the  drawn  shade 
and  the  ed^'e  of  tlic  window.  It  struggled  across  the  floor 
in  a  wavering'  f»ath,  strayed  over  the  desk,  and  died  away» 
shadowy  and  ttirinless.  again^t  the  blackness  of  the  opened 
recess  <loor,  at'ain<t  the  l)Iackness  of  the  great  steel  safe. 
tlie  blackness  of  a  luuKlled  fonn  crouched  against  it.  Only 
now  and  then,  in  a  strange,  projected,  wraithlike  effect. 
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the  moon  ray  glinted  timidly  on  the  tip  of  a  nickel  dial, 
and,  ghostlike,  disclosed  a  human  hand. 

Upstairs,  Markel  coughed  again.  Then  from  the  safe  a 
whisper,  heavy-breathed  as  from  great  exertion : 

''Missed  it!" 

The  dial  whirled  with  faint,  musical,  little  metallic  clicks ; 
then  b^an  to  move  slowly  again,  very,  very  slowly.  The 
moonbeam,  as  though  petulant  at  its  own  abortive  attempt 
to  satisfy  its  curiosity,  retreated  back  across  the  floor,  and 
faded  away. 

Blackness ! 

Time  passed.  Then  from  the  safe  again,  but  now  in  a  low 
gasp,  a  pant  of  relief : 

"  Ah ! " 

The  ear  might  barely  catch  the  sound — it  was  as  of  metal 
sliding  in  well-oiled  grooves,  of  metal  meeting  metal  in  a 
padded  thud.  The  massive  door  swtmg  outward.  Jimmie 
Dale  stood  up,  easing  his  cramped  muscles,  and  flirted  the 
sweat  beads  from  his  forehead. 

After  a  moment,  he  knelt  again.  There  was  still  the  inner 
door — but  that  was  a  minor  matter  to  Jimmie  Dale  com- 
pared with  what  had  gone  before. 

Stillness  once  more — a  long  period  of  it.  And  then  again 
that  cough  from  above — a  prolonged  paroxysm  of  it  this 
time  that  went  racketing  through  the  house. 

Jimmie  Dale,  in  the  act  of  swinging  back  the  inner  door 
of  the  safe,  paused  to  listen,  and  little  furrows  under  his 
mask  gathered  on  his  forehead.  The  coughing  stopped. 
Jimmie  Dale  waited  a  moment,  still  listening — then  his  flash- 
light bored  into  the  interior  of  the  safe. 

"  The  cash  box,  probably,"  quoted  Jimmie  Dale,  beneath 
his  breath — and  picked  it  up  from  where  it  lay  in  the  bottom 
compartment  of  the  safe. 

The  kxJc  snipped  under  the  insistent  probe  of  a  delicate 
little  Uued-steel  instnmient,  and  Jimmie  Dale  lifted  the 
cover.  There  was  a  package  of  papers  and  documents  on 
top,  held  together  with  elastic  bands.  Jimmie  Dale  spent 
a  moment  or  two  examining  these«  then  his  fingers  dived 
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down  iindorncatli.  and  the  next  minnte.  under  the  flashlight, 
the  morJK'co  leal  lie r  ca<e  o|)en.  the  dianvrnd  necklace  wzs 
spark lini^  and  flashing;  on  it^  while  >atin  bed. 

"A  t«-ni|)ting  little  thins:^.  isn't  it?"  said  Jimmie  Dalr 
jjently.  **  It  wa*<  really  thoiiglnful  of  you,  Markel,  to  buy 
that  this  afternoon!" 

Jininiic  Dale  replaced  the  necklace  in  the  cash  box.  set  the 
ca'^h  l)ox  on  the  floor,  clo-^ed  the  inner  d(K)r  of  the  safe. 
an<I  swuiifi^  the  outer  cloor  a  little  inward — but  left  it  flatmt* 
in^dy  ajar.  Then  from  a  pocket  of  the  leaihcr  girdle  Iwneath 
his  ve*it  he  produced  his  small,  thin.  flat,  metal  case.  From 
this,  from  iK'tween  sheets  of  oil  paper,  with  the  aid  of  a 
pair  of  twee/ers.  he  liftrd  out  a  pray,  diamond-shaped  seal. 
Jimniie  Dale  was  ai)f)arenlly  fa^^lidious.  He  held  the  seal 
with  the  twrezers  as  he  moistened  ihe  adhesive  side  with  his 
tnnirue.  liid  the  ^cal  on  his  handkerchief,  and  pressed  the 
han<lk»Tchirf  finniy  against  ihe  safe — as  usual.  Jimmie 
l>al<-*s  insii:Tiia  horr  no  fnit^er  prints  as  it  lay  neatly  capping 
the  ki]«»l)  c»f  llie  dial. 

He  re.'tchf'd  d«»\\n.  picked  up  the  cash  box — and  then, 
for  ilir  si-i'ond  time  ihat  nij^lit.  held  <urldenly  tense,  alert. 
listen !•::.  his  evrrv  mnsdo  ta-M.  .\  d(M)r  op-Mied  tipstairs- 
There  ranir  a  munnnr  «if  v. -ices.     Tlu-n  a  numientary  lull 

I'lT^nrc  I  Vile  li-trn-d.  Like  a  ^^taUir  he  ^tood  there  in  the 
!)lack.  ah-ohitt'lv  motifniK-s-* — hi*;  head  a  little  forward  and 
to  r»:i(»  -ide.  Nothinij — not  a  sfnuid.  Then  a  very  low. 
curious.  *.\vislnn«^  iui'-<'.  and  a  faint  creak.  Somebody  wu 
C''n:irt7  iI-'Ti-n  the  st'i-rs! 

Iiti:iTi?*'  Dale  niovrd  stralthilv  frc-m  the  recess,  and  noise- 
If^slv  '!►  !*■•■  d'-k.  Very  faint Iv.  hut  clistinctly  now.  came 
a  pac!  .if  »::!"T  -l-vTM-rff!  or  \nrr  irvt  on  the  stairway  carpet 
I.ik'*  a  I"  '•.  -MUT'dli^s  in  his  mcnrim-nts.  limmie  Dale  crept  t(V 
w  IT'!  :!.e  d""r  ***'  rhr  rnnTir  Di»\«. n  t!u-  stnirs  came  that  pid 
(»f  •'I'ft :  n-  i\'i-ii.»;  !*!v  r  ip'f  t''  't  su  J-hinvr  s(nuifl.  Nearer  the 
d'n.r  rrr'..{  Ft:: frr  D.d''.  and  Iii^*  lii»<  wrrc  thinned  now.  his 
j.TA  >  « 'aur'*d  If'iw  nrar  wrrr  \hvv  tt>v:rth<'r.  he  and  thil 
niijl'.t  urii'Al'T^  \t  r^r^c<  \w  if»'d<l  rn-t  l^rar  the  other  at  al^ 
and,  iH'sides.  the  Ivavv  carj»el  ma<le  the  judgment  of 
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tance  an  impossibility.  If  he  could  gain  the  hall,  and,  in  the 
darkness,  elude  the  other,  the  way  of  escape  through  the 
dining  room  was  open.  And  then,  within  a  few  feet  of  the 
door,  Jimmic  Dale  halted  abruptly,  as  a  woman's  voice  rose 
querulously  from  the  hallway  above: 

**  You  are  making  a  perfect  fool  of  yourself,  Theodore 
Markel !    Come  back  here  to  bed !  " 

Jimmie  Dale's  face  hardened  like  stone — the  answer  came 
almost  from  the  very  threshold  in  front  of  him : 

"  I  can't  sleep,  I  tell  you  " — it  was  Markel's  voice,  in  a 
disgruntled  snarl.  "  I  was  a  fool  to  bring  the  confounded 
thing  home.  I'm  going  to  take  the  library  couch  for  the 
rest  of  the  night." 

It  happened  quick,  then— quick  as  the  winking  of  an  eye. 
Two  sharp,  almost  simultaneous,  clicks  of  the  electric-light 
buttons  pressed  by  Markel,  and  the  hall  and  library  were  a 
flood  of  light — ^and  Jimmie  Dale  leaped  forward  to  where, 
in  dressing  gown  and  pajamas,  blankets  and  beddinji:  over 
one  arm.  a  revolver  dangling  in  the  other  hand,  Markel 
stood  full  before  the  door  in  the  hallway  without. 

There  was  a  wild  yell  of  terror  and  surprise  from  Markel, 
then  a  deafening  roar  and  a  spit  of  flame  from  his  revolver — 
a  bitter,  smothered  exclamation  from  Jimmie  Dale  as  the 
cash  box  crashed  to  the  floor  from  his  left  hand,  and  he  was 
upon  the  other  like  a  tiger. 

With  the  impact,  both  men  went  to  the  floor,  grappled, 
and  rolled  over  and  over.  Half  mad  with  fear,  shock,  and 
surprise,  Markel  fought  like  a  maniac,  and  his  voice,  in 
gasping  shouts,  rang  through  the  house. 

A  minute,  two  passed — and  the  men  rolled  about  the  hall 
floor.  Markel,  over  middle  age  and  unheathily  fat,  against 
Timmic  Dale's  six  feet  of  muscle — only  Jimmie  Dale's  left 
hand,  dripping  a  red  stream  now.  was  almost  useless. 

From  above  came  wild  confusion — women's  voices  in 
little  bricks;  men's  voices  shouting  in  excitement;  doors 
opening,  running  feet.  And  then  Jimmic  Dale  had  snatched 
Ac  revolver  from  the  floor  where  Markel  had  dropped  it  in 
the  icaflSe,  and  was  pressing  it  against  Markel's  forehead-^ 
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and  Market,  terror-stricken,  had  collapsed  in  a  flabby,  pliant 
heap. 

Jinimie  Dale,  still  coverini;^  Markel  with  the  weapon,  stood 
lip.  The  frightened  faces  of  women  protruded  over  the 
l>anistcrs  above.  The  two  men-servants,  at  best  none  too 
enthusiastically  on  the  way  down,  stopped  as  thouf^h  stunned 
as  Jimmie  Dale  swung  the  revolver  upon  them. 

Then  Jimmie  Dale  spoke — to  Markel — pointing  the 
weapon  at  Markel  again. 

"  I  don't  like  you.  Markel."  he  said,  with  cold  impudence. 
"  The  only  decent  thing  you'll  ever  do  will  be  to  die — and  if 
those  men  of  yours  on  the  stairs  move  another  step  it  wiD 
l)e  your  death  warrant.  Do  you  understand  ?  I  would  sug- 
gest that  you  rerjuest  them  to  stay  where  they  arc." 

Cold  sweat  was  on  Markel's  face  as  he  stared  into  the 
muzzle  of  the  revolver,  and  his  teeth  chattered. 

"  Go  Kick ! "  he  screamed  hysterically  at  the  servants. 
"  Cio  iKick !     Sit  down !     Don't  move !     Do  what  he  tclb 


vou ! " 


"  Thank  you ! "  said  Jimmie  Dale  grimly,  "  Now,  get  op 
voursclf ! " 

Markel  got  up. 

Jimmie  Dale  l)acke(l  to  the  library  door,  picked  up  the 
ca^h  l>ox.  tucked  it  under  his  left  armpit,  and  faced  those 
on  the  stairs. 

**  Mr.  Markel  and  I  are  going  out  for  a  little  walk,**  he 
announced  cof»Ilv.  "If  one  f»f  vou  make  a  move  or  raise 
an  alarm  iK'fore  your  master  comes  back.  I  shall  be  obliged, 
in  <elf -de fence,  to  shoot — Mr.  Markel.  Mr.  Markel  quite 
un«UT>tands  that — I  am  sure.     Do  you  not.  Mr.  Markel?** 

"Helen."  screamed  Markel  to  his  wife,  "don't  let  *cin 
move!     For  CtO(V<  'lake.  do  as  he  says!'* 

Jimmie  Dale's  lips,  just  showinij  l)eneath  the  edge  of  hii 
mask,  broadenrd  in  a  plea*iant  little  smile. 

"  Will  you  lead  the  way.  Mr.  Markel  ?  "  he  requested,  m'idi 
ironic  drference.  "  Through  the  dining  room,  please.  Yei» 
that's  rieht !  " 

Markel  walked  weakly  into  the  dining  room,  and  Jii 
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3lak  followed.  A  prod  in  the  back  from  the  revolver 
nuzzle,  and  Markel  stepped  through  the  French  windows 
nd  out  on  the  lawn.  Jimmie  Dale  faced  the  other  toward  the 
roods  at  the  rear  of  the  house. 

"Go  on!**  Jimmie  Dale's  voice  was  curt  now,  uncom- 
romising.    **  And  step  lively !  " 

They  passed  on  along  the  side  of  the  house  and  in  among 
fie  trees.  Fifty  yards  or  so  more,  and  Jimmie  Dale  halted. 
le  backed  Markel  up  against  a  large  tree — ^not  over 
cntly. 

"  I — I  say  ** — ^Markers  teeth  were  going  like  castanets. 
I ** 

*  YouTl  oblige  me  by  keeping  your  mouth  shut,"  observed 
immie  Dale  politely — and  he  whipped  the  cord  of  Markel's 
ressti^f  gown  loose  and  b^^an  to  tie  the  man  to  the  tree. 
You  have  many  unpleasant  characteristics,  Markel — ^your 
Dice  is  one  of  them.  Shall  I  repeat  that  I  do  not  like  you  ?  " 
Ic  stepped  to  the  back  of  the  tree.  "  Pardon  me  if  I  draw 
ifa  uncomfortably  tight.    I  don't  think  you  can  reach  around 

the  knot.     No?    The  trunk  is  too  large?    Quite  so!" 

*  stepped  around  to  face  Markel  again — the  man  was 

iroughly  frightened,  his  face  was  livid,  his  jaw  sagged 

ikly,    and  his  eyes   followed  every  movement  of   the 

dver  in  Jimmie  Dale's  hand  in  a  sort  of  miserable  fascina- 

Jtmmie  Dale  smiled  unhappily.    "  I  am  going  to  do 

ething,  Markel,  that  I  should  advise  no  other  man  to  do 

am  going  to  put  you  on  your  honour!     For  the  next 

m  minutes  you  are  not  to  utter  a  sotmd.    Do  you  tmder- 

I?" 

''-yes,  said  Markel  hoarsely. 

o,**  said  Jimmie  Dale  sadly,  "I  don'  think  you  do. 

le  be  painfully  explicit.     If  you  break  your  vow  of 

'.  by  so  much  as  a  second,  then  to-morrow,  or  the  next 

•  the  day  after,  at  my  convenience,  Markel,  you  and  I 

•ct  again — for  the  last  time.    There  can  be  no  possible 

rehension  on  your  part  now — Markel  ?  " 

lo" — Markel  could  scarcely  chatter  out  the  word. 

te  so,"  said  Jimmie  Dale,  in  velvet  tones.    He  stood 
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for  an  instant  looking  at  the  other  with  cool  insolence:  then: 
**  Good-night.  Markel  " — and  five  minutes  later  a  great  tour- 
ing  car  wn^  tearing  New  York  ward  over  the  Long  Island 
roads  at  express  speed. 

It  was  one  o'clock  in  the  morning  as  Jimmie  Dale  swung 
the  car  into  a  cross  street  off  lower  liroadway.  and  drew 
up  at  tlie  curb  beside  a  large  office  building.  He  got  out 
snuggled  the  cash  box  under  his  ulster,  went  around  to  the 
Broadway  entrance,  glanced  up  to  note  that  a  light  burned 
in  a  fifth-story  window,  and  entered  the  building. 

The  hallway  was  practically  in  darkness,  one  or  two  in- 
candescents  only  threw  a  dim  light  about.  Jimmie  Dale 
stopped  for  a  moment  at  the  foot  of  the  stairs,  beside  the 
elevator  well,  to  listen — if  the  watchman  was  making  rounds, 
it  was  in  another  ])art  of  the  building.  Jimmie  Dale  began 
to  climb. 

He  reached  the  fifth  floor,  turned  Aovm  the  corridor,  and 
halted  in  front  of  a  dcx>r.  through  the  ground-glass  panel  of 
which  a  h\'ht  ^'lowc<l  faintly — as  though  coming  from  an  in- 
ner office  bevond.  linmiie  Dale  drew  the  black  silk  mask 
from  his  pocket,  adjusted  it.  tried  the  door,  found  it  un- 
l(K*ke<l.  oi»fnfd  it  noiselciNly.  and  stepped  inside.  Acroas 
the  room,  throutrh  another  door,  half  open,  the  light  streamed 
into  tlie  outer  oftice.  where  Jimmie  Dale  stood. 

Jimmie  Dale  stole  across  the  room,  crouched  by  the  door 
to  look  into  the  inner  office — and  his  face  went  suddenly 
rigi«l. 

"rj<KKl  Gr>fl!"  he  whi-pered.  "As  bad  as  that!** — bat 
it  was  a  noiuhal.mt  Jimmie  Pale  to  all  oi  it  ward  appearances 
that,  on  the  in*-iant.  step|K.d  unconcerncdiv  over  the  threslh 
old. 

An  eldirtv  man.  white-haired,  kincllv-faced,  kindlv-evedi 
-.ivf  H'-w  tli.it  the  fa''e  was  drawn  and  haggard,  the  eyes  fill 
i»f  \\;  :iriiu";H.  w:iN  vtaiidini:  behind  a  flat-topped  desk,  fail 
finiT'T-  t\nti*!iiiv.r  nervou-ily  on  a  revnlver  in  his  hand.  Ifc 
whirlvl.  with  a  •-tirtltd  rrv.  at  Jimmie  Dnle's  entrance,  ani 
the  rev<.!vtT  cl:»r*!r««l  frnri  his  fingers  to  the  floor. 

*'  I  am  afraid,*'  ^aid  Jimmie  Dale,  smiling  pleasantly,  ** tkrt 
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ycm  were  ^ing  to  shoot  yourself.  Your  name  is  Wilbur, 
Henry  Wilbur,  isn't  it  ?  " 

Unmanned,  trembling,  the  other  stood — and  nodded  me- 
chanically. 

••  It's  really  not  a  nice  thing  to  do,"  said  Jimmie  Dale  con- 
fidentially. "  Makes  a  mess,  you  see,  too  " — he  was  pulling 
off  his  motor  gauntlet,  his  ulster,  his  jacket,  and,  having  set 
the  cash  box  on  the  desk,  was  rolling  back  his  sleeve  as  he 
spoke.  '•  Had  a  little  experience  myself  this  evening."  He 
held  out  his  hand  that,  with  the  forearm,  was  covered  with 
blood.  ••  A  little  above  the  wrist — fortunately  only  a  flesh 
wound — a  little  memento  from  a  chap  named  Market, 
and " 

"  Markel! "  The  word  burst,  quivering,  from  the  other's 
lips. 

••  Yes,**  said  Jimmie  Dale  imperturbably.  "  Do  you  mind 
if  I  wash  a  bit — and  could  you  oblige  me  with  a  towel,  or 
something  that  would  do  for  a  bandage  ?  " 

The  man  seemed  dazed.  In  a  subconscious  way,  he 
walked  from  the  desk  to  a  little  cupboard,  and  took  out  two 
towels. 

Jimmie  Dale  stooped,  while  the  other's  back  was  turned, 
picked  up  the  revolver  from  the  floor,  and  slipped  it  into  his 
trousers  pocket. 

**  Markel?"  said  Wilbur  again,  the  same  trembling  anx- 
iety in  his  voice,  as  he  handed  Jimmie  Dale  the  towels  and 
motioned  toward  a  washstand  in  the  comer  of  the  room. 
•*  Did  you  say  Markel — TTieodore  Markel  ?  " 

**  Yes,"  said  Jimmie  Dale,  examining  his  wound  criti- 
cally. 

**  You  had  trouble — a  fight  with  him  ?    Is  he — he — dead  ?  " 

"  No,"  said  Jimmie  Dale,  smiling  a  little  grimly.  **  He's 
prettly  badly  hurt,  though,  I  imagine — but  not  in  a  phys- 
ical way." 

**  Strange ! "  whispered  Wilbur,  in  a  numbed  tone  to  him- 
self;  and  he  went  back  and  sank  down  in  his  desk  chair. 
**  Strange  that  you  should  speak  of  Markel — strange  that 
you  should  have  come  here  to-night !  " 
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Jinimic  Dale  did  not  answer.  He  glanced  now  and  then 
at  the  other,  as  he  deftlv  dressed  his  wrist — ^the  man  seemed 
on  the  verpje  of  collapse,  on  the  verge  of  a  nervous  break* 
down.  Jinimie  Dale  swore  softly  to  himself.  Wilbur  was 
too  old  a  man  to  Ik*  called  u])on  to  stand  against  the  troubk 
and  anxiety  that  was  mirrored  in  the  misery  in  his  face,  that 
had  brought  him  to  the  ])oint  of  taking  his  own  life. 

Jinimie  Dale  put  on  his  coat  again,  walked  over  to  the 
desk,  and  picked  up  the  'phone. 

"HI  may  ?  "  he  incjuired  courteously — ^and  confided  a 
numlKT  to  the  mouthpiece  of  the  instrument. 

There  was  a  moment's  wait,  during  which  Wilbur,  in  a 
dfsjHrraie  sort  of  way,  seemed  to  be  trying  to  rally  himself. 
to  piece  tf»gether  a  puzzle,  as  it  were ;  and  for  the  first  time 
he  appeared  to  take  a  i)ersonal  interest  in  the  masked  fig- 
ure that  leaned  against  his  desk.  He  kept  passing  his  hands 
acn)NS  his  eyes,  staring  at  Jimmie  Dale. 

Then  Jimmie  Dale  spoke — into  the  'phone. 

*'  Mnrnintj  Scws-Argus  office?  Mr.  Camithers,  please. 
Thank  voii." 

Another  wail — then  Jinmiie  Dale's  voice  changed  its  pitch 
and  register  to  a  pleasatu  and  natural,  though  quite  unrecof- 
nisalile  Uiss. 

"  Mr.  Carruthers?  Yes.  I  thought  it  might  interest  yoo 
to  know  that  Mr.  Theixlore  Markel  purchased  a  very  val- 
uaMe  diamond  necklace  this  afternoon.  .  .  .  Oh.  yoa 
knew  that,  did  you?  Well,  so  much  the  l)etter ;  youll  be  aD 
tlu*  mnre  keenly  interested  to  know  th.it  it  is  no  longer  in 
hiN  i»ONNts*.if)n.  ...  I  iK'g  jKirdon?  Oh,  yes,  I  quite 
forgot — tlii^  is  the  (iray  Seal  s])eaking.  .  .  .  Yes.  .  .  . 
The  (iray  Seal.  ...  I  have  just  come  from  Mr.  Mar- 
kel's  count rv  house,  and  if  you  hurrv  a  man  out  there  too 
ought  to  Ik'  ahle  to  ^'ive  the  public  an  exclusive  bit  of  news, 
a  soxip.  I  lK.'lieve  you  call  it — you  see,  Mr.  Carruthers.  I  an 
not  un^ratful  for.  I  might  s;iy.  the  eulogistic  manner  in 
which  the  MorniiU]  S c'cs-Arijus  treated  me  in  that  last  af- 
fair, and  I  trust  I  Nhall  Ik-  able  to  do  you  many  more  favonn 
— I  am  deeply  in  your  debt.    And,  oh,  yes,  tell  your  icportg 
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not  to  overlook  the  detail  of  Mr.  Markel  in  his  pajamas  and 
dressing  gown  tied  to  a  tree  in  his  park — Mr.  Markel  might 
be  inclined  to  be  reticent  on  that  point,  and  it  would  be  a 
pity  to  deprive  the  public  of  any — er — '  atmosphere  '  in  the 
story,  you  know.  .  .  .  What  ?  ...  No ;  I  am  afraid 
Mr.  Markers  'phone  is — er — out  of  order.  .     .     Yes. 

.  .  .  And,  by  the  way,  speaking  of  'phones,  Mr.  Car- 
nithers.  between  gentlemen.  I  know  you  will  make  no  effort 
under  the  circumstances  to  discover  the  number  I  am  calling 
from.  Good-night,  Mr.  Carruthers."  Jimmie  Dale  hung 
the  receiver  abruptly  on  the  hook. 

*^  You  see,'*  said  Jimmie  Dale,  turning  to  Wilbur — and 
then  he  stopped.  The  man  was  on  his  feet,  swaying  there, 
his  face  positively  gray. 

•*  My  God! "  Wilbur  burst  out.  "  What  have  you  done? 
A  thousand  times  better  if  I  had  shot  myself,  as  I  would 
have  done  in  another  moment  if  you  had  not  come  in.  I 
wa<i  only  ruined  then — I  am  disgraced  now.  You  have 
robbed  Markel's  safe — /  am  the  one  man  in  the  world  who 
would  have  a  reason  above  all  others  for  doing  that — and 
Markel  knows  it.  He  will  accuse  me  of  it.  He  can  prove  I 
had  a  motive.  I  have  not  been  home  to-night.  Nobody 
knows  I  am  here.  I  cannot  prove  an  alibi.  What  have  you 
done!" 

•*  Really,**  said  Jimmie  Dale,  almost  plaintively,  swinging 
hhnself  up  on  the  comer  of  the  desk  and  taking  the  cash 
box  on  his  knee,  "  really,  you  are  alarming  yourself  un- 
necessarily.   I " 

But  Wilbur  stopped  him.  "  You  don't  know  what  you  are 
talking  about !  "  Wilbur  cried  out,  in  a  choked  way ;  then, 
his  voice  steadying,  he  rushed  on :  "  Listen !  I  am  a  mined 
man,  absolutely  ruined.  And  Markel  has  ruined  me — I  did 
not  see  through  his  trick  until  too  late.  Listen !  For  years, 
as  a  mining  ci^neer,  I  made  a  good  salary — and  I  saved  it. 
Two  years  ago  I  had  nearly  seventy  thousand  dollars — it  rep- 
resented my  life  work.  I  bought  an  abandoned  mine  in 
Alaska  for  next  to  nothing — I  was  certain  it  was  rich.  A 
man  by  the  name  of  Thurl,  Jason  T.  Thurl,  another  mining 
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engineer,  a  steamer  acquaintance,  was  out  there  at  the  time 
— he  was  a  partner  of  Markcl's,  thouj^^h  I  didn't  know  h 
then.  I  started  to  work  the  mine.  It  didn't  pan  out.  I 
dropped  nearly  every  cent.  Tlien  I  struck  a  small  vein  that 
temporarily  recouj>ed  me.  and  supplied  the  necessary  funds 
with  which  to  go  ahead  for  a  while.  Thurl,  who  had  tried 
to  buy  the  mine  out  from  under  my  option  in  the  first  place. 
rei>eatedly  then  tried  to  buy  it  from  me  at  a  ridiculous  fig- 
ure. I  refused.  lie  persisted.  I  refused — I  was  confident. 
I  knew  I  had  one  of  the  richest  proj)erties  in  Alaska." 

Wilbur  paused.  A  little  row  of  glistening  drops  had 
gathered  (tn  his  forehead.  Jimmie  Dale,  balancing  Market's 
cash  l)ox  on  one  knee,  drununed  softly  with  his  finger  tips 
on  the  cover. 

"  The  vein  [X'tered  out."  Wilbur  went  on.  "  But  I  was 
still  coiifi<l('iit.  I  sank  all  the  prfK'eeds  of  the  first  strike — 
and  *;ank  tlu-m  fast,  for  unaccountable  accidents  that  crip- 
plrd  mr  b«)th  financially  and  in  the  progress  of  the  work  be- 
gan to  happen."  Wilbur  flung  out  his  hands  impotentfy. 
"Oil.  it'-*  a  long  st«irv--too  long  to  tell.  Thurl  was  at  the 
Intttoin  r»f  tliosr  accidriit^.  He  knew  as  well  as  I  did  thai 
the  u\y.  V  was  riih — iKtti  r  than  I  did.  ff»r  that  matter,  for  »f 
diM-overrd  Ijvfnre  \\v  r.ni  liiiii  out  of  .Ma^ka  that  he  had  niadf 
scrrrt  b'»riii„'N  on  tlie  prn|«Tty.  Hut  wliat  I  did  not  know 
until  a  ft'A  hnurN  a;;fi  \\:in  tliat  hv  had  actuallv  uncovered 
wli.'it  wi'  !in<.*ovrrrf|  i»nly  yrstrrd.iy — tilt*  mother  lodc.  Hf 
w.i'i  dri villi:  irr  as  fa-t  .I'i  In*  rniiltl  int«»  the  last  ditch — for 

M.irkcl.     I  tiiilirt  kntiw  nn:il  vt-sicriLiv  that  Markel  had  anT- 

• 

thJTT^'  tM  «l«i  \\\\}\  it.  I  stniL'u'li'l  «'ti  out  there,  hoping  evenr 
day  tn  op«n  a  mvv  v^in.  I  r:ii^cf|  !n«»ney  i»n  evenk'thing  I 
had.  I'Xtrjit  !]»y  in^iiranvT  .r.\*\  tl.*-  niiiir  -:in*l  <ank  it  in  the 
niiiuv  N"i»  <tnt*  out  tl'trt*  \\ti':M  adv:in«i'  im*  anvthing  on  I 
prnpiTtv  tliat  liKi'.i-il  Itkr  :i  i.\V\\ri\  i!..i?  h:id  once  already 
Imtu  .ib.indMnt  •!  I  l:.i\'-  :iiv,  t\^  ktpt  ;i:i  lAYwc  here,  and  1 
came  back  l";i-t  w'tli  i*  ••  ?  Ir.i  i.f  r.ti^iT^L,'  something  on  my 
insiirancf  Marki  1.  (jmIi''  l.v  V.r  !  ;i/;irtl  as  I  ihen  though, 
was  intrixlucrd  to  nu*  iu-i  iK-fi.rr  wt-  Irii  San  I'Vancisco  OB 
our  way  to  New  York.     ( »n  iln*  nni  across  the  contineal 
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wc  became  very  friendly.  Naturally,  I  told  him  my  story. 
He  played  sympathetic  good  fellow,  and  offered  to  lend  me 
fifty  thousand  dollars  on  a  demand  note.  I  did  not  want 
to  be  involved  for  a  cent  more  than  was  necessary,  and,  as 
I  said,  I  hoped  from  day  to  day  to  make  another  strike.  I 
refused  to  take  more  than  ten  thousand.  I  remember  now 
that  he  seemed  strangely  disappointed." 

Again  Wilbur  stopped.  He  swept  the  moisture  from  his 
forehead — and  his  fist,  clenched,  came  down  upon  the  desk. 

"  You  see  the  game !  " — there  was  bitter  anger  in  his  voice 
now.  **  You  see  the  game  I  He  wanted  to  get  me  in  deep 
enough  so  that  I  couldn't  wriggle  out,  deeper  than  ten  thou- 
sand that  I  could  get  at  any  time  on  my  insurance,  he  wanted 
me  where  I  couldn't  get  away — and  he  got  me.  The  first  ten 
thousand  wasn't  enough.  I  went  to  him  for  a  second,  a 
third,  a  fourth,  a  fifth — hoping  always  that  each  would  be 
the  last.  Each  time  a  new  note,  a  demand  note  for  the  total 
amount,  was  made,  cancelling  the  former  one.  I  didn't  know 
his  game,  didn't  suspect  it — I  blessed  God  for  giving  me  such 
a  friend — until  this,  or.  rather,  yesterday  afternoon,  when  I 
received  a  telegram  from  my  manager  at  the  mine  saying  that 
he  had  struck  what  looked  like  a  very  rich  vein — the  mother 
lode.  And" — Wilbur's  fist  curled  until  the  knuckles  were 
like  ivory  in  their  whiteness — '*  he  added  in  the  telegram  that 
Thurl  had  wired  the  news  of  the  strike  to  a  man  in  New 
York  by  the  name  of  Market.  Do  you  see?  I  hadn't  had 
the  telegram  five  minutes,  when  a  messenger  brought  me  a 
letter  from  Market  curtly  informing  me  that  I  would  have 
to  meet  my  note  to-morrow  morning.  I  can't  meet  it.  He 
knew  I  couldn't.  With  wealth  in  sight — I'm  wiped  out.  A 
demand  note,  a  call  loan,  do  you  understand — and  with  a 
few  months  in  which  to  develop  the  new  vein  I  could  pay 
it  readily.  As  it  is — I  default  the  note — Markel  attaches  all 
I  have  left,  which  is  the  mine.  The  mine  is  sold  to  satisfy 
my  indebtedness.  Markel  buys  it  in  legally,  upheld  by  the 
law — and  acquires,  robs  me  of  it,  and " 

"  And  so,"  said  Jimmie  Dale  musingly,  "  you  were  going 
to  shoot  yourself?" 
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Wilbur  straightened  up,  and  there  was  something  akin 
to  pathetic  grandeur  in  the  set  of  the  old  shoulders  as  they 
s(|uarcd  liack. 

**  Vcs !  '*  he  said,  in  a  low  voice.  "  And  shall  I  tell  you 
why?  ICven  if,  which  is  not  likely,  there  was  something  re- 
verting to  me  over  the  purchase  price,  it  would  be  a  paltry 
thing  compared  with  the  mine.  I  have  a  wife  and  children. 
If  I  have  worked  for  them  all  my  life,  could  I  stand  back  now 
at  the  last  and  see  them  robbed  of  their  inheritance  bv  a 

• 

black-hearted  scoundrel  when  I  could  still  lift  a  hand  to 
j)revent  it !  I  had  one  way  left.  What  is  my  life?  I  am  loo 
old  a  man  to  cling  to  it  where  they  are  concerned.  I  have 
referred  to  my  insurance  several  times.  I  have  always  car- 
rii-d  hcavv  insurance  " — he  smiled  a  little  curious,  mirthless 
smile — '*  that  has  no  suicide  clause.*'  He  swept  his  hand  o\'er 
the  dok,  indicating  the  jKij>ers  scattered  there.  **  I  haw 
worked  late  to-night  getting  my  aflairs  in  order.  My  total 
insurance  i>  fifty-two  thousiind  dollars,  though  I  couldn't 
bnrroiK'  anvwlu-re  iirar  the  full  amount  on  it — but  at  mv 
death.  j)ai(l  in  full,  it  wnuld  satisfy  the  note.  My  executors. 
by  instruction,  would  pay  the  note — and  no  dollar  from  the 
mine,  no  single  grain  of  gold,  not  an  ounce  of  quartz,  wouM 
Markil  ever  get  his  liands  on,  and  my  wife  and  chiklrm 
woul<l  l>e  Njived.    'llial  is " 

Ills  word-*  etnltd  abruptly — with  a  little  gasp.  Jimmic 
Dale  had  o|K*iie(!  (he  ca^ll  box  and  was  dangling  the  ncckbct 
under  the  lii:!it--a  Niream  <;f  t'uTy,  flashing.  S|)arkling  geins^ 

Tlien  \\  ilbur  *»poke  again,  a  hard,  bitter  note  in  his  voict. 
I K tinting  his  hand  at  the  necklace. 

*•  Hut  now,  on  lop  of  everything,  you  have  brought  mc  dis* 
gract — U-eauNe  you  broke  into  his  safe  to-night  for  (ImI' 
Me  would  and  will  accuse  me.  I  have  heard  of  you— the 
(•ray  Seal — you  have  done  a  pitiful  night's  work  in  yoar 
greed  for  that  thing  there." 

**  For  this?"  Jinunie  Dale  smiled  ironically,  hofding  the 
necklace  up.  llien  he  shook  his  head.  *'  I  didn't  break  into 
Markel's  safe  for  this — it  wouldn't  have  been  worth  whilt 
It'-'  only  i»astc." 


^^. 
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Paste!"  exclaimed  Wilbur,  in  a  slow  way. 
Paste/*  said  Jimmie  Dale  placidly,  dropping  the  neck- 
hce  back  into  its  case.     "  Quite  in  keeping  with  Market, 
kn't  it — ^to  make  a  sensation  on  the  cheap  ?  " 

••  But  that  doesn't  change  matters ! "  Wilbur  cried  out 
sharply,  after  a  nimibed  instant's  pause.  "  You  still  broke 
into  the  safe,  even  if  you  didn't  know  then  that  the  necklace 
was  paste." 

"  Ah,  but,  you  see — I  did  know  then,"  said  Jimmie  Dale 
softly.  "  I  am  really — you  must  take  my  word  for  it — ^a 
very  good  judge  of  stones,  and  I  had— er — seen  these  be- 
fore." 

Wilbur  stared — bewildered,  confused. 

"  Then  why — what  was  it  that " 

"  A  paper,"  said  Jimmie  Dale,  with  a  little  chuckle — and 
produced  it  from  the  cash  box.  "  It  reads  like  this :  *  On 
demand,  I  promise  to  pay '  " 

"My  note! "  It  came  in  a  great,  surging  cry  from  Wil- 
bur ;  and  he  strained  forward  to  read  it. 

"  Of  course,"  said  Jimmie  Dale.  "  Of  course — your  note. 
Did  you  think  that  I  had  just  happened  to  drop  in  on  you  ? 
Now,  then,  see  here,  you  just  buck  up,  and — er — smile. 
Tliere  bn't  even  a  possibility  of  you  being  accused  of  the 
theft.  In  the  first  place,  Markel  saw  quite  enough  of  me  to 
know  that  it  wasn't  you.  Secondly,  neither  Markel  nor  any 
one  else  would  ever  dream  that  the  break  was  made  for  any- 
thing else  but  the  necklace,  with  which  you  have  no  connec- 
tion— the  papers  were  in  the  cash  box  and  were  just  taken 
along  with  it.  Don't  you  see?  And,  besides,  the  police. 
with  my  very  good  friend,  Carruthers  at  their  elbows,  will 
sec  very  thoroughly  to  it  that  the  Gray  Seal  gets  full  and 
ample  credit  for  the — crime.  But  " — Jimmie  Dale  pulled  out 
his  watch,  and  yawned  under  his  mask — "  it's  getting  to  be 
an  unconscionable  hour — and  you've  still  a  letter  to  write." 

'*  A  letter?"  Wilbur's  voice  was  broken,  his  lips  quiver- 
ing. 

*•  To  Markel,"  said  Jimmie  Dale  pleasantly.    "  Write  him 

reply  to  his  letter  of  the  afternoon,  and  post  it  before  you 
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leave  here — just  as  though  you  had  written  it  at  once* 
promptly,  on  receipt  of  his.  Me  will  still  gel  it  on  the  morn- 
ing delivery.  State  that  you  will  take  up  the  note  immedi- 
ately on  presentation  at  whatever  bank  he  chooses  to  name. 
That's  all.  Seeing  that  he  hasn't  got  it.  he  can't  very  well 
present  it — can  he?  ICventually,  having — er — no  use  for 
fake  diamonds.  I  shall  return  the  necklace,  together  with 
the  paj)ers  in  his  cash  box  here — including  your  note." 

"  ICventually  ?  "  Uncomprehendingly,  stumblingly,  Wil- 
bur rq)eatod  the  word. 

"  In  a  montli  or  two  or  three,  as  the  case  may  be."  ex- 
plained Jimmie  Dale  hrii(htly.  **  Whenever  you  insert  a 
|)ersonal  in  the  Xc7<'s-Arifus  to  the  elTect  that  the  mother 
IfKle  ha.N  given  you  the  ca<li  to  meet  it."  lie  replaced  the  note 
in  the  cash  bo.x.  slipped  down  to  his  feet  from  the  desk — 
and  then  he  choked  a  little.  Wilbur,  the  tears  streaming 
down  his  face,  unable  to  speak,  was  holdinir  out  his  hands 
to  Jinmiie  Dale.  *'  I — er — go(td-ni[;hi !  "  said  Jimmie  Dak 
hurriedly — and  stepj)ed  i|nickly  from  the  room. 

Halfway  down  the  fir^i  tliirht  of  .stairs  he  paused.  Steps, 
running;  after  him,  sounded  along  the  corridor  above;  aiad 
then  Wilbur's  voice. 

**  Don't  g(j — not  yet."  cried  the  old  man.  "  I  don't  undcr- 
staiul.    How  <lid  vou  kiH)W — who  told  vou  atK)ut  the  note?" 

Jimmie  Dale  did  not  an>wer — he  went  on  noiselessly  down 
the  stairs.  His  mask  was  otT  now.  and  his  lips  curved  into  a 
strange  little  smile. 

''  I  wish  1  knew/'  said  Jimmie  Dale  wistfully  to  himself. 


CHAPTER  IV 

THE  COUNTERFEIT  FIVE 

¥T  was  Still  early  in  the  evening,  but  a  little  after  nine 
'^  o'clock.  The  Fifth  Avenue  bus  wended  its  way,  jounc- 
ing its  patrons,  particularly  those  on  the  top  seats,  across 
tow^,  and  turned  into  Riverside  Drive.  A  short  distance 
behind  the  bus,  a  limousine  rolled  down  the  cross  street 
leisurely,  silently. 

As  the  lights  of  passing  craft  on  the  Hudson  and 
a  myriad  scintillating,  luminous  points  dotting  the  west 
shore  came  into  view,  Jimmie  Dale  rose  impulsively  from 
his  seat  on  the  top  of  the  bus,  descended  the  little  circular 
iron  ladder  at  the  rear,  and  dropped  off  into  the  street.  It 
was  only  a  few  blocks  farther  to  his  residence  on  the  Drive, 
and  the  night  was  well  worth  the  walk ;  besides,  restless,  dis- 
turbed, and  perplexed  in  mind,  the  walk  appealed  to  him. 

He  stepped  across  to  the  sidewalk  and  proceeded  slowly 
along.  A  month  had  gone  by  and  he  had  not  heard  a  word 
from — her.  The  break  on  West  Broadway,  the  murder 
of  Metzcr  in  Moriarty's  gambling  hell,  the  theft  of  Market's 
diamond  necklace  had  followed  each  other  in  quick  suc- 
cession— and  then  this  month  of  utter  silence,  with  no  sign 
of  her,  as  though  indeed  she  had  never  existed. 

But  it  was  not  this  temporary  silence  on  her  part  that 
troubled  Jimmie  Dale  now.  In  the  years  that  he  had 
worked  with  this  unknown,  mysterious  accomplice  of  his 
whom  he  had  never  seen,  there  had  been  longer  intervals 
than  a  bare  month  in  which  he  had  heard  nothing  from  her — 
it  was  not  that.  It  was  the  failure,  total,  absolute,  and  com- 
piete,  that  was  the  only  result  for  the  month  of  ceaseless, 
tmrcmitting,  doggedly-expended  effort,  even  as  it  had  been 
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the  result  many  times  before,  in  an  attempt  to  solve  the 
enigma  that  was  so  intimate  and  vital  a  factor  in  his  own 
life. 

If  he  might  lay  any  claims  to  cleverness,  his  resource- 
fulness, at  least,  he  was  forced  to  admit,  was  no  match  for 
hers.  She  came,  she  went  without  being  seen — and  behind 
her  remained,  instead  of  clews  to  her  identity,  only  an  amv* 
ing,  intangible  mystery,  that  left  him  at  times  appalled  and 
dismayed.  How  did  she  know  about  those  conditions  in 
West  Broadway,  how  did  she  know  at)out  Metzer's  murder. 
how  did  she  know  about  Markel  and  Wilbur — how  did  she 
know  about  a  hundred  other  affairs  of  the  same  sort  that  had 
hapj)ened  since  that  night,  years  ago  now,  when  out  of  pure 
adventure  he  had  tam]KTe<l  with  Marx's,  the  jeweller's 
strong  room  in  Maiden  Lane,  and  she  had,  mysteriously  then, 
too.  solved  his  identity,  discovered  him  to  be  the  Gray  Seal? 

Jimmie  Dale.  wrap]>ed  up  in  his  own  thoughts,  entirely 
oblivious  to  his  surroundings,  traversed  another  block. 
There  had  never  lx*en  since  the  world  l>egan,  and  there  would 
never  be  again,  so  singular  and  bizarre  a  partnership  as  this-* 
— of  hers  and  his.  lie.  Jimmie  Dale,  with  his  strange  double 
life.  f»ne  c»f  New  York's  young  Iwchelor  millionaires, 
whose  s*K'ial  >tatus  was  im<iuestioned ;  and  she,  w 
7(7i<j//  That  was  just  it!  Who  what?  What  was  she? 
Wliat  was  her  name?  What  one  jHTsonal,  intimate  thing 
did  he  know  alnnit  her?  And  what  was  to  be  the  end? 
Not  that  lie  would  have  severed  his  a^scxriation  with  her— 
not  for  wi»rl(ls! — though  every  time,  that,  by  some  new  and 
curiou^i  njeth<Ml,  one  of  hi-r  letters  found  its  way  into  hif 
haniU.  oi:t lining  >oine  fre^li  coup  for  him  to  execute,  hif 
prri!  and  danger  of  cli.scovtry  was  increased  in  staggering 
rat  in.  In -day.  the  police  hunted  the  Gray  Seal  as  they 
innitcd  a  in:i<l  dttg;  the  pajHTs  stonned  and  raved  againU 
hini ;  in  rvrry  di-teclive  bun-au  of  two  continents  he 
catalo'jiK-d  as  the  most  notorious  criminal  of  the 
yi-t.  strange  pa ra dii.x.  no  single  crime  had  ever  been 
mitte<i ! 

Jimmie    Dale's    strong,    tine-featured    face    lighted    npk 
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rrime!  Thanks  to  her,  there  were  those  who  blessed  the 
lame  of  the  Gray  Seal,  those  into  whose  lives  had  come  joy, 
dief  from  misery,  escape  from  death  even — ^and  their  bless- 
ngs  were  worth  a  thousandfold  the  risk  and  peril  of  dis- 
ister  that  threatened  him  at  every  minute  of  the  day. 

"  Thank  God  for  her ! "  murmured  Jimmie  Dale  softly. 
'  But — but  if  I  could  only  find  her,  see  her,  know  who  she 
It  talk  to  her,  and  hear  her  voice !  "  Then  he  smiled  a  little 
ranly.  "  It's  been  a  pretty  tough  month — and  nothing  to 
bow  for  it!" 

It  had!    It  had  been  one  of  the  hardest  months  through 

rhich  Jimmie  Dale  had  ever  lived.    The  St.  James,  that  most 

xdusive  club,  his  favourite  haunt,  had  seen  nothing  of  him ; 

he  easel  in  his  den,  that  was  his  hobby,  had  been  untouched ; 

here  had  been  days  even  when  he  had  not  crossed  the  thresh. 

lid  of  his  home.    Every  resource  at  his  command  he  had 

illed  into  play  in  an  effort  to  solve  the  mystery.    For  nearly 

he  entire  month,  following  first  this  lead  and  then  that,  he 

»d  lived  in  the  one  disguise  that  he  felt  confident  she  knew 

Ufaing  of — ^that  was,  or,  rather,  had  become,  almost  a  dual 

Tsonality  with  him.    From  the  Sanctuary,  that  miserable 

d  disreputable  room  in  a  tenement  on  the  East  Side,  a 

lement  that  had  three  separate  means  of  entrance  and  exit, 

had  emerged  day  after  day  as  Larry  the  Bat,  a  character 

rell  known  and  as  well  liked  in  the  exclusive  circles  of  the 

crworld  as  was  Jimmie  Dale  in  the  most  exclusive  strata 

Jew  York's  society  and  fashion.    And  it  had  been  use- 

-all  useless.    Through  his  own  endeavours,  through  the 

of  his  friends  of  the  underworld,  the  lives  of  half  a 

1  men,  Bert  Hagan's  on  West  Broadway,  for  instance, 

el's,  and  others',  had  been  laid  bare  to  the  last  shred, 

3fwhere  could  be  found  the  one  vital  point  that  linked 

Hvcs  with  hers,  that  would  accjimt  for  her  intimate 

edge  of  them,  and  so  furnish  him  with  the  clew  that 

then  with  certainty  lead  him  to  a  solution  of  her  iden- 

IS  baffling,  puzzling,  unbelievable,  bordering,  indeed, 
miraculous — herself,  everything  about  her,  her  acts, 


92      THE  ADVENTURES  OF  JIMMIE  DALE 

her  methods,  her  cleverness,  intangible  in  one  sense,  were 
terrifically  real  in  another.  Jimmie  Dale  shook  his  head 
The  miraculous  and  this  practical,  everyday  life  were  wide 
and  far  apart.  There  was  nothing  miraculous  about  it — it 
was  only  tliat  the  key  to  it  was.  so  far,  beyond  his  reach. 

And  then  suddenly  Jimmie  Dale  shrugged  his  shoulders  in 
consonance  with  a  whimsical  change  in  both  mood  am" 
thought. 

**  Larry  the  Hat.  is  a  hard  taskmaster!  "  he  muttered  face- 
tiously. **  I'm  afraid  Tm  not  very  presentable  this  evening 
— no  kith  this  morning,  and  no  shave,  and.  after  nearly  a 
month  of  make-up,  that  beastly  grease  paint  gets  into  the 
skin  creases  in  a  most  intimate  way."  He  chuckled  as  the 
tlioiiglit  of  old  Ia>on.  his  InuK-r,  came  to  him.  **  I  saw  JaMxu 
torn  iH-twi-i'ii  two  contlicting  emotions,  shaking  his  head  over 
the  black  circles  under  my  eyes  last  night — he  didn*t  knov 
whether  to  worry  over  the  fir-^t  signs  of  a  galloping  de- 
cline, or  l»riak  liis  heart  at  witnessing  the  young  master  he 
Ii.'kI  dandli-d  on  his  knre^  going  to  the  damnation  bowwows 
and  ttirniiv.:  int«»  a  conhrmed  roue!  I  guess  1*11  have  to 
mind  my»»rlf.  thouL;li.  ICven  C  a  r rut  hers  detached  his  mind 
far  en(m;^'h  fn»m  his  e<litorial  desk  and  the  hope  of  ex- 
chisivrly  puMi-hin'^'  tlie  news  of  the  (iray  Seal's  capture  in 
the  M<>rtiiiuf  .Wxcs-slrtjus,  to  tell  me  I  was  l(K>king  seedy. 
\\\  \\ti\ulvr\\\\  I  lie  way  a  little  paint  will  metamorphose  i 
m:in  !  \\  ill.  anyway,  here's  for  a  goo<l  hot  tub  to-night,  and 
a  ircNh  ^tart  I  " 

\\v  i|uiik«rv  rl  lii>  p;ire.  There  were  still  three  blocks  to 
m*.  :tnd  lnTf  w.iN  no  Inirryiiig.  jn-tling  crowd  to  im|)ede  hi$ 
pru/rr-- ;  iiuliTd.  a^  far  a-«  he  c(»r.ld  see  up  the  Drive,  there 
WM-  Ti'tt  .!  I' 'It -tri.-iTi  in  ^h',hx.  .\nd  then,  as  he  walked,  in* 
vnl::;ra:l\.  iri-i-tnitly.  Iii-i  mind  harked  Iwck  into  the  oU 
*;ri"  •'.  r  ::-j  r.u. 

**  I'vr  tri'd  to  j-irtMrc  luT,"  said  Jimmie  Dale  softly  to 
I. ::•••' If.    **  l'\r  iri-'l  t-*  pivture  her  a  hundred,  yes,  a  thoih 

\  h'l-.  rvT'  !i*i:i.'  ritv\\ar<l.  wt-nt  by  him.  s«jueaking,  creak- 
ini:.  and  rattliiii:  in  it-  inua-^y  joints — and  out  of  the  noisc 
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mhnost  at  his  elbow  it  seemed,  a  voice  spoke  his  name — and 
in  that  instant  intuitively  he  knew,  and  it  thrilled  him, 
stopped  the  beat  of  his  heart,  as,  dulcet,  soft,  clear  as  the 
note  of  a  silver  bell  it  fell — and  only  one  word : 

"Jimmic!" 

He  whirled  around.  A  limousine,  wheels  just  grazing 
die  curb,  was  gliding  slowly  and  silently  past  him,  and  from 
the  window  a  woman's  arm,  white-gloved  and  dainty,  was 
extended,  ^nd  from  the  fingers  to  the  pavement  fluttered  an 
envelope — and  the  car  leaped  forward. 

For  the  fraction  of  a  second,  Jimmie  Dale  stood  dazed, 
immovable,  a  gamut  of  emotions,  surprise,  fierce  exulta- 
tion, amazement,  a  strange  joy,  a  mighty  uplift,  swirling 
upon  him — and  then,  snatching  up  the  envelope  from  the 
ground,  he  sprang  out  into  the  road  after  the  car.  It  was 
the  one  chance  he  had  ever  had,  the  one  ch^ince  she  had  ever 
given  him,  and  he  had  seen — a  white-gloved  arm !  He  could 
not  reach  the  car,  it  was  speeding  away  from  him  like  an 
arrow  now,  but  there  was  something  else  that  would  do  just 
as  well,  something  that  with  all  her  cleverness  she  had  over- 
looked— the  car's  number  dangling  on  the  rear  axle,  the  rays 
of  the  little  lamp  playing  on  the  enamelled  surface  of  the 
plate !  Gasping,  panting,  he  held  his  own  for  a  yard  or  more, 
and  there  floated  back  to  him  a  little  silvery  laugh  from  the 
body  of  the  limousine,  and  then  Jimmie  Dale  laughed,  too, 
and  stopped — it  was  No.  15,836. 

He  stood  and  watched  the  car  disappear  up  the  Drive. 
A\7iat  delicious  irony !  A  month  of  gruelling,  ceaseless  toil 
that  had  been  vain,  futile,  useless — and  the  key,  when  he 
was  not  looking  for  it,  unexpectedly,  through  no  effort  of  his, 
was  thrust  into  his  hand — No.  15,836! 

Jimmie  Dale,  the  gently  ironic  smile  still  on  his  lips,  those 
slim,  supersensitive  fingers  of  his  subconsciously  noting  that 
the  texture  of  the  envelope  was  the  same  as  she  always  used, 
retraced  his  steps  to  the  sidewalk. 

•*  Number  fifteen  thousand  eight  hundred  and  thirty-six," 
said  Jimmie  Dale  aloud — and  halted  at  the  curb  as  though 
rooted  to  the  spot.    It  sotmded  strangely  familiar,  that  num- 
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ber !  He  repeated  it  over  again  slowly :  **  Onc-five-cight- 
three-six."  And  the  smile  left  his  lips,  and  upon  his  face 
came  the  look  of  a  chastened  child.  She  had  used  a  duplicatr 
plate!  Fifteen  thousand  eight  hundred  and  thirty-six  wzi 
the  numl)er  of  one  of  his  own  cars — his  own  particular 
runal)out ! 

For  a  moment  longer  he  stood  there,  undecided  whether 
to  laugh  or  swear,  and  then  his  eyes  fastened  mechanicalhr 
on  the  enveloi>c  he  was  twirling  in  his  fingers.  Here,  it 
least,  was  something  that  was  not  elusive;  that,  on  the  con- 
trary, as  a  hundred  others  in  the  past  had  done,  outlined 
prol)abIy  a  grim  night's  work  ahead  for  the  Gray  Sea! !  And, 
if  it  were  as  those  others  had  iK'cn,  every  minute  from  the 
moment  of  its  receipt  was  precious  time.  He  stepped  un- 
der the  nearest  street  light,  and  tore  the  envelope  open. 

"  Dear  Philanthropic  ("rook."  it  l)cgan — and  then  followed 
two  closely  written  pages.  Jimmie  Dale  read  them,  his  lips 
growing  gradually  tighter,  a  smouldering  light  creeping  into 
his  dark  evc<.  and  once  he  emitted  a  short,  low  whistle  of 
consternation — that  was  at  the  end.  a<5  he  read  the  post- 
script that  was  heavily  untlerscored  :  "  Work  quickly.  They 
will  raid  to-night.  Be  careful.  F/^ok  out  for  Kline,  he  is 
the  sharpest  man  in  tin*  I'nited  States  secret  ser\'ice.** 

For  a  brief  in«»tnnt  l(»ngcr.  Jimmie  Dale  stood  under  the 
street  lam|).  his  mind  in  a  lightning-quick  way  catalofninif; 
everv  |M»int  in  her  letter,  viewing  every  point  from  a  mvriad 
angles.  cr»nNt meting.  <le vising,  niappmg  out  a  plan  to  dove- 
tail into  tliem—anrl  then  Jimmie  Dale  swung  on  a  downtown 
hiiN  "I "here  was  neither  time  nor  occasion  to  go  home  now 
-  th:it  nnrvrllutis  little  kit  of  hur^lar's  tools  that  peeped  frnm 
their  tiriv  po«kets  in  that  curious  leather  undervest.  and  that 
reiM^-^ed  n«»\v  in  thr  ^afe  in  his  den.  would  \>c  useless  to  him 
tonight ;  Ih-i«1* -,  in  the  hreast  pocket  of  his  ca.it.  neatlr 
fiiMed.  was  a  hlack  silk  nia^k.  and.  relics  of  his  role  of 
l^irry  the  Hat,  an  aut(»m;itie  revolver,  an  electric  flashlight 
a  steel  jinimv,  and  a  hi  inch  of  skeleton  keys,  were  dis- 
tributed among  the  other  pockets  of  his  smart  twccd 
suit. 


THE  COUNTERFEIT  FIVE  96 

Jimmie  Dak  changed  from  the  bus  to  the  subway,  leav- 
ing behind  him,  strewn  over  many  blocks,  the  tiny  and 
minute  fragments  into  which  he  had  torn  her  letter;  at 
Aster  Place  he  left  the  subway,  walked  to  Broadway,  turned 
uptown  for  a  block  to  Eighth  Street,  then  along  Eighth 
Street  almost  to  Sixth  Avenue — and  stopped. 

A  rather  shabby  shop,  a  pitiful  sort  of  a  place,  display- 
ing in  its  window  a  heterogeneous  conglomeration  of  cheap 
odds  and  ends,  ink  bottles,  candy,  pencils,  cigarettes,  pens, 
toys,  writing  pads,  marbles,  and  a  multitude  of  other  small 
wares,  confronted  him.  Within,  a  little,  old,  sweet-faced, 
gray-haired  woman  stood  behind  the  counter,  pottering  over 
the  rearrangement  of  some  articles  on  the  shelves. 

**  My  word !  "  said  Jimmie  Dale  softly  to  himself.  "  You 
wouldn't  believe  it,  would  you!  And  I've  always  wondered 
how  these  little  stores  managed  to  make  both  ends  meet. 
Think  of  that  old  soul  making  fifteen  or  twenty  thousand 
dollars  from  a  layout  like  this — even  it  it  has  taken  her  a 
lifetime!^ 

Jhnmie  Dale  had  halted  nonchalantly  and  unconcernedly 
by  the  curb,  not  too  near  the  window,  busied  apparently  in 
an  effort  to  light  a  refractory  cigarette :  and  then,  about  to 
enter  the  store,  he  gazed  aimlessly  across  the  street  for  a 
moment  instead.  A  man  came  briskly  around  the  comer 
from  Sixth  Avenue,  opened  the  store  door,  and  went  in. 

Jimmie  Dale  drew  back  a  little,  and  turned  his  head  again 
as  the  door  closed — and  a  sudden,  quick,  alert,  and  startled 
look  spread  over  his  face. 

The  man  who  had  entered  bent  over  the  counter  and  spoke 
to  the  old  lady.  She  seemed  to  listen  with  a  dawning  terror 
creeping  over  her  features,  and  then  her  hands  went  piteously 
to  the  thin  hair  behind  her  ears.  The  man  motioned  toward  a 
door  at  the  rear  of  the  store.  She  hesitated,  then  came  out 
from  behind  the  counter,  and  swayed  a  little  as  though  her 
fimbs  would  not  support  her  weight. 

Jimmie  Dale's  lips  thinned. 

••  Vm  afraid,"  he  muttered  slowly,  "  I'm  afraid  that  I'm 
too  late  even  now."    And  then,  as  she  came  to  the  door  and 
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turned  the  key  on  the  inside :  "  Pray  Heaven  she  docsn*t 
turn  the  liglu  out — or  somebody  might  think  I  was  ttyiqg 
to  break  in !  " 

Rut  in  that  respect  Jimniie  Dale's  fears  were  f^froundlcsi 
She  did  not  turn  out  citlier  of  the  gas  jets  that  lighted  the 
little  shop:  instead,  in  a  faltering,  reluctant  sort  of  manner. 
she  led  the  way  directly  through  the  door  in  the  rear,  and  the 
man  followed  her. 

The  sliop  was  empty — and  Jimmie  Dale  was  standmi^ 
against  the  door  on  the  outside.  His  position  was  perfectlr 
natural — a  hundred  f)a«Ners-l)y  would  have  noted  nothing  bet 
a  most  commonplace  <K'currence — a  man  in  the  act  of  enter- 
ing a  store.  And.  if  he  ap|>eared  to  fumble  and  have  troubk 
with  the  latcli.  what  of  it!  jimmie  Dale,  however,  was  nai 
fumbling — hidden  by  his  Kick  that  was  turned  to  the  street, 
those  wonderful  fmgc-rs  of  his,  in  whose  tips  seemed  em- 
lx)died  and  concentrated  every  one  of  the  human  senses,  were 
working  quickly,  surely,  accurately,  without  so  much  as  the 
wasted  mctvemrnt  of  a  single  muscle. 

A  faiiu  tinkle — and  tlie  key  within  fell  from  the  lock  to 
the  floor.  A  faint  click — and  the  IkiU  of  the  lock  slipped 
iMck.  Jinunie  Dale  restored  the  skeleton  keys  and  a  littk 
steel  in>irunu*nt  t!^•lt  acccmipanied  them  to  his  pocket — and 
quirtly  opriu-d  the  d«»or.  He  stepjK'd  inside,  picked  up  the 
key  from  the  floor.  in>*iTte<i  it  in  the  lock,  closed  the  door 
Inhind  liim.  and  I(K'kerl  it  again. 

"  I'll  ^uard  aiinin^t  interruption,"  observed  Jimmie  Dik 
a  littK-  'iui//ica11y. 

lie  wa"-.  p<r!iap<.  thirty  seconds  Ix^hind  the  others.  He 
crii^-r«l  rlu-  *-\ui\i  nui^^ele^^ly.  cautiously,  ami  ftassed  thrtMl^ 
the  donr  at  thr  rear.  It  opiiu-d  into  a  sfiort  |>assage  thSL 
al!rr  a  ft\v  fi'«t.  iravr  on  a  >*ort  of  corridor  at  right  angles— 
and  ih'wn  x\\\>  latit-r.  facin::  liim.  at  the  end,  the  door  of  a 
liu'liti*!  r<K)m  wa^  opm.  and  h<*  could  mt  the  figure  of  the 
man  who  harl  t-n*-  r:  •!  0  r  -h**]*,  !»aik  turned,  standing  on  the 
t!iri-lu)kl.     \'<.'.  I  V  j'vl'-rii-.rt.  came  to  him. 

riu-  cnrriil^r  !"^«li  w.in  «lark  ;  an<l  Jinunie  Dale,  satisfied 
that  he  wa>  fairly  >afe  from  observation,  stole  softly  ta^ 
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ward.  He  passed  two  doors  on  his  left — ^and  the  curious 
arrangement  of  the  building  that  had  puzzled  him  for  a 
moment  became  clear.  The  store  made  the  front  of  an  old 
tenement  building,  with  apartments  above,  and  the  rear  of 
the  store  was  a  sort  of  apartment,  too — the  old  lady's  living 
quarters. 

Step  by  step,  testing  each  one  against  a  possible  creaking 
o(  the  floor,  Jimmie  Dale  moved  forward,  keeping  close  up 
against  one  wall.  The  man  passed  on  into  the  room — and 
now  Jimmie  Dale  could  distinguish  every  word  that  was  being 
spoken ;  and,  crouched  up,  in  the  dark  corridor,  in  the  angle 
of  the  wall  and  the  door  jamb  itself,  could  see  plainly  enough 
into  the  room  beyond.    Jimmie  Dale's  jaw  crept  out  a  little. 

A  young  man,  gaunt,  pale,  wrapped  in  blankets,  half  sat, 
half  reclined  in  an  invalid's  chair ;  the  old  lady,  on  her  knees, 
the  tears  streaming  down  her  face,  had  her  arms  around  the 
sick  man's  neck ;  while  the  other  man,  apparently  upset  at 
the  scene,  tugged  vigorously  at  long,  gray  mustaches. 

•*  Sammy !  Sammy !  "  sobbed  the  woman  pitcously.  "  Say 
jrou  didn't  do  it.  Sammy — say  you  didn't  do  it !  " 

"  Look  here.  Mrs.  Matthews,"  said  the  man  with  the  gray 
mustaches  gently,  "  now  don't  you  go  to  making  things 
any  harder.  I've  got  to  do  my  duty  just  the  same,  and  take 
your  son." 

The  young  man,  a  hectic  flush  beginning  to  bum  on  his 
cheeks,  gazed  wildly  from  one  to  the  other. 

•*  WTiat— what  is  it  ?  "  he  cried  out. 

The  man  threw  back  his  coat  and  displayed  a  badge  on  his 
vest. 

•*  Vm  Kline  of  the  secret  service,"  he  said  gravely.  "  I'm 
sorry,  Sammy,  but  I  want  you  for  that  little  job  in  Washing- 
ton at  the  bureau — ^before  you  left  on  sick  leave !  " 

Sammy  Matthews  struggled  away  from  his  mother's  arms, 
pulled  himself  forward  in  his  chair — and  his  tongue  licked 
dry  lips. 

**  \Miat — ^what  job?  "  he  whispered  thickly. 

•*  You  know,  don't  you  ? "  the  other  answered  steadily. 
He  took  a  large,  flat  pocketbook  from  his  pocket,  opened 
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it,  and  took  out  a  five-dollar  bill.  He  held  this  before  the 
sick  man's  eyes,  but  just  out  of  reach,  one  finger  silently  in- 
dicatin}2^  the  lower  left-hand  corner. 

Matthews  stared  at  it  for  a  nioment,  and  the  hectic  flush 
faded  to  a  grayish  pallor,  and  a  (jueer,  impotent  sound  gur- 
gled in  his  throat. 

**  I  see  you  recognise  it,"  said  the  other  quietly.  '*  It's 
open  and  shut.  Sammy.  That  little  inii>cr  feet  ion  in  the 
plate's  j^ot  you,  my  l)oy." 

"  Sammy  !  Sammy!  "  sobbed  the  woman  again.  **  Sam- 
mv,  sav  vou  didn't  do  it  I  " 

'"  It's  a  lie!  "  said  Matthews  hoarselv.  "  It's  a  lie!  That 
f)late  was  condemned  in  the  Inireau  for  that  impcrfectioih— 
condemned  and  destroyed." 

"  Condemned  to  he  destroyed."  correct e<l  the  other,  with- 
out rai"-inp  his  voice.  "  There's  a  little  difference  there. 
Sammy — nlxmt  twenty  years'  difference — in  the  Federal  pea 
Rut  it  wasn't  de^^troyed  :  this  note  was  printed  from  it  by  one 
of  tlie  <hVke<t  trnni^s  of  counterfeiters  in  the  United  State*— 
but  I  dnn'i  net-d  to  tell  you  that.  I  guess  you  know  who  thet 
are.  I've  In-en  after  tliem  a  long  time,  and  I've  got  them 
now,  just  as  tiL'lil  a*?  I've  ir^t  you.  Instead  of  destroying  that 
plate,  ynn  ^-toK*  it.  ;inrl  di^piixcd  of  it  to  the  gang.  How  much 
did  they  j^ive  you  ?  " 

Matt  lie  vvn*  f.-iiT  seemed  to  hold  a  dumb  horror,  and  his 
fini;tTs  piike<l  at  tlu-  amis  of  the  chair.  His  mother  had 
movrd  from  ln'-i«!e  him  now,  an<l  l)oth  her  hands  were  nat- 
tint;  ;ii  tlu-  ni.urs  -hrvf  in  a  pitiful  way,  while  again  and 
attain  "^lir  tri^d  t«i  ^tu-ak.  l>nt  no  words  would  come. 

**  It's  a  lie  !  '*  -^aii!  Maithcvv^  aqain.  in  a  colourless,  mecfaaiih 
cal  way. 

The  man  trlanord  at  Mrs.  Matthews  as  he  put  the  five- 
dollar  n<-:,-  l.:i,k  iii!n  lii^  p*K*ket.  <ei*nu'<l  to  choke  a  little, 
sli«M»k  111-*  l-.»"i«l.  ainl  all  trrirt*  (»f  the  f»tTicial  sternness  that  hid 
iTi'pt  intr»  lii-i  voirr  di^.ij'i'r.iri  d. 

"  It's  rio  ufMnl.'*  hv  -aiil  in  a  low  tone.  "  Don't  do  that 
Mrs  Matthew-,  I've  ^ot  ti»  do  mv  duty."  He  leaned  a  littk 
toward  the  chair.    "  It's  dead  to  rights.  Sammy.    You  m^flt 
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as  wcD  make  a  clean  breast  of  it.  It  was  up  to  you  and  Al 
Grcgor  to  sec  that  the  plate  was  destroyed.  It  wasn't  des- 
troyed ;  instead,  it  shows  up  in  the  hands  of  a  gang  of  coun- 
terfeiters that  I've  been  watching  for  months.  Furthermore, 
I've  got  the  plate  itself.  And  finally,  though  I  haven't 
placed  him  under  arrest  yet  for  fear  you  might  hear  of  it 
before  I  wanted  you  to  and  make  a  get-away.  I've  got  Al 
Gregor  where  I  can  put  my  hands  on  him,  and  I've  got  his 
confession  that  you  and  he  worked  the  game  between  you 
to  get  that  plate  out  of  the  bureau  and  dispose  of  it  to  the 
gang.- 

^  Oh,  my  God ! " — it  came  in  a  wild  cry  from  the  sick 
man.  and  m  a  desperate,  lurching  way  he  struggled  up  to 
hh  feet.  "Al  Gregor  said  that?  Then — then  I'm  done!" 
He  clutched  at  his  temples.  "  But  it's  not  true — it's  not  true ! 
If  the  plate  was  stolen,  and  it  must  have  been  stolen,  or  that 
note  wouldn't  have  been  found,  it  was  Al  Gregor  who  stole 
it — I  didn't,  I  tell  you !  I  knew  nothing  of  it.  except  that  he 
and  I  were  responsible  for  it  and — and  I  left  it  to  him — 
thatS  the  only  way  I'm  to  blame.  He's  caught,  and  he's 
trying  to  sret  out  of  it  with  a  light  sentence  by  pretending 
to  turn  State's  evidence,  but — ^but  I'll  fight  him — ^he  can't 
prove  it — it's  only  his  word  against  mine,  and " 

The  other  shook  his  head  again. 

•*  It's  no  good,  Sammy,"  he  said,  a  touch  of  sternness  back 
in  his  tones  again.  "  I  told  you  it  was  open  and  shut.  It's 
not  only  Al  Gregor.  One  of  the  gang  got  weak  knees  when 
I  got  him  where  I  wanted  him  the  other  night,  and  he  swears 
•hat  you  are  the  one  who  delivered  the  plate  to  them.  Be- 
tween him  and  Gregor  and  what  I  know  myself,  I've  got 
•videncc  enough  for  any  jury  against  every  one  of  the  rest 
>f  you.'* 

Horror,  fear,  helplessness  seemed  to  mingle  in  the  sick 
man's  staring  eyes,  and  he  swayed  unsteadily  upon  his  feet. 

**  I'm  innocent! "  he  screamed  out.  "  But  I'm  caught.  I'm 
taught  in  a  net.  and  I  can't  get  out — they  lied  to  you — ^but 
no  one  will  believe  it  any  more  than  you  do  and — and  it 
twenty   years    for   me — oh,    God! — twenty    years, 
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and "    His  hands  went  wriggling  to  his  temples  again, 

and  he  toppled  back  in  a  faint  into  the  chair. 

"  You've  killed  him !  You've  killed  my  boy ! "  the  oU 
lady  shrieked  out  piteously,  and  flung  herself  toward  the 
senseless  figure. 

The  man  jumped  for  the  table  across  the  room,  on  whidi 
was  a  row  of  bottles,  snatched  one  up,  drew  the  cork. 
smelled  it.  and  ran  back  with  the  bottle.  He  poured  a  little 
of  the  contents  into  his  cupped  hand,  held  it  under  youn; 
Matthews'  nostrils,  and  pushed  the  bottle  into  Mrs.  Mat* 
thews*  hands. 

•*  Bathe  his  forehead  with  this,  Mrs.  Matthews,**  he 
directed  reassuringly.  **  He*ll  \)c  all  right  again  in  a  momcm. 
Tliere,  see — he's  coming  around  now." 

There  was  a  long,  fluttering  sigh,  and  Matthews  opened 
his  eyes ;  then  a  moment's  silence ;  and  then  he  spoke»  with 
an  effort,  witli  long  pauses  between  the  words: 

•*  .'\m — I — to— go — now  ?  " 

I'he  words  seemed  to  ring  absolute  terror  in  the  old  lady's 
ears.     Slie  turned,  and  dropfwd  to  her  knees  on  the  floor. 

"  Mr.  Kline,  Mr.  Kline,"  she  sobbed  out,  "oh,  for  God's 
love,  don't  take  him!  Let  him  off,  let  him  go!  He's  my 
l)oy — all  I've  ijot !    You've  got  a  mother,  haven't  you?   Yon 

know "    The  tears  were  streanu'ng  down  the  sweet,  old 

face  again.  "  ( )h.  won't  you,  for  God's  dear  name,  wool 
ydu  let  him  go?     Won't " 

"  Sto]>!  "  the  man  cried  huskily.  He  was  mopping  at  Iw 
face  with  his  handkerchief.  "  I  thought  I  was  case- 
hnrdt-ned,  I  outfit  to  l)e — but  I  guess  I'm  not.  But  I've  got 
t'»  rlo  niy  duty.  You're  only  making  it  worse  for  Samaif 
thrrr,  a**  Will  a-^  me." 

H  If  arms  were  around  his  knees  now.  clinging  there, 

"  Wliv  can't  vou  Irt  liim  off!"  she  pleaded  hvstericaDr. 
"  W  !iy  can't  vnii!  Why  can't  you!  Nobody  would  know* 
ancl  I'd  «1o  anvtiiiiii; —I'd  pay  anything — anything — IH  giK 
you  tin — fiftern  thousand  dollars!" 

"  My  j>of»r  wMtnnn."  he  said  kindly,  placing  his  hand  on  her 
head.  **  you  are  talking  wildly.    .'\(xirt  altogether  fron  dK 
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question  of  duty,  even  if  I  succeeded  in  hushing  the  matter 
up,  1  would  probably  at  least  be  suspected  and  certainly  dis- 
charged, and  I  have  a  family  to  support — and  if  1  were 
caught  rd  get  ten  years  in  the  Federal  prison  for  it.  Tm 
sorry  for  this ;  I  believe  it's  your  boy's  first  offence,  and  if 
I  could  let  him  off  I  would." 

•*  But  you  can — ^you  can !  "  she  burst  out,  rocking  on  her 
knees,  clinging  tighter  still  to  him,  as  though  in  a  paroxysm 
of  fear  that  he  might  somehow  elude  her.  "  It  will  kill 
him — it  will  kill  my  boy.  And  you  can  save  him!  And 
even  if  they  discharged  you,  what  would  that  mean  against 
my  boy's  life!  You  wouldn't  suffer,  your  family  wouldn't 
suffer,  I'll — I'll  take  care  of  that — perhaps  I  could  raise  a 
Uttlc  more  than  fifteen  thousand — but,  oh,  have  pity,  have 
mercy— don't  take  him  away ! " 

The  man  stared  at  her  a  moment,  stared  at  the  white  face 
on  the  reclining  chair — and  passed  his  hand  heavily  across 
his  eyes. 

"  You  will !  You  will !  "  It  came  in  a  great  surging  cry 
of  joy  from  the  old  lady.  "  You  will— oh,  thank  God,  thank 
God ! — I  can  see  it  in  your  face !  " 

•*  I — I  guess  I'm  soft,"  he  said  huskily,  and  stooped  and 
raised  Mrs.  Matthews  to  her  feet.  "  I)on't  cry  any  more. 
Itll  be  all  right— 11*0  be  all  right.  I'll— I'll  fix  it  up  some- 
how.  I  haven't  made  any  arrests  yet,  and — well,  I'll  take 
my  chances.  ITl  get  the  plate  and  turn  it  over  to  you  to- 
morrow, only— only  it's  got  to  be  destroyed  in  my 
presence. 

"  Yes,  yes ! "  she  cried,  trying  to  smile  through  her  tears — 
and  then  she  fltmg  her  arms  around  her  son's  neck  again. 
"  And  when  you  come  to-morrow,  I'll  be  ready  with  the 
money  to  do  my  share,  too,  and " 

But  Sammy  Matthews  shook  his  head. 

••  You're  wrong,  both  of  you,"  he  said  weakly.  "  You're 
a  white  roan,  Kline.  But  destroying  that  plate  won't  save  me. 
The  minute  a  single  note  printed  from  it  shows  up,  they'll 
know  bade  there  in  Washington  that  the  plate  was  stolen, 
and 
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"No;  youVc  safe  enough  there/*  the  other  interposed 
heavily.  **  Kiiowinj;  what  was  up,  you  don't  think  I'd  pivc 
the  gang  a  chance  to  got  thoni  into  circulation,  do  yon?  I 
got  thcni  all  when  I  got  the  plate.  And  " — he  smiled  a  little 
«inxiously — "  Til  bring  thcni  here  to  be  destroyed  with  the 
plate,  it  would  tinish  me  now,  as  well  as  you,  if  one  of  them 
ever  showed  up.  Say,"  he  said  suddenly,  with  a  catch  in  his 
breath,  **  1 — 1  don't  think  I  know  what  I'm  doing.** 

Mrs.  Matthew.s  reached  out  her  hands  to  him. 

"  What  can  I  say  to  you ! "  she  said  brokenly. 
"  What " 

Jimniic  Dale  drew  back  along  the  wall.  A  little  way 
from  the  door  ho  quickened  his  pace,  still  moving,  however, 
with  extreme  caution.  1'hcy  were  still  talking  behind  him 
as  he  turned  fr(»m  the  corri<lor  into  the  passageway  leading 
to  the  store,  and  fn^n  llu-re  into  the  store  itself.  And 
then  <iuddenly.  in  spite  of  caution,  his  foot  slipi)cd  on  the  bare 
flfKir.  It  was  not  much  —just  enough  to  cause  his  other 
ff»ot.  |)oi<fd  tentatively  in  air.  to  come  heavily  down. 
and  a  loud  and  complaining  creak  echoed  from  the 
flf»or. 

Jimmie  Dale's  jaws  snajjped  like  a  steel  trap.  From  down 
the  corridor  came  a  sudflen.  excited  exclamation  in  the  little 
old  larlv's  voici'.  and  thru  her  ^teps  sounded  rimning  towani 
the  str»re.  In  the  fraction  of  a  second  Jimmie  Dale  was  at 
the  fr'iTit  df>or. 

"  Cluni-^y.  blundering  fool !  "  he  whispered  fiercely  to  him- 
^vU  as  he  tMfnd  tlie  ki*v.  openrd  the  door  noiselessly  until 
it  was  just  aj:ir.  ancl  turned  the  key  in  the  lock  again,  leav- 
inij  thr  !w)lt  protruding  out.  One  step  backward,  and  he  wi* 
rappiu'^  on  thr  crmnter  with  hU  knuckles.  **  Isn't  anybody 
hrn?"  he  rallrd  out  loudlv.  "Isn't  any— oh!** — as  Mn 
M.itthfw<  npprrin-d  in  the  back  doorway.  "A  package  of 
cigarette;.  f>lras-r.** 

She  **tari  «1  at  him.  a  little  frightened,  her  eyes  red  and 
swollen  witli  rtrent  crying. 

"Mow — how  did  you  get  in  here?'*  she  asked 
lously. 
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**  I  beg  your  pardon  ?  "  inquired  Jimmie  Dale,  in  polite 
surprise. 

"  I — I  locked  the  door — I'm  sure  I  did,"  she  said,  more 
to  herself  than  to  Jimmie  Dale,  and  hurried  across  the  floor 
to  the  door  as  she  spoke. 

Jimmie  Dale,  still  politely  curious,  turned  to  watch  her. 

For  a  moment  bewilderment  and  a  puzzled  look  were  in 
her  face — and  then  a  sort  of  surprised  relief. 

"  I  must  have  turned  the  key  in  the  lock  without  shutting 
the  door  tight/'  she  explained,  '*  for  I  knew  I  turned  the 
key." 

Jimmie  Dale  bent  forward  to  examine  the  lock — and  nod- 
ded. 

**  Yes,"  he  agreed,  with  a  smile.  "  I  should  say  so." 
Then,  gravely  courteous :  "  I'm  sorry  to  have  intruded." 

**  It  is  nothing,"  she  answered ;  and,  evidently  anxious  to 
be  rid  of  him,  moved  quickly  around  behind  the  counter. 
**  What  kind  of  cigarettes  do  you  want  ?  " 

^  Egyptians — any  kind,"  said  Jimmie  Dale,  laying  a  bill 
on  the  counter. 

He  pocketed  the  cigarettes  and  his  change,  and  turned 
to  the  door. 

•*  Good-evening,"  he  said  pleasantly — and  went  out. 

Jimmie  Dale  smiled  a  little  curiously,  a  little  tolerantly. 
As  he  started  along  the  street,  he  heard  the  door  of  the  little 
shop  close  with  a  sort  of  supercareful  bang,  the  key  turned, 
and  the  latch  rattle  to  try  the  door — the  little  old  lady  was 
bent  on  making  no  mistake  a  second  time ! 

And  then  the  smile  left  Jimmie  Dale's  lips,  his  face  grew 
strained  and  serious,  and  he  broke  into  a  run  down  the  block 
to  Sixth  Avenue,  Here  he  paused  for  an  instant — there  was 
the  elevated,  the  surface  cars — which  would  be  the  quicker  ? 
He  looked  up  the  avenue.  There  was  no  train  coining ;  the 
nearest  surface  car  was  blocks  away.  He  bit  his  lips  in 
vexation — and  then  with  a  jump  he  was  across  the  street 
and  hailing  a  passing  taxicab  that  his  eyes  had  just  lighted 
on. 

•*  Got  a  fare  ?  "  called  Jimmie  Dale. 
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"  Xo.  sir,"  answered  the  chauffeur,  bumping  his  car  to  an 
abrupt  halt. 

"  Good ! "  Jinimie  Dale  ran  alongside,  and  yanked  the 
door  o|>en.  '*  Do  you  know  where  tlic  Palace  Saloon  on  the 
Bowery  is  ?  " 

"  Yes,  sir,"  replied  the  man. 

Jimmie  Dale  held  a  ten-dollar  bank  note  up  before  the 
chauffeur's  eves. 

"  I*l;ini  that  in  four  minutes,  then,"  he  snapped — and 
s]>rang  into  the  cab. 

The  taxical)  swerved  around  on  little  better  than  two 
wheels,  started  on  a  mad  dash  <lown  tlie  Avenue — and  Jim- 
mie Dale  braced  himself  jjrimly  in  his  sciit.  'llie  cab  swerved 
again,  tore  across  Wavcrly  Place.  circuite<l  Washington 
Square,  crossed  Broadway,  and  whirled  fmally  into  the  up- 
per end  of  the  Bower>'. 

Jimmie  Dale  sj)oke  once — to  himself — plaintively. 

"  It's  too  k'ld  I  can't  let  old  CarriUhers  in  on  this  for  a 
scoop  with  hi^  precious  Moni'mn  Scu'S-Argus — but  if  I  grt 
out  of  it  alive  my<rlf,  PIl  <lo  well !  Wonder  if  the  dayll  ever 
come  when  he  IithN  out  that  his  very  dear  friend  and  old 
college  pal.  limmir  Dale,  i^  the  Gray  Seal  that  he's  turned 
hini^clf  insidr  fnit  for  alxnit  four  years  now  to  catch,  and 
that  he'd  trade  hi<  soul  with  the  devil  any  time  to  lay  hands 
on !  Good  old  ( 'arrutlu-rs !  '  The  most  puzzling,  bewikkr- 
injr.  de1ii,ditful  cn»ok  in  the  annals  of  crime' — am  I?** 

The  cab  rlrrw  up  at  the  curb.  Jimmie  l>ale  sprang  OOL 
shr»ve<l  the  hill  into  thr  clianfTeur's  hand.  stepj>ed  quicklf 
arrosv  tlie  '^idrwalk.  aiul  pu<hrd  his  way  through  the  swtng- 
inj:  cliMir-i  of  t!ic  Palacr  Saloon.  Inside  leisurely  and 
noiu  halantly.  hv  walkicl  <liiwn  past  the  length  of  the  bar  tea 
d«H)r  at  the  rear.  This  oiH'ned  into  a  fxissagcway  that  led  to 
the  siile  entrance  of  the  salo<in  on  the  cross  street,  jinvnie 
Dale  cmer^^cfl  from  ilie  sifjc  entrance,  crossed  the  street,  le- 
trarrd  his  ^teps  to  tin-  Bowery,  crossed  over,  and  walked 
rapidly  down  that  thorouj^hfare  for  two  blocks.  Here  he 
tiirnrcl  ea^t  into  thr  cnxs  •;tre<-t ;  and  here,  once  more,  lil 
j>ace  became  Kisiirely  and  inihurried. 
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•*  It's  a  strange  coincidence,  though  possibly  a  very  happy 
one/'  said  Jimmie  Dale,  as  he  walked  along,  "  that  it  should 
be  on  the  same  street  as  the  Sanctuary — ah,  this  ought  to 
be  the  place ! " 

An  alleyway,  corresponding  to  the  one  that  flanked  the 
tenement  where,  as  Larry  the  Bat,  he  had  paid  room  rent 
as  a  tenant  for  several  years,  in  fact,  the  alleyway  next  above 
it,  and  but  a  short  block  away,  intersected  the  street,  narrow, 
black,  and  uninviting.  Jimmie  Dale,  as  he  passed,  peered 
down  Its  length. 

•*  No  light — ^that's  good  I  "  commented  Jimmie  Dale  to  him- 
self. Then:  "Window  opens  on  alleyway  ten  feet  from 
ground — shoe  store,  Russian  Jew,  in  basement — go  in  front 
door — straight  hallway — room  at  end — Russian  Jew  prob- 
ably accomplice — be  careful  that  he  does  not  hear  you  mov- 
ing overhead  '* — ^Jimmie  Dale's  mind,  with  that  curious  fac- 
ulty of  his,  was  subconsciously  repeating  snatches  from  her 
letter  word  for  word,  even  as  he  noted  the  dimly  lighted, 
untidy,  and  disorderly  interior  of  what,  from  strings  of 
leather  slippers  that  decorated  the  cellarlike  entrance,  was 
e\ndently  a  cheap  and  shoddy  shoe  store  in  the  basement  of 
the  Imildnig. 

The  building  itself  was  rickety  and  tumble-down,  three 
stories  high,  and  given  over  undoubtedly  to  gregarious  for- 
eigners of  the  poorer  class,  a  rabbit  burrow,  as  it  were, 
having  a  multitude  of  roomers  and  lodgers.  There  was 
nothing  ominous  or  even  secretive  about  it — up  the  short 
flight  of  steps  to  the  entrance,  even  the  door  hung  care- 
lessly half  open. 

Jtnnnie  I^e's  slouch  hat  was  pulled  a  little  farther  down 
over  his  eyes  as  he  mounted  the  steps  and  entered  the  hall- 
way. He  listened  a  moment.  A  sort  of  subdued,  querulous 
hubbub  seemed  to  hum  through  the  place,  as  voices,  men's. 
women's,  and  children's,  echoing  out  from  their  various 
rooms  above,  mingled  together,  and  floated  down  the  stair- 
ways in  a  discordant  medley.  Jimmie  Dale  stepped  lightly 
down  the  length  of  the  hall — and  listened  again :  this  time 
\  with  his  car  to  the  keyhole  of  the  door  that  made 
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the  end  of  the  passage.  There  was  not  a  sound  from  whhia. 
lie  tried  the  door,  smiled  a  httle  as  he  reached  for  his 
keys,  worked  over  the  lock — ^and  straightened  up  suddenly 
as  his  ear  caught  a  descendinij  stej)  on  the  stairs.  It  was 
two  flights  up,  however — and  the  door  was  unlocked  now. 
Jinnnie  Dale  u]Hiie(i  it,  and.  like  a  shadow,  slip{)cd  inside; 
and  as  he  locked  the  door  behind  him,  smiled  once  more— 
the  d(M>r  loi'k  was  hut  a  paltry  makeshift  at  best,  but  inside 
his  fingers  had  touched  a  massive  steel  bolt  that,  when  shoe 
bome,  wor.ld  yield  when  the  df>or  itself  yielded— rand  not  be- 
fore. Without  moving  the  bolt,  he  turned— ^nd  his  flash- 
light for  a  moment  swept  the  room. 

•*  Not  much  like  the  way  they  descriln!  this  sort  of  place 
in  storylH.M)ks !  "  nuirmured  Jimmie  Dale  capriciously.  **  But 
I  get  tlie  idea.  .Mr.  Ku»ian  Jew  downstairs  makes  a  bluff 
at  using  it  for  a  storeroom." 

Again  the  flashlight  made  a  circuit.  Here,  there,  and 
everywhere,  seemingly  without  any  attempt  at  order,  were 
pilr'*  of  vv(H>(Ien  ^^hipping  cases.  ( )nly  the  centre  of  the  room 
\\;i^  rle:ir  and  tTM;»ty;  that,  and  a  vacant  s{)ace  against  the 
wall  l»\  the  u  iinlow. 

|:iniL:f  D.ile.  tin»\iijg  without  sound,  went  to  the  window. 
'Iht-re  wa^  a  ^^liadr  on  it.  and  it  was  pulled  dov^iL  He 
ri-.tiherl  lip  un«Urneaih  it.  filt  f4)r  the  window  fasteninf;.  and 
twil'K'krd  it  ;  then  cautiously  tested  the  window  itself  fay  bft- 
in::  it  an  iiuh  or  two — it  slid  easily  in  its  grooves. 

lit*  stiM.d  tlM-n  ft>r  a  nv>nu-nt,  hardfaced.  a  frown  gathcr- 
ini:  his  iMrilit.id  into  hrnvy  furr(»ws,  as  the  flashlight's  ray 
a-  'ill  :;!.•!  .iL::iin  darieU  !:i:l:er  and  thither.  There  was  nodi- 
it  /.  .il.  .  1  :•  !v  notliiii;,'  i:i  the  room  but  wooden  packinf 
I  t  •  >.  iT«-  ]:!'d  \]u  roMT  of  the  one  nearest  to  him  and 
!..■.■..  i  J!  •■:■  .  It  u:i<  jji'.ite  empty,  except  for  some  pieces 
of  !  ( .ivv  t  urd.  :iii>l  a  few  cardlitiartl  shoe  boxes  that,  in  tunu 

•'  It's  hcrr.  «.!  roufNi/'  said  Jimmie  Dale  thought fllOjr  It 
hiniM-lf  ••(Uvir  wak.  t^o!  Ihit  1  can't  move  half  a 
hufidn*!  p.iikinir  •.•.••■^  wIiImhu  that  chap  Iwlow  hearin|^ 
and  I  can't  do  it  m  tin  minutCM,  either,  which,  I  imaging ii 
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the  outside  limit  of  time.  Fortunately,  though,  these  cases 
are  not  without  their  compensation — a  dozen  men  could  hide 
here." 

He  began  to  move  about  the  room.  And  now  he  stooped 
before  one  pile  of  boxes  and  then  another,  curiously  attempt- 
ing to  lift  up  the  entire  pile  from  the  bottom.  Some  he  could 
not  move ;  others,  by  exerting  all  his  strength,  gave  a  little ; 
and  then,  finally,  over  in  one  comer,  he  found  a  pile  that 
appeared  to  answer  his  purpose. 

"  These  are  certainly  empty,"  he  muttered. 

There  was  just  room  to  squeeze  through  between  them  and 
the  next  stack  of  cases  alongside;  but,  once  through,  by  the 
simple  expedient  of  moving  the  cases  out  a  little  to  take  ad- 
\-antage  of  the  angle  made  by  the  corner  of  the  room,  he 
obtained  ample  space  to  stand  comfortably  upright  against 
the  wall.  But  Jimmie  Dale  was  not  satisfied  yet.  Could  he 
see  out  into  the  room?  He  exi)eriniented  with  his  flash- 
light— and  carefully  shifted  the  screen  of  cases  before  him 
a  little  to  one  side.  And  yet  still  he  was  not  satisfied.  With 
a  sort  of  ironical  droop  at  the  comers  of  his  lips,  as  though 
suddenly  there  had  flashed  upon  him  the  inspiration  that 
fathered  one  of  those  whimsical  ideas  and  fancies  that  were 
so  essentially  a  characteristic  of  Jimmie  Dale,  he  came  out 
from  behind  the  cases,  went  across  the  room  to  the  case  he 
had  opened  when  he  first  entered,  took  out  the  cord  and  the 
cover  of  one  of  the  cardboard  shoe  boxes,  and  with  these 
returned  to  his  hiding  place  once  more. 

The  sounds  from  the  upper  stories  of  the  tenement  now 
reached  him  hardly  at  all ;  but  from  below,  directly  under  his 
feet  almost,  he  could  hear  some  one,  the  proprietor  of  the 
shoe  store  probably,  walking  about. 

Tense,  every  faculty  now  on  the  alert,  his  head  tumed  in 
a  strained,  attentive  attitude,  Jimmie  Dale  threw  on  the  flash- 
light's tiny  switch,  took  that  intimate  and  thin  metal  case 
from  his  pocket,  extracted  a  diamond-shaped,  gray  paper 
seal  with  the  little  tweezers,  moistened  the  adhesive  side, 
mod  stuck  it  in  the  centre  of  the  white  cardboard-box  cover, 
then  tore  the  edges  of  the  cardboard  down  until  the  whole 
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was  just  small  enough  to  slip  into  his  i)ocket.  Through  the 
cardbo;ird  he  loopccl  a  piece  of  cord,  placard  fashion,  and 
with  his  |)eiicil  printed  the  four  words — *'  with  the  com- 
plinients  of*' — above  the  gray  seal.  He  surveyed  thr  re- 
sult with  a  grim,  mirthless  chuckle — and  put  the  piece  of 
cardlK)ard  in  his  pocket. 

**  I'm  taking  the  longest  chances  I  ever  took  in  my  life," 
said  Jimmie  Dale  very  seriou>ly  to  himself,  as  his  fincer* 
twisted,  and  clouhletl,  and  tied  the  remaining  pieces  of  cord 
together,  and  finally  fashioned  a  running  noose  in  one  end 

**  I  don't "     The  cord  an<l  the  fla.shlight  went  into  ht$ 

poi'ket.  the  room  was  in  <larkne.^s,  the  black  mask  W'as 
whip|K*d  fnim  his  breast  ])Ocket  and  adjusted  to  his  face,  and 
his  automatic  was  in  his  han<l. 

(  ame  the  creak  of  a  f o<>t<tep,  as  though  on  a  ladder  ex- 
actly below  him,  another,  and  another,  receding  curiousbr 
in  its  direction,  yet  at  the  same  time  growing  louder  in 
soiuid  as  if  nearer  the  floor — then  a  crack  of  light  showed 
in  the  floor  in  the  centre  of  the  rcxim.  This  held  for  an 
instant,  then  expanded  suthlenly  into  a  great  luminous 
srpiare — and  through  a  trajnluor,  o]K*ned  wide  now,  a  man's 
head  apjH'ared. 

Jinitnie  Dale's  eyes,  fixed  through  the  Sjvice  Ix-tween  the 
piles  of  cases,  narrowed — there  was,  indee<l,  little  doubt  brt 
tliat  tlie  sluK'-store  proprietor  Ik-1ow  was  an  accomplice! 
The  store  served  a  most  convenient  purj)Osc  in  every  re- 
*»ptvt— as  a  stvret  means  of  entry  inti)  the  nxmi,  as  a  sort 
of  guarantee  of  imuM'ence  for  the  room  itself.  Why  nrt- 
T*)  tile  sujK-rt'uinl  nb-erver,  to  the  man  who  might  by  some 
chant  r  f)lnndrr  into  the  room — it  was  but  an  adjunct  of  the 
stnre  it'^tlf! 

The  man  in  the  trap-cbxirway  paused  with  his  shouklen 
ali.ivr  tlie  lliHir.  Imkid  aroimd.  listened,  then  <lrew  himself 
iiti.  •.\;ilktd  arrnss  thr  fli»i>r.  and  sfiot  the  heavy  Udt  on  thf 
d«-»r  tb.'U  K'll  into  tl)r  liallway  of  the  house.  Me  returned 
ihiti  ti»  the  traj"lo.ir.  bent  over  it.  and  whistled  softly.  Two 
more  men,  in  answer  to  the  summons,  came  up  into  tbr 
room. 
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^  The  Capll  be  along  in  a  minute/'  one  of  them  said. 
-  Turn  on  the  light." 

A  switch  clicked,  flooding  the  room  with  sudden  brilli- 
ancy from  half  a  dozen  electric  bulbs. 

••  Too  many ! "  gnmted  the  same  voice  again.  "  We  ain't 
working  to-night — turn  out  half  of  'em." 

The  sudden  transition  from  the  darkness  for  a  moment 
dazzled  Jimmie  Dale's  eyes — ^but  the  next  moment  he  was 
searching  the  faces  of  the  three  men.  There  were  few 
crooks,  few  denizens  of  the  crime  world  below  the  now  ob- 
solete but  still  famous  dead  line  that,  as  Larry  the  Bat,  he 
did  not  know  at  least  by  sight. 

•*  Moulton,  Whitie  Bums,  and  Marty  Dean,"  confided 
Jimmie  Dale  softly  to  himself.  "  And  I  don't  know  of  any 
worse,  except — the  Cap.  And  gun  fighters,  every  one  of 
them,  too— nice  odds,  to  say  nothing  of " 

*•  Here's  the  Cap  now ! "  announced  one  of  the  three. 
*•  Hello,  Cap,  where'd  you  raise  the  mustache  ?  " 

Jimmie  Dale's  eyes  shifted  to  the  trapdoor,  and  into  them 
crept  a  contemptuous  and  sardonic  smile — the  man  who  was 
coming  up  now  and  hoisting  himself  to  the  floor  was  the 
man  who,  half  an  hour  before,  had  threatened  young  Sammy 
Matthews  with  arrest. 

The  Cap,  alias  Bert  Malone,  alias  a  score  of  other  names, 
closed  the  trapdoor  after  him,  pulled  ofiF  his  mustache  and 
gray  wig,  tucked  them  in  his  pocket,  and  faced  his  com- 
panions brusquely. 

**  Never  mind  about  the  mustache,"  he  said  curtly.  "  Get 
busy,  the  lot  of  you.    Stir  arotmd  and  get  the  works  out !  " 

•*  What  for?"  inquired  Whitie  Bums,  a  sharp,  ferret- 
faced  little  man.  **  We  got  enough  of  the  old  stuff  on  hand 
now,  and  that  bum  break  Gr^or  made  when  he  pinched  the 
cradced  plate  put  the  finish  on  that.    Say,  Cap " 

•*  Close  your  face,  Whitie,  and  get  the  works  out !  "  Ma- 
lone cut  in  shortly.  "  We've  only  got  the  whole  night  ahead 
of  us — but  well  need  it  all.  We're  going  to  run  the  queer 
off  that  cracked  plate.** 

One  of  the  others,  Marty  Dean  this  time,  a  certain  brutal 
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afjjjrcssivcness  in  both  features  and  physique,  edged  for- 
wanl. 

"Say.  wfiat's  the  lay?"  he  doniandcfl.  **  A  joke?  We 
printed  one  fiver  off  t!\it  plate — and  then  we  knew  enou|^ 
to  quit.  Willi  that  crack  alnnj^  the  conicr.  you  couldn't  pass 
'em  on  a  blind  man!  And  (irej^or  saying  he  thought  we 
could  patch  the  i>late  up  enough  to  i^vX  by  with  gives  me  a 
pain — he's  ^ot  jinj^'U-s  in  his  dome  factory !  Run  them  fi\'ers, 
eh — »iay,  arc  you  cracked,  too?" 

*' Aw.  f<»ri;ct  it  I  "  obbcrvcd  M  alone  caustically.  "Who's 
ninninir  this  j^an*;?"  Then,  with  a  malicious  grin:  "I 
got  a  cu-'tomcr  for  those  tivt-rs — fifteen  thousand  dollars  for 
all  we  can  turn  out  to-niirht.     See?" 

Tlie  otluTs  stared  at  him  {^t^  a  moment,  incredulity  and 
'^reeil  min::linir  in  a  curious  half-hesitant,  half-expcctam 
l*>ok  <»n  t!:«ir  f:ice<. 

Then  \\  liitie  Burns  spoke,  circling  his  lips  with  the  tip 
of  his  ton  true: 

**  I')Ve  nvan  it.  C'ai)^honeNt ?  What's  the  lay?  How'd 
voii  work  it  ?  " 

>falone.  t:i:I)ending  with  the  sensation  he  had  created. 
j:r!iinri!  :n:niii. 

"  I'a-v  ennr.'jl'.*'  hv  said  offliandeilly.  "  It  was  like  fall- 
\v.-^  ri*'\  a  1"'/  <ir''."»r  ->:t'd.  clidn't  he,  that  the  onlv  wav  he 
h  fl  l»'«-n  riK'i-  tn  i^i-t  hi^  claws  on  that  plate  was  on  accnnnl 
I'*"  \ip^:;:v:  M.ittluws  l'^'IUl:  away  ^ick — eh?  Well,  the  oM 
M  .rMiiNNs  uiML.tn.  h\<  iiM.tl'.iT.  ha^  »jnt  money — al>out  fifteen 
!l.'»n-ard.  I  l":*-^  -It'  '.:m'i  l"»!  any  m(»re  than  that,  or  I'd 
]'  .\"  r:ii  cd  ilie  :m'e.  Aw.  it  w;i<  ea<y.  She  threw  it  at  me. 
I  ''•  ■."*.•■'!  ii!'.!'  !:p  M!i  tVii:i.  th.tt's  :\\\,  Tni  Kline,  of  the  sccfti 
-.••'.■  ^.1?  I  d-iTi'i  siipjHKf  they'd  ever  seen  him.  thoi^ 
!!-.ey'«!  '  :■  w  !  i-  ^:^.rr.r  f.i-t  r:iiir.:di,  Imu  1  made  up  something 
I  *  ••  1.'!  1  I  ^1  '.'.V  ■!  :ln  111  where  I  liad  a  ca<e  ac^ainst  Safiunr 
f  '•  ■  -vi  !.•■■.':!. I-  I ■•  vN-  t'  .1?  wris  ^irontj  enough  to  put  a  hn^ 
'!:•■!  ••::■.■  "-t  ::*::. •:.!.•  1  "li I  tl'.r  hirs.  (  >{  cour<e.  he  knew  wd 
■'■•■•.■.  I  r  V.  >  !:i: '....•<•»•.  'iv!  I'.e  innld  ^ee  the  twenty  jTCtft 

I     ■  •'■•.'  !  ^  • ■•!'  ■  ■  ''^  »■'.  e-*.     Siv.  he  mussel  all  over  dK 

place,  and  \\e:il  and  tainted  iike  a  ^irl.     And  thCQ  tlw 
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woman  came  across  with  an  offer  of  fifteen  thousand  for  the 
pbte,  and  corrupted  me."  Malone's  cunning,  vicious  face. 
now  that  the  softening  effects  of  the  gray  hair  and  mus- 
tache were  gone,  seemed  accentuated  diabolically  by  the  grin 
broadening  into  a  laugh,  as  he  guffawed.  .  . 

Marty  Dean's  hand  swung  with  a  bang  to  Malone's  shoul- 
der. 

**  Say,  Cap— say,  you're  all  right ! "  he  exclaimed  excitedly. 
**  You're  the  boy !  But  what's  the  good  of  running  anything 
off  the  plate  before  turning  it  over  to  'em — the  stuff's  no 
good  to  us." 

"  You  got  a  wooden  nut,  with  sawdust  for  brains," 
said  Malone  sarcastically.  ''If  he'd  thought  the  gang  of 
counterfeiters  that  was  supposed  to  have  bought  the  plate 
from  him  had  run  off  only  one  fiver  and  then  stopped  be- 
cause they  say  it  wouldn't  get  by,  and  weren't  going  to  run 
any  more,  and  just  destroy  the  plate  like  it  was  supposed  to 
have  been  destroyed  to  begin  with,  and  it  all  end  up  with  no 
one  the  wiser,  where  d'ye  think  we'd  have  banked  that  fif- 
teen thousand !  I  told  him  I  had  the  whole  run  confiscated, 
and  that  the  queer  went  with  the  plate,  so  we'll  just  make 
that  little  run  to-night — ^that's  why  I  sent  word  around  to  you 
this  morning." 

"  By  the  jumping ! "  ejaculated  Whitie  Bums,  heavy  with 
admiration.    "  You  got  a  head  on  you.  Cap !  " 

"  It's  a  good  thing  for  some  of  you  that  I  have,"  returned 
Malone  complacently.  **  But  don't  stand  jawing  all  night. 
Go  on,  now — get  busy !  " 

There  was  no  surprise  in  Jimmie  Dale's  face — he  had 
diosen  his  position  behind  a  pile  of  cases  that  he  had  been  ex- 
tremely careful,  as  a  man  is  careful  when  his  life  hangs  in 
the  balance,  to  assure  himself  were  empty.  None  of  the 
four  came  near  or  touched  the  pile  behind  which  he  stood ; 
but,  here  and  there  about  the  room,  they  pulled  this  one  and 
that  one  out  from  various  stacks.  In  scarcely  more  than  a 
momcntt  the  room  was  completely  transformed.  It  was  no 
longer  a  storeroom  for  surplus  stock,  for  the  storage  of 
bnOgr  and  empty  packing  cases !    From  the  cases  the  men 
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had  picked  out,  like  a  touch  of  magic,  appeared  a  veritable 
printing  plant,  an  elaborate  engraver's  outfit — a  highly  effi- 
cient f(M)i-power  press.  rai)idly  being  assembled  by  Whitie 
Burns;  an  electric  dryer,  inks,  a  pile  of  white,  silk-threadrd 
kink-note  i>:iper,  a  cutter,  and  a  score  of  other  appurte- 
nances. 

"  Ves."  said  Jimmie  Dale  very  gently  to  himself.  **  Yes, 
quite  s(j — but  the  plate?  Ah!"  Malonc  was  taking  it  onl 
from  the  mi<ldle  uf  a  bundle  of  old  newspaiKTS.  loosely  tied 
together,  that  he  had  lifted  from  one  of  the  cases. 

Jimmie  Dale's  eyes  fastened  on  it — and  from  that  instant 
never  left  it.  A  minute  passe<l.  two,  three  of  them — the 
four  men  were  .silently  busy  about  the  room — Malone  was 
carefully  cleaning  the  i)late. 

"  They  will  raid  to-night.  Look  out  for  Kline,  he  is  the 
sharpest  man  in  the  L'niied  State  secret  scr>'ice  " — the  warn- 
ing in  luT  letter  was  running  through  Jimmie  Dale's  mind. 
Kline  —the  real  Kline — was  going  to  raid  the  place  to-nigfaL 
When?  At  what  time?  It  must  be  nearly  eleven  o'dock 
aln-adv.  and 

It  can^e  sudden,  (juick  as  the  crack  of  doom — a  terrifie 
cra-h  aviaiiiNi  tin*  tM)lied  door — but  the  door,  undoubtedhr  IP 
th-  >^ur]iri^e  of  tho>e  without,  held  fast,  thanks  to  the  boh. 
1  hr  four  men,  white- f:n'i<l.  seemed  for  an  instant  turned  to 
•it.itues.  ( "ame  another  crash  against  the  door — and  a  shirpi 
inn'<-rativr  ordt-r  to  those  within  to  o|>en  it  and  surrender. 

"We're  jiitniied!  Heat  it!"  whisiKTed  Whitie  Bam 
wildly     :iiid  da-^lied  for  the  trajnloor. 

Like  a  rat  for  its  hole.  Marty  Dean  followed.  MalaBCi 
f.'.rrher  away,  droppeil  the  plate  on  the  floor,  and  rushed, 
with  Monhnii  be-ide  him,  after  the  others — but  he 
re.ii  h.i-d  the  trap<l(»or. 

( )ver  the  crashing  blows,  raining  now  in  quick 
on  the  d^Mtr  of  the   room,  over  a  startled  commocion 
I(Mlgers.  nv»nuTs,  and  tenants  on  the  floor  above  awoke  i 
frii,'hte!U'd  act'vity  with  shouts  and  cries,  came  the  iouL 
cra^h  ot  a  pile  <»f  packing  boxe-  Inirled  to  the  floor.    All 
over  them,  vaulting  tho^e  scattered  in  his  way*  Jii 
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sprang  at  Malone.  The  man  reeled  back,  with  a  cry.  Moul- 
ton  dashed  through  the  trapdoor  and  disappeared.  The 
short,  ugly  barrel  of  Jimmie  Dale's  automatic  was  between 
Malone's  eyes.  '" 

**  You  make  a  move/*  said  Jimmie  Dale,  in  a  low,  sibilant 
way,  •*  and  Til  drop  you  where  you  stand !  Put  your  hands 
behind  your  back — palms  together !  " 

Malone,  dazed,  cowed,  obeyed.  A  panel  of  the  door  split 
and  rent  down  its  length — the  hinges  were  sagging.  Jim- 
mie Dale  worked  like  lightning.  The  cord  with  the  slip 
noose  from  his  pocket  went  around  Malone's  wrists,  jerked 
tight,  and  knotted ;  the  placard,  his  lips  grim,  with  no  sign 
of  humour,  Jimmie  Dale  dangled  around  the  man's  neck. 

"  An  introduction  for  you  to  Mr.  Kline  out  there — that 
you  seem  so  fond  of !  "  gritted  Jimmie  Dale.  Then,  work- 
ing as  he  talked :  **  I've  got  no  time  to  tell  you  what  I  think 
of  you,  you  pitiful  hound  " — he  snatched  up  the  plate  from 
the  floor  and  put  it  in  his  pocket — "  Twenty  years,  I  think 
you  said,  didn't  you  ?  " — his  hand  shot  into  Malone's  pocket- 
book,  and  extracted  the  five-dollar  note — "  If  you  can  open 
this  with  your  toes  maybe  you  can  get  away  " — he  wrenched 
the  trapdoor  over  and  slammed  it  shut — "good-night, 
Malone  '* — and  he  leaped  for  the  window. 

The  door  tottered  inward  from  the  top,  ripping,  tearing, 
smashing  hinges,  panels,  and  jamb.  Jimmie  Dale  got  a 
blurred  vision  of  brass  buttons,  blue  coats,  and  helmets,  and, 
in  the  forefront,  of  a  stocky,  gray-mustached,  gray-haired 
man  in  plain  clothes. 

Jimmie  Dale  threw  up  the  window,  swung  out,  as  with  a 
rush  the  oflficers  burst  through  into  the  room  and  a  re- 
volver bullet  hummed  viciously  past  his  ear,  and  dropped  to 
the  ground — into  encircling  arms ! 

•*  Ah,  no,  you  don't,  my  bucko !  "  snapped  a  hoarse  voice 
in  his  ear.  **  Keep  quiet  now,  or  Til  crack  your  bean — under- 
standf* 

But  the  oflficer,  too  heavy  to  be  muscular,  was  no  match 
for  Jimmie  Dale,  who,  even  as  he  had  dropped  from  the  sill, 
had  caught  sight  of  the  lurking  form  below;  and  now. 
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with  a  quick,  sudden,  lithe  movement  he  wriggled  loose,  his 
fist  from  a  sliort-ami  jab  smashed  upon  the  point  of  the 
other's  jaw,  sending  the  man  staggering  backward — and  Jim* 
mie  Dale  ran. 

A  crowd  was  already  collecting  at  the  mouth  of  the  alley- 
way, mostly  occu]>ants  of  the  house  itself,  and  into  these, 
scattering  them  in  all  directions,  eluding  dexterously  another 
oAicer  who  made  a  grab  for  him,  Jinmiie  Dale  charged  at  top 
s]>ced,  burst  through,  and  headed  down  the  street,  ninninf 
like  a  deer. 

Yells  weiu  up,  a  revolver  spat  venomously  behind  him. 
came  the  shrill  chccp-chccp!  of  the  police  whistle,  and  heavy 
boots  [>ounding  the  pavement  in  pursuit. 

Down  the  block  Jimmie  Dale  raced.  The  yells  augmented 
in  his  rear.  Another  shot — and  this  time  he  heard  the  buUel 
buzz.  And  then  he  swerved — into  the  next  alleyway — thit 
flanked  the  Sanctuarv. 

He  had  iK-rhaps  a  ten  yards'  lead,  just  a  little  more  than 
the  distance  from  the  street  to  the  side  door  of  the  Sanctuary 
that  opened  on  the  alleyway.  And,  as  he  ran  now,  hb 
fingers  tore  at  hi^  clothing,  loosening  his  tie,  unbuttoning 
coat,  ve>t,  collar,  shirt,  and  undershirt.  He  leaped  at  the 
door,  swung  it  open,  flung  himself  inside — and  then  sacriiic- 
ing  siKH'd  to  silence,  went  up  the  stairs  hke  a  cat,  cranunim 
his  mask  nuw  into  hi>  jKK'ket. 

His  HMmi  was  on  the  first  landing.  In  an  instant  he  had 
imlocked  the  door,  entered,  and  locked  it  again  behind  him. 
From  out>ide,  an  excited  street  urchin's  voice  shrilled  iq>  V 
him : 

"  I  le  went  in  that  door !    1  seen  him !  " 

The  police  whistle  chirped  again ;  and  then  an  authofh 
tative  voice: 

*'  (jet  around  and  watch  the  saloon  txick  of  this,  Hcoicy 
—  tlu-rr's  a  way  out  ilirouijh  there  fn»m  this  joint." 

Jimmie  Dalr.  divc^trtl  of  every  stitch  of  clothing  thai  k 
had  worn.  ptilK-d  a  di^r^'ptiiable  C(»llarless  flannel  shin 
hi^  heacl.  pulU'<l  on  a  dirty  ancl  patched  |)air  of  tronserib 
sIip|H:<i   into  a   threadbare  and   filthy  coat.     Jii 
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was  working  against  seconds.  They  were  at  the  lower  door 
now.  He  lifted  the  oilcloth  in  the  comer  of  the  room,  lifted 
up  the  loose  piece  of  the  flooring,  shoved  his  discarded  gar- 
ments inside,  and  from  a  little  box  that  was  there  smeared 
the  hollow  of  his  hand  with  some  black  substance,  possessed 
himself  of  two  little  articles,  replaced  the  flooring,  replaced 
the  oilcloth,  and,  in  bare  feet,  stole  across  the  room  to  the 
door.  Against  the  door,  without  a  sound,  Jimmie  Dale 
placed  a  chair,  and  on  the  chair  seat  he  laid  the  two  little 
articles  he  had  been  carrying  in  his  hand.  It  was  intensely 
black  in  the  room,  but  Jimmie  Dale  needed  no  light  here. 
From  under  the  bed  he  pulled  out  a  pair  of  woolen  socks 
and  a  pair  of  congress  boots,  both  as  disreputable  as  the 
rest  of  his  attire,  put  them  on — and  very  quietly,  softly, 
cautiously,  stretched  himself  out  on  the  bed. 

The  officers  were  at  the  top  of  the  stairs.  A  voice  barked 
out: 

"  Stand  guard  on  this  landing,  Peters.  Higgins,  you  take 
the  one  above.  We'll  start  from  the  top  of  the  house  and 
work  down.    Allow  no  one  to  pass  you." 

"  Yes,  sir!    Very  good,  Mr.  Kline."  was  the  response. 

Kline! — the  sharpest  man  in  the  United  States  secret  ser- 
vice, she  had  said.    Jimmie  Dale's  lips  set. 

"  I'm  glad  I  had  no  shave  this  morning,"  said  Jimmie 
Dale  grimly  to  himself. 

His  fingers  were  working  with  the  black  substance  in  the 
hollow  of  his  hand — ^and  the  long,  slim,  tapering  fingers,  the 
shapely,  well-cared- for  hands  grew  unkempt  and  grimy,  black 
beneath  the  finger  nails — and  a  little,  too.  played  its  part  on 
the  day's  growth  of  beard,  a  little  around  the  throat  and  at 
the  nape  of  the  neck,  a  little  across  the  forehead  to  meet  the 
locks  of  straggling  and  disordered  hair.  Jimmie  Dale  wiped 
the  residue  from  the  hollow  of  his  hand  on  the  knee  of  his 
trousers — and  lay  still. 

An  offkrer  paced  outside.  Upstairs  doors  opened  and 
closed  GruflF,  harsh  tones  in  commands  echoed  through  the 
house.  The  search  party  descended  to  the  second  floor — 
and  afiin  the  same  sounds  were  repeated.   And  then,  thump* 
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ing  down  the  creakinjj  stairs,  they  stop|>cd  lx?fore  Jimmie 
Dale's  room.  Sonic  one  tried  the  door,  and,  finding  it 
locked,  rattled  it  violently. 

"  Open  the  door !  "    It  was  Kline's  voice. 

Jimmie  Dale's  eyes  were  closed,  and  he  was  breathini; 
regularly,  though  just  a  little  slower  than  in  natural  respira- 
tion. 

*'  Break  it  down !  "  ordered  Kline  tersely. 

There  was  a  rush  at  it — and  it  gave.  It  surged  inward, 
knocked  against  the  chair,  upset  the  latter,  something  tinkled 
to  the  floor — and  four  officers,  with  Kline  at  their  head. 
jumju'd  into  the  room. 

Jimmie  Dale  never  moved.  A  flashlight  played  around 
the  room  and  focu'iod  upon  him — and  then  he  was  shaken 
roughly— only  to  fall  inertly  hack  on  the  bed  again. 

"  I  gucs*;  this  is  all  right,  Mr.  Kline."  said  one  of  the 
officers.  **  It's  I^irry  the  Bat,  and  he's  doj^ed  to  the  eyes. 
There's  the  .»itutT  on  the  floor  we  knocked  off  the  chair." 

"  Light  the  gas  !  "  directed  Kline  curtly ;  and,  being  obr}*ed, 
stooiK'fl  to  the  floor  and  j)icked  up  a  hypodennic  syringe  and 
a  small  hottlc.  He  held  the  l)ottle  to  the  light,  and  read  the 
lat»fl:  I.tquor  Morphimc.  "Shake  him  again !**  he  com- 
manded. 

None  too  gently,  a  policeman  caught  Jimmie  Dale  by  the 
shouMor  and  shook  him  vigorously — again  Jimmie  Dale, 
once  the  other  let  go  hi>  hold,  fell  l>ack  limply  on  the  bed, 
hnatliiiig  in  that  same,  slightly  slowed  way. 

•*  Larry  the  Hat.  eh?"  gnnitol  Kline;  then,  to  the  oflicef 
who  ha*l  volunteered  the  information:  "Who's  Larrv  the 
Bat  ?    W'liMt  is  he?    And  how  long  have  you  known  him?" 

"  I  fl'-n't  know  wlio  he  is  any  more  than  what  you  ran  vr 
there  f<T  yourNilf,"  replied  the  ofluer.  "  He's  a  dojk:  fiewl 
and  I  j;i!r»«^  a  jirt-tty  touijh  ca^^e,  though  we've  never  h.id  htm 
up  fi.r  an\t)ii*Ji:.  I  \k'\  live<l  here  ever  since  I've  been  on  the 
lK*at,  and  tliat's  tlirro  Vfars  f»r " 

•'All  riLrht!"  inti-rnij»ted  Kline  crisply.  "He's  no  good 
to  tt*i!  Vfut  ^ay  there's  an  exit  from  this  house  into  tktf 
saloon  at  the  Ijack  ?  " 
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"  Yes,  sir ;  but  the  fellow,  whoever  he  is,  couldn't  get 
away  from  there.  Heeney's  been  over  on  guard  from  the 
start" 

**  Then  he's  still  inside  there,"  said  Kline,  clipping  off  his 
words.  "  Well  search  the  saloon.  Nice  night's  work  this  is ! 
One  out  of  the  whole  gang — and  that  one  with  the  compli- 
ments of  the  Gray  Seal ! " 

The  men  went  out  and  began  to  descend  the  stairs. 

"  One,"  said  Jimmie  Dale  to  himself,  still  motionless,  still 
breathing  in  that  slow  way  so  characteristic  of  the  drug. 
"  Two.    Three.    Four." 

The  minutes  went  by — a  quarter  of  an  hour — a  half  hour. 
Still  Jimmie  Dale  lay  there — still  motionless — still  breathing 
with  slow  regularity.  His  muscles  began  to  cramp,  to  give 
him  exquisite  torture.  Around  him  all  was  silence — only 
distant  sounds  from  the  street  reached  him,  muffled,  and  at 
intervab.  Another  quarter  of  an  hour  passed — an  eternity 
of  torment.  It  seemed  to  Jimmie  Dale,  for  all  his  will 
power,  that  he  could  not  hold  himself  in  check,  that  he  must 
move,  scream  out  even  in  the  torture  that  was  passing  all 
endurance.  It  was  silent  now,  utterly  silent — ^and  then  out 
of  the  silence,  just  outside  his  door,  a  footstep  creaked — 
and  a  man  walked  to  the  stairs  and  went  down. 

•*  Five,"  said  Jimmie  Dale  to  himself.  "  The  sharpest  man 
in  the  United  States  secret  service." 

And  then  for  the  first  time  Jimmie  Dale  moved — to  wipe 
away  the  beads  of  sweat  that  had  spnmg  out  upon  his  fore- 
bead. 
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CHAPTER  V 

THE   AFFAIR  OP  TIIR   PrSIICART   MAN 

J^ARRY  THK  BAT  shambled  out  of  the  side  door  of  the 
tetictnent  into  the  back  alleyway ;  shambled  Silofig  the 
black  alleyway  to  the  Ntrcet — and  smiled  a  little  grimly  as  a 
shadow  across  the  Headway  suddenly  shifted  its  fKisition. 
The  ^anie  was  jjrowin^  acute,  critical,  dcsinrrate  even — and 
it  was  his  move. 

l-'irry  the  Hat.  clisreputahle  denizen  of  the  underworkL 
alias  Jiniinie  Dale.  niilli<>nairs  clubman,  alias  the  Gray  ScaL 
whom  (  .'trruthers  of  the  Mornituj  Xncs-Argus  called  the  • 
master  criminal  of  the  a.i^e.  shuffled  alon^  in  the  directioo 
of  tilt'  Piowery.  his  hands  plunged  deep  in  the  pockets  of  his 
frayed  ami  tattered  tnmNcrs.  where  his  tinkers,  in  a  curi- 
ous, wi-ifid  way.  fondled  the  keys  of  his  own  niagnificeK 
resjik-n^e  (in  Riverside  Drive.  It  was  his  mo\*e — and  it  nas 
an  imp:is>c.  ironical,  sardonic,  and  it  was  worse — it  was  ful 
of  peril. 

True,  he  had  outwitted  Kline  of  the  secret  service  two 

nights  Ijcfore.  when   Kline  ha<l  raided  the  counterfeitcn' 

dm;  true,  hv  li;id  no  rea^nn  to  Inlieve  that  Kline  suspected 

hnn  sj.,iitn\illy.  htit  the  man  Kline  wanted  had  entered  the 

t('p.(-!n«  !'iT    ili.'it   niu'ht.  and   since  then   the  house  had  bccB 

"^hadov  til  (l.iy  and  nii:ht.     The  result  was  t)oth  simple  and 

di^a-!ri  11^  — to  Jimmie  Dale.     Larry  the  Bat,  a  known  iD- 

mate  <<f  t^u-  bor.NO.  mit^ht  come  and  i^n  as  he  pleased— btf 

to  ciTUTKc  from  the  Sanctuary  in  the  jK'rson  of  Jimmie  Dde 

would  bf  fatal.    Kline  had  hern  outwitted,  but  Kline  had  not 

.11  knowK<lL:rfl  t'm.'il  fli  feat.    The  tenement  had  been 

frMT:i  lull  t»i  l»f.tt»»m — imostentatiously.     His  own 

tl'.i-  first  l.indinij  had  U-en  searched  the  previous  a 

when  he  was  out,  but  they  had  failed  to  find  the 
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contrived  opening  in  the  floor  under  the  oilcloth  in  the  cor- 
ner, an  impromptu  wardrobe,  that  would  proclaim  Larry  the 
Bat  and  Jimmie  Dale  to  be  one  and  the  same  person — that 
would  inevitably  lead  further  to  the  establishment  of  his 
identity  as  the  Gray  Seal.  In  time,  of  course,  the  surveil- 
lance would  cease — but  he  could  not  wait.  That  was  the 
monumental  irony  of  it — the  factor  that,  all  unknown  to 
Kline,  was  forcing  the  issue  hard  now.    It  was  his  move. 

Since,  years  ago  now,  as  the  Gray  Seal,  he  had  begun 
to  work  with  her,  that  unknown,  mysterious  accomplice  of 
his,  and  the  police,  stung  to  madness  both  by  the  virulent  and 
constant  attacks  of  the  press  and  by  the  humiliating  prod  of 
their  own  failures,  sought  daily,  high  and  low,  with  every  re- 
source at  their  command,  for  the  Gray  Seal,  he  had  never 
been  in  quite  so  strange  and  perilous  a  plight  as  he  found 
himself  at  that  moment.  To  preserve  inviolate  the  identity 
of  Larry  the  Bat  was  absolutely  vital  to  his  safety.  It  was 
the  one  secret  that  even  she,  who  so  strangely  appeared  to 
know  all  else  about  him,  he  was  sure,  had  not  discovered — 
and  it  was  just  that,  in  a  way,  that  had  brought  the  present 
impossible  situation  to  pass. 

In  the  month  previous,  in  a  lull  between  those  letters  of 
hers,  he  had  set  himself  dc^gedly  and  determinedly  to  the 
renewed  task  of  what  had  become  so  dominantly  now  a  part 
of  his  very  existence — the  solving  of  her  identity.  And  for 
that  month,  as  the  best  means  to  the  end — means,  however, 
that  only  resulted  as  futilely  as  the  attempts  that  had  gone 
before — he  had  lived  mostly  as  Larry  the  Bat.  returning 
to  his  home  in  his  proper  person  only  when  occasion  and 
necessity  demanded  it.  He  had  been  going  home  that  even- 
ing, two  n^ts  before,  walking  along  Riverside  Drive,  when 
from  the  window  of  the  limousine  she  had  dropped  the  let- 
ter at  his  feet  that  had  plunged  him  into  the  affair  of  the 
Gxmterfeit  Five — and  he  had  not  gone  home !  Eventually, 
to  save  himself,  he  had,  in  the  Sanctuary,  performing  the 
transformation  in  desperate  haste,  again  been  forced  to  as- 
tame  the  rok  of  Larry  the  Bat. 

That  was  reaOy  the  gist  of  it    And  yesterday  morning  he 
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had  remembered,  to  his  dismay,  that  he  had  had  little  or  no 
money  left  the  night  before.  He  had  intended,  of  course. 
to  replenish  his  supply — when  he  pot  home.  Only  he  hadn^ 
gone  home!  And  now  he  needed  money — ^needed  it  badly, 
desixrrately.  With  thousands  in  the  bank,  with  abundance 
even  in  his  safe,  in  his  own  den  at  home,  a  supply  kept  there 
always  for  an  emergency,  he  was  facing  actual  want — he 
rattled  two  dimes,  a  nickel,  and  a  few  odd  pennies  thought* 
fully  against  the  keys  in  his  [Kxrket. 

To  a  certain  extent,  old  Jason,  his  butler,  could  be  trusted. 
Jason  even  knew  that  mysterious  letters  of  trcmendoos 
secretive  importance  came  to  the  house,  and  the  old  man 
always  meant  well — but  he  dared  not  trust  even  Jason  with 
the  secret  of  his  dual  personality.  What  was  he  to  do? 
He  needed  money  imperatively — ^at  once.  Thanks  to  Kline, 
for  the  time  being,  at  least,  he  could  not  rid  himself  of  the 
personality  of  Larry  the  Bat  by  the  simple  expedient  of 
slipping  into  the  clothes  of  Jimmie  Dale — he  must  live,  ict 
and  remain  I^rry  the  Bat  until  the  secret  service  officer 
gave  up  the  hunt.  How  bridge  the  gulf  between  Jij 
Dale  and  I^irry  the  Hat  in  old  Jason's  eyes! 

Nor  was  that  all.  There  was  still  another  matter,  and 
that,  in  order  to  countt-ract  it.  demanded  at  once  a 
inroad — to  the  extent  of  a  telephone  call — upon  his  slender 
capital.  A  too  prolonged  and  unaccounted-for  absence  from 
hrmio.  and  old  Ja<on.  in  his  anxious,  blundering  solicitude, 
wouM  have  the  fat  in  the  fire  at  that  end — and  the  citv,  and 
the  social  firmament  thereof,  would  l)e  humming  with  the 
startlinir  news  of  the  disappearance  of  a  well-known  millioo- 
airr.  The  complications  that  would  then  ensue,  with  himsdf 
]M>work'ss  to  lift  a  fniger,  Jimmie  Dale  did  not  care  to  think 
alK)\it  -such  a  contretemps  must  at  all  hazards  be  prevented. 

Jimmie  Dale  n-achod  the  comer  of  the  street,  where  il 
intiTNivtcjl  ihf  Hnwor>\  and  paused  languidly  by  the  cmk 
No  one  apiH*ared  to  1h^  following.  He  had  not  expected 
that  there  would  be — hut  it  was  as  well  to  be  sunt.  He 
walked  then  a  few  steps  along  the  Boweiy — and  ilippal 
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suddenly  into  a  doorway,  from  where  he  could  command  a 
view  of  the  street  corner  that  he  had  just  left.  At  the  end 
of  ten  minutes,  satisfied  that  no  one  had  any  concern  in  his 
imiDediate  movements,  he  shambled  on  again  down  the  Bow- 


There  was  a  saloon  two  blocks  away  that  boasted  a  pri- 
vate telephone  booth.  Jimmie  Dale  made  that  his  destina- 
tion. 

Larry  the  Bat  was  a  very  well-known  character  in  that 
resort,  and  the  bullet-headed  dispenser  of  drinks  behind  the 
bar  nodded  unctuously  to  him  over  the  heads  of  those  clus- 
tered at  the  rail  as  he  entered ;  Larry  the  Bat.  as  befitted  one 
of  the  elite  of  the  underworld,  was  graciously  pleased  to 
acknowledge  the  proletariat  salutation  with  a  curt  nod.  He 
walked  down  to  the  end  of  the  room,  entered  the  telephone 
booth — and  was  carelessly  careful  to  close  the  door  tightly 
behind  him. 

He  gave  the  number  of  his  residence  on  Riverside  Drive, 
and  waited  for  the  connection.  After  some  delay,  Jason's 
voice  answered  him. 

•*  Jason,*'  said  Jimmie  Dale,  in  matter-of-fact  tones,  "  I 
shall  be  out  of  the  city  for  another  three  or  four  days,  pos- 
sibly a  week,  and — **  he  stopped  abruptly,  as  a  sort  of  gasp 
came  to  him  over  the  wire. 

"  Thank  God  that's  you,  sir ! "  exclaimed  the  old  butler 
wiklly.    **  I've  been  near  mad,  sir,  all  day !  " 

*•  Don't  get  excited,  Jason ! "  said  Jimmie  Dale  a  little 
sharpljr.  **  The  mere  matter  of  my  absence  for  the  last  two 
days  is  nothing  to  cause  you  any  concern.  And  while  I  am 
on  the  subject,  Jason,  let  me  say  now  that  I  shall  be  glad 
if  you  will  bear  that  fact  in  mind  in  future." 

•*  Yes,  sir,"  stammered  Jason.  "  But,  sir,  it  ain't  that — 
good  Lord*  Master  Jim,  it  ain't  that,  sir!  It's — it's  one  of 
them  letters." 

Something  like  a  galvanic  shock  seemed  to  jerk  the  dis- 
reputable, loose-jointed  frame  of  Larry  the  Bat  suddenly 
erect— and  a  strained  whiteness  crept  over  the  dirty,  un- 
washed face. 
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''  Go  on,  Jason/'  said  Jimmie  Dale,  without  a  quiver  io 
his  voice. 

"  It  came  this  niorninfi^,  sir — that  shuffer  with  his  auto* 
mobile  left  it.  I  had  just  time  to  say  you  weren't  at  home. 
sir.  and  he  was  gone.  And  then,  sir,  there  ain't  been  an 
hour  ^'one  by  all  through  the  day  that  a  woman,  sir — a 
lady,  bejij^inji^  your  i)ardon.  Master  Jim — hasn't  rung  up  ao 
the  tt.K-])h<)ne.  a>king  if  you  were  liack.  and  if  I  could  j^et 
you.  and  where  you  were,  and  half  frantic,  sir,  half  sobbini;, 
sometimes,  sir,  and  saying  there  was  a  life  hanging  on  it. 
Master  Jim." 

I-arr)'  the  Bat,  staring  into  the  mouthpiece  of  the  instru- 
ment, subcon<ciottsly  passed  his  hand  across  his  forehead, 
and  sulKTonsciously  noted  that  his  fingers,  as  he  drew  them 
away,  were  damp. 

"  Where  is  the  letter  now,  Jason  ?  "  inquired  Jimmie  Dak 
coolly. 

"  Mere  on  your  desk.  Master  Jim.  Shall  I  bring  it  to 
you  ?  " 


Bring  it  to  him!  How?  When?  Where?  Bring  it  to 
him!  The  ghastly  irony  of  it!  Jimmie  Dale  tried  to  think 
— prod<!iiig.  spurring  desperately  that  keen,  lightning  brain 
of  his  ih.'it  had  never  failed  him  yet.  How  bridge  the  gulf 
lK»tween  I.-irry  the  Brit  and  Jimnn'e  Dale  in  Jason's  e>'e*— 
not  just  for  the  replenishing  of  funds  now,  but  with  a  life  at 
stake ! 

••  No — I  think  not,  Jason."  said  Jimmie  Dale  cafanljr. 
"  Just  leave  it  where  it  is.  And  if  she  telephones  again,  saj 
that  you  have  told  me — that  will  Ik*  sufficient  to  satisfy  any 

further  in«juiries.    And  Jason " 

I  f**,  >ir . 

"  if  >he  tilcpliones  again,  try  and  find  out  where  the  oM 

come<  fp»tn/* 

••  I  haven't  forirotten  what  you  said  once.  Master  Jim* 
^ir,"  said  the  oM  man  eat:erly.  '*  And  Tve  been  trying  UbL 
.«^ir.  all  day.    Ihey've  all  come  from  ditTcrent  pay  statiooK 


ft 
sir. 


A  niirthlc^^  little  siiiiK*  tinged  Jimmie  Dale's  lips.    Of 
course!    He  might  have  known!    It  was  always  that  wai 
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always  the  same.  He  was  as  near  to  the  solution  of  her  iden- 
tity at  that  moment  as  he  had  been  years  ago,  when  she,  in 
some  mysterious  way,  alone  of  all  the'  world,  had  identified 
him  as  the  Gray  Seal  I 

•*  Very  good,  Jason,"  he  said  quietly.  "  Don't  bother  about 
it  any  more.  It  will  be  all  right.  You  can  expect  me  when 
you  sec  me.  Good-night."  He  hung  the  receiver  on  the 
hook,  walked  out  of  the  booth,  and  mechanically  reached 
the  street. 

All  right!  It  was  far  from  "all  right" — very  far  from 
it.  It  was  no  trivial  thing,  that  letter ;  they  never  had  been 
trivial  things,  those  letters  of  hers,  that  involved  so  often 
a  matter  of  life  and  death — as  this  one  now,  perhaps,  as  her 
actions  would  seem  to  indicate,  involved  life  and  death  more 
urgently  than  any  that  had  gone  before.  It  was  far  from 
all  right — at  a  moment  when  his  own  position,  his  own 
safety,  was  at  best  but  a  desperate  chance;  when  his  every 
energy,  brain,  wit,  and  ctmning  were  taxed  to  the  utmost  to 
save  himself!  And  yet,  somehow,  some  way,  at  any  cost, 
he  must  get  that  letter — and  at  any  cost  he  must  act  upon 
it !  To  fail  her  was  to  fail  utterly  in  everything  that  failure 
in  its  most  miserable,  its  widest  sense,  implied — failure  in 
that  which  rose  paramount  to  every  other  consideration  in 
life! 

Fail  her !  Jtmmie  Dale's  lips  thinned  into  a  hard,  drawn 
line — and  then  parted  slowly  in  a  curiously  whimsical  smile. 
It  wookl  be  a  strange  burglary  that  he  had  decided  upon,  in 
order  that  he  might  not  fail  her — stranger  than  any  the  Gray 
Seal  had  ever  committed,  and,  in  some  respects,  even  more 
perilous! 

He  started  along  the  Bowery,  walking  briskly  now,  to- 
ward the  nearest  subway  station,  at  Astor  Place,  his  mind 
for  the  moment  electing  to  face  the  situation  in  a  humour 
as  whimsical  as  his  smile.  Supix)sing  that,  as  Larry  the 
Bat,  he  were  caught  and  arrested  during  the  next  hour,  in 
jimmie's  Dale's  residence  on  Riverside  Drive !  With  his  ar- 
rest as  Larry  the  Bat,  Jimmie's  Dale  would  automatically 
disappear.    Would  follow  then  the  suspicion  that  Jimmie 
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D«'iio.  the  millionaire,  had  met  with  foul  play,  and  as  time 
went  on,  and  Jinimie  Dale,  Ikmhjj  then  in  prison  as  Larry 
the  fiat,  did  not  reajjpear,  the  .issurancc  of  it;  then  the 
certainty  that  suspicion  would  focus  on  I-arry  the  Bat  as 
heinp:  connected  with  the  millionaire's  death,  since  Larn*  the 
Bat  had  been  caught  in  Jinimie  Dale's  home — and  he  would 
be  accused  of  his  own  murder!  It  was  (piite  humourous,  of 
course,  cjuite  Krotes(|Uely  bizarre — but  it  was  equally  an  ex- 
ceedinj^dy  j^rim  possibility!  There  were  drawbacks  to  a 
dual  personality ! 

"  In  a  word,"  confided  Jimmie  Dale  softly  to  himself,  and 
a  serious  li^dit  crept  into  the  dark,  steady  eyes,  *'  I'm  in  a 
bit  of  a  naslv  me^h !  " 

At  Astor  Place  he  entered  the  subway ;  at  Fourteenth 
Street  he  changed  to  an  express,  and  at  Ninety-sixth  Street 
he  ^ot  out.  It  was  but  a  short  walk  west  to  Riverside 
Drive,  and  from  there  his  house  was  only  a  few  blocks 
farther  on. 

Jimmie  Dale  did  not  slouch  now.  And  for  all  his  disrep- 
utable attire,  incongruous  as  it  was  in  that  neighbourhood. 
few  |>eople  that  he  passed  [)aid  any  attention  to  him, 
pave  him  more  than  a  casual  glance — Jimmie  Dale 
alonp,  upright,  with  no  attempt  to  make  himself  inconspioi- 
ous,  hurr>'inp  a  little,  as  one  intent  u]M)n  a  definite  errand. 
As  he  neared  his  house  he  slowed  his  f)ace  a  little  until  a 
cou(»le,  who  were  passinp^  in  front  of  it.  had  f^one  on ;  thca 
he  went  up  the  steps,  but  noiselessly  a^  a  shadow  now,  to 
the  front  door,  opened  it  softly,  closed  it  softly  behind  Unw 
antl  crouched  for  a  moment  in  the  vestibule. 

Through  the  niono^^rammed  lace  on  the  plate  glass  of  dK 
inner  doors  he  could  see,  a  little  indistinctly,  into  the  rocc^ 
tion  hall  beyond.  The  hall  was  empty.  Jason,  for  thai 
matter,  would  Ik*  the  only  one  likely  to  be  about ;  the  other 
servants  would  have  no  business  there  in  any  case,  aal 
whether  in  their  fpiarters  above  or  below,  they  had 
own  stairs  at  the  rear. 

Jimmie  Dale  inserted  the  key  in  the  spring  lock,  and 
the  door  a  cautious  fraction  of  an  inch — to  listen. 
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was  no  sound — ^ycs,  a  subdued  murmured — the  servants  were 
downstairs  in  the  basement.  He  slipped  inside,  slipped,  in 
a  flash,  across  the  hall,  and,  treading  like  a  cat,  went  up 
the  stairs.  He  scarcely  seemed  to  breathe  until,  with  a  little 
sigh  of  relief,  he  stood  inside  his  den  on  the  first  floor,  with 
the  door  shut  behind  him. 

"  I  must  speak  to  Jason  about  being  a  little  more  watch- 
ful," muttered  Jimmie  Dale  facetiously.  "  Here's  all  my 
property  at  the  mercy  of — Larry  the  Bat !  " 

An  instant  he  stood  by  the  door,  looking  about  him — in 
the  bright  moonlight  streaming  in  through  the  side  windows 
the  room's  appointments  stood  out  in  soft  shadows,  the  huge 
davenport,  the  great,  luxurious  easy-chairs,  an  easel  with  a 
half-flnished  canvas,  as  he  had  left  it ;  the  big,  flat-topped, 
rosewood  desk,  the  open  fireplace — and  then,  his  steps 
silent  on  the  thick  velvet  rug  under  foot,  he  walked  quickly 
to  the  desk. 

Yes,  there  it  was — the  letter.  He  placed  it  hurriedly  in 
his  pocket — the  moonlight  was  not  strong  enough  to  read  by, 
and  he  dared  not  turn  on  the  lights. 

And  now  money — funds.  In  the  alcove  behind  the 
portiere,  Jimmie  Dale  dropped  on  his  knees  before  the  squat, 
barrel-shaped  safe,  and  opened  it.  He  reached  inside,  took 
out  a  package  of  banknotes,  placed  the  bills  in  his  pocket 
— and  hesitated  a  moment.  What  else  would  he  require? 
What  act  did  that  letter  call  upon  the  Gray  Seal  to  perform 
in  the  next  few  hours?  Jimmie  Dale  stared  thoughtfully 
ino  the  interior  of  the  safe.  Whatever  it  was,  it  must  be 
performed  in  the  role  of  Larry  the  Bat,  for  though  he  could 
get  into  his  dressing  room  now,  and  become  Jimmie  Dale 
again,  there  were  still  those  watchers  outside  the  Sanctuary 
— ihey  must  not  become  suspicious — and  if  Larry  the  Bat 
disappeared  mysteriously,  Larry  the  Bat  would  be  the  man 
that  Kline  and  the  secret  service  of  the  United  States  would 
ncrer  cease  hunting  for,  and  that  would  mean  that  he  could 
never  reassume  a  character  that  was  as  necessary  for  his 
protection  as  breath  was  to  life,  so  long  as  the  Gray  Seal 
worked.    True,  he  could  change  now  to  Jimmie  Dale,  but 
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he  would  liavc  to  chancre  back  a{x«iin  and  return  to  the 
Sanctuary  Inrforc  niorninji:.  as  I-arry  the  Bat — and  remain 
there  until  Kline.  lK*aten.  called  ofT  his  human  bloodhotmds. 
No,  a  chani^e  was  UDt  to  he  thoujjht  of. 

What.  then,  would  he  n-^iuire — that  compact  little  kit  of 
bur;:lar  tor^js.  rolled  in  its  K-ather  jacket,  that,  unrolled. 
slipped  :il)«)Ul  his  hixly  like  a  close-fittinjj  undcrvcst?  As 
Will  to  t.tke  it  anyway.  He  removed  his  coat  and  vest,  took 
out  the  !eatlK-r  hundle  from  the  safe,  untied  the  ihonsrs  that 
!»oi:Tid  it  tnj^'clher.  tm rolled  it,  passed  it  aroimd  his  body,  life- 
belt fa>lii«jn.  secured  the  thon;;s  over  his  shoulders,  and  pa! 
on  his  coat  and  ve^t  aL:ain.  A  revolver,  a  f1ashli{;ht?  He 
liad  hnth  :it  the  Sanctuary,  under  the  flooring — but  there 
were  diijilicates  here!  He  slipped  them  into  his  pockets. 
.\ii\thiiJL,'  eKe — to  ff»re>tall  and  provide  for  any  possihk 
eoiirjiiLnney ?  He  lie^iiated  aj^'ain  for  a  moment,  thinkinif. 
thru  **!i»wly  clnM  d  the  inner  dr»or  of  the  safe,  locked  it. 
•^wut:.:  liu  cur.ir  cluor  >hut — and.  in  the  act  of  twirling;  the 
knnh-.  ^;ir.::ii^'  ^ud(l«nly  to  his  feet.  Sharp,  shrill  in  the  sliB- 
ne<<  rif  tlit-  r<Mini,  the  telephone  hell  on  the  desk  rang  ool 
cl:ir!i"t!ri«i>ly. 

1'!:  TTiie  Dale's  face  set  hard,  as  he  leaped  out  from  be- 
hin»l  tl-.f  eurtiin  -ha<!  Ia^(»n  hi-ard  it!  It  ranp  again  before 
he  ifuld  reath  the  de-k — was  ringhig  as  he  snatched  the 
re«»i\er  fmrn  :he  hnuk. 

'•  Ve-*.  ye- 1"  he  callid.  in  a  low,  guarde<l,  hasty  war. 
into  tl.'-  TiTn-.^'piei-e.  "Hrllo!  What  is  it?"  And  then 
i'!i'-  !;;i'.'!.  n-tini;  on  the  de»-k.  closed  arnund  the  edge,  and 
liLrhic!.' '1  '.:iril  t!:e  -kin  «»vrr  the  knuckles  trew  ivorv  while. 
h  \H.L ':■  '     Sl:t!     It  wa<  her  voice — he  had  onlv  heard 

m 

]'  «■!'  ■  ••!  .'.11  i-.i'  IM'-  !!:at  nii:!it.  two  nii;his  In-fore,  in  I 
'  l'.»!v  I.L;:L*li  ir^tw.  ilie  limn'i-ine  as  it  h;id  *;ped  awav  II 
I  ;...  . »..■...!  ji  ..  ro.'id  liMt  I'.e  I.Tiew  !  It  thrilled  him  now 
.1  r  I'l  rl  ■■;  •mIv,  ri-M.'ri^'  h.Ini  for  the  moment  of  e«fT 
:'  ,.  •  •»  •  .:i\r  :!::it  -!..■  v. .i-  livini^',  real,  existent — that  it 
fit'r  ■,..■«•      •*  1:'    \tii!     -.  i.f '  "  he  s.iifl  hnar<elv. 

*•  <  >!:.   1:i::j'..:' -    ,«»•:  .i?  la-l  I  " — ii  came  in  a  little 
crv  of  relirf.     '■  I  iie  letter " 
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"  Yes.  Fvc  got  It— It's  all  right— it's  all  right  "—the  words 
wouM  not  seem  to  come  fast  enough  in  his  desperate  haste. 
"  But  it's  you  now.  Listen !  Listen !  "  he  pleaded.  "  Tell 
me  who  you  are!  My  God!  how  I've  tried  to  find  you, 
and " 

That  rippling,  silvery  laugh  again,  but  now,  too,  it  seemed 
to  his  eager  ear,  with  just  the  faintest  note  of  wistfulness 
in  it. 

"  Some  day,  Jimmie.    That  letter  now.    It " 

Jimmie  Dale  straightened  up  suddenly — Jason's  steps, 
running,  sounded  outside  the  room  along  the  corridor — thete 
was  not  an  instant  to  lose. 

**  Hang  up  f  Good-bye !  Danger !  Don't  ring  again !  " 
be  whispered  hurriedly,  and,  with  a  miserable  smile,  re- 
placing the  receiver  bitterly  on  the  hook,  he  jumpd  for  the 
curtain. 

He  reached  it  none  too  soon.  The  door  opened,  an  elec- 
triC'Iight  switch  clicked,  and  the  room  was  flooded  with  light. 
Jason,  still  running,  headed  for  the  desk. 

*•  Itll  be  her  again ! "  Jimmie  Dale  heard  the  old  man 
mutter,  as  from  the  edge  of  the  portiere  he  watched  the 
other's  actions. 

Jason  picked  up  the  telephone. 

•*  Hello !  Hello !  "  he  called — ^then  began  to  click  im- 
patiently with  the  receiver  hook.  "Hello!  .  .  .  Who? 
.  .  .  Central?  ...  I  don't  want  any  number — some- 
body was  calling  here.  .  .  .  What  ?  .  .  .  Nobody  on 
the  wire ! " 

He  set  the  telephone  back  on  the  desk  with  a  bewildered 
air. 

**  That's  queer ! "  he  exclaimed.    "  I  could  have  sworn  I 

heard  it  ring  twice,  and "    He  stopped  abruptly,  and, 

leaning  across  the  desk,  hung  there,  wide-eyed,  staring, 
while  a  sickly  pallor  began  to  steal  into  his  face.  "  The 
letter  I  **  he  mumbled  wildly.  "The  letter — Master  Jim's 
letter — the  letter — ^it's  gone! " 

Trembling,  excited,  the  old  man  began  to  search  the  desk, 
tfien  down  on  his  knees  on  the  floor  under  it;  and  then. 
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growing  more  frantic  with  every  instant,  rose  and  began  to 
hunt  around  the  room  in  an  agitated,  aimless  fashion. 

Jason's  distress  was  very  real — he  was  almost  beside  him- 
self now  with  fear  and  anxictv.  A  whimsical,  affectionate 
smile  played  over  Jimmie  Dale's  lips  at  the  old  man's  antics 
— and  changed  suddenly  into  one  of  consternation.  Jason 
was  making  directly  now  for  the  curtain  behind  which  he 
stocKl!  IVrliaps,  though,  he  would  pass  it  by,  and — ^Jason's 
hand  reached  out  and  grasjwd  the  portiere. 

"Jason!'*  said  Jimmie  Dale  sharply. 

The  old  man  staggered  back  as  though  he  had  been  struck, 
tried  to  si>cak,  choked,  and  gazed  at  the  curtain  with  di^ 
tended  eves. 

*•  Is — is  that  you.  sir — Master  Jim — behind  the  curtain 
there  ?  "  he  finally  blurted  out.  "  I — sir — ^you  gave  me  a 
start — and  the  letter,  Master  Jim " 

*•  Don't  lose  your  head.  Jason,"  said  Jimmie  Dak  oooDr. 
"  I've  got  the  letter.    Now  do  as  I  bid  you." 

"  Yes — Master  Jim,"  faltered  the  old  man. 

"  Pull  down  the  winflow  shades  and  draw  the  poitihfi 
together,"  directed  Jinmiic  Dale. 

Ja<on,  still  overwrought  and  excited,  obeyed  a  Uttk  awk- 
wardly. 

"  Now  the  lights,  Jason,"  instructed  Jimmie  Dale.  •'Tmi 
tlu-m  otL  an<I  go  an<I  sit  down  in  that  chair  at  the  dedc' 

Ai::iin  la^on  obeved.  sttimbling  in  the  darkness  as  he  i^ 
tiinuMl  from  the  eUvtric-light  switch  at  the  farther  end  of 
the  rcKim.     He  sat  <Iown  in  the  chair. 

Larry  tlio  Hat  stej)|K'd  out  from  liehind  the  curtain. 

"  I  came  for  that  letter,  Jason."  he  explained  quietljr.  *I 
am  goin;r  out  a;;ain  now.  I  may  Ik  back  to-morrow ;  I  Bif 
not  Ik-  li.iik  for  a  week.  You  will  say  nothing,  not  a  w«i 
of  iDv  having  Ikcu  here  to-night.  Do  you  tindenaai 
T:iM.n"!»" 

••Yes  >ir."  •^:ii.!  Jason;  then  hesitantly:  "  Would  J«| 
mind  »»ayini:.  ^ir.  wlun  you  came  in?" 

•'  h'-  of  r.o  consequence,  Jason — is  it?" 

•*  No.  -sir/*  >aid  Jason. 


1^ 
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Jimmie  Dale  smiled  in  the  darkness. 

-Jason!" 

"  Yes.  sir." 

**  I  wish  you  to  remain  where  you  are,  without  leaving  that 
diair,  for  the  next  ten  minutes."  He  moved  across  the  room 
to  the  door.    "  Good-night,  Jason,"  he  said. 

•*  Good-night,  Master  Jim — good-night,  sir— oh,  Lord  f  " 

Jimmie  Dale  did  not  require  that  ten  minutes;  it  was  a 
very  wide  margin  of  safety  to  obviate  the  possibility  of  Jason, 
from  a  window,  detectins"  the  exit  of  a  disreputable  character 
from  the  house — in  three  minutes  he  was  turning  the  com  r 
of  the  first  cross  street  and  walking  rapidly  away  from 
Riverside  Drive. 

In  the  subway  station  Jimmie  Dale  read  the  letter — read 
it  twice  over,  as  he  always  read  those  strange  epistles  of  hers 
that  opened  the  door  to  new  peril,  new  danger  to  the  Gray 
Scal«  but  too,  that  seemed  somehow  to  draw  tighter,  in  a 
J^ad,  big  way,  the  unseen  bond  between  them ;  read  it,  as  he 
always  read  those  letters,  almost  subconsciously  committing 
tfic  very  words  to  memory  with  that  keen  faculty  of  brain  of 
his.  But  now  as  he  began  to  tear  the  sheet  and  envelope  into 
mtntite  particles,  a  strained,  hard  look  was  on  his  face  and 
m  his  eyes,  and  his  lips,  half  parted,  moved  a  little. 

•It's  a  death  warrant,"  muttered  Jimmie  Dale.  "I — I 
guess  to-night  will  see  the  end  of  the  Gray  Seal.  She  says  I 
needn't  do  it,  but  I  guess  it's  worth  the  risk — a  human 
Bfc!- 

A  downtown  express  roared  into  the  station. 

**  What  time  is  it  ?  "  Jimmie  Dale  asked  the  guard,  as  he 
itcpped  aboard. 

•  *Bout  midnight,"  the  man  answered  tersely. 

The  forward  car  was  almost  empty,  and  Jimmie  Dale 
dioie  a  seat  by  himself.  How  did  she  know  ?  How  did  she 
know  not  only  this,  but  the  hundred  other  affairs  that  she 
bad  outlined  in  those  letters  of  hers?     By  what  means, 

auperhnman,  indeed,  it  seemed,  did  she Jimmie  Dale 

lerked  himself  erect  suddenly.     What  good  did  it  do  tc 
ipfcnbte  on  that  now^  when  every  minute  was  priceless? 
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Wrjii  w:is  ke  to  do,  how  was  he  to  aa.  what  pLn  could  he 
f  jrniulate  and  carry  out.  and  zi-in  a^inst  odds  that,  at  the 
0'::^et.  were  desp^rrate  enough  even  to  forecast  almost  certain 
:.'iil":re — and  death  I 

V.  ho  would  ever  have  suspected  old  Tom  Lud^te,  known 
ifiT  v'-.'irs  throuj^hout  the  !H|uaIour  of  the  East  Side  as  old 
L'Afly,  the  puf>  heart  man,  of  having  a  bag  of  imset  diamonds 
ur.'I-  r  \.\<  pillow — or  under  the  sack,  rather,  that  he  probably 
u  r-d  for  a  pillow!  What  a  queer  thing  to  do!  But  then, 
o!r!  Luddy  was  a  character — apparently  always  in  the  most 
poverty- -stricken  condition,  ap|)arently  hardly  more  than 
k("  pin;,'  !io<!y  and  soul  together,  trusting  no  one.  and  obsessed 
1j.-  the  dri'.irl  that  by  dc(X)siting  in  a  bank  some  one  would 
discover  that  he  had  money,  and  attempt  to  force  it  fron 
him,  he  had  put  his  savings,  year  after  year,  for  twenty 
year's,  twenty-tive  years,  perhaps,  into  tmset  stones— 
dianiond>.     Mow  had  she  found  that  out? 

Jininiie  iJalc  >ank  into  a  dee|)er  reverie.  He  could  steal 
tl'.ini  all  right,  and  they  would  be  well  worth  the  stealing— 
f>!d  Ludrly  h«id  done  well,  and  lived  and  existed  on  next  to 
nothing; — the  stones,  she  said,  were  worth  about  fifteen  thou- 
sand ilollars.  Not  so  Ixid.  even  for  twenty-five  years  of 
vcgciabic  selling  from  a  pushcart!  He  could  steal  them  all 
ri^^dit :  it  would  tax  the  (xray  Seal's  ingenuity  little  to  do  so 
sin  I  pie  a  thing  as  that,  but  that  was  not  all,  nor,  indeed, 
hardly  a  factor  in  it — it  was  vital  that  if  he  were  to  succeed 
at  all  he  mu^-t  *»teal  them  publicly,  as  it  were. 

And  afttr  that — zchatf  His  own  chances  were  ptetiy 
"^lini  at  U'>t.  Jininiie  Dale,  staring  at  the  grayness  of  the 
subway  wall  through  the  window,  shook  his  head  slowh— 
then,  with  a  'lueer  little  piiilosophical  shrug  of  his  shouldm 
he  sinili'tl  gravely,  seriously.  It  was  all  a  part  of  the  game. 
all  a  part  of  the  lifc^-of  the  Gray  Seal! 

It  was  half-]>ast  twelve,  or  a  little  later,  as  nearly  as  he 
could  judge,  for  Larry  the  Rat  carried  no  such  ornate  Akf 
in  r\ tiji-nie  as  a  watch,  as  he  halted  at  the  comer  of  a  dark. 
Hi{ii.ilid  street  in  the  lower  Kast  Side.  It  was  a  miserable 
Kxality— in  daylight  himuning  with  a  cosmopolitan  hive  of 
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pitiful  humans  dragging  out  as  best  they  could  an  intolerable 
existence,  a  locality  peopled  with  every  nationality  on  earth, 
their  community  of  interest  the  struggle  to  maintain  life  at 
the  lowest  possible  expenditure,  where  necessity  even  was 
pared  and  shaved  down  to  a  minimum ;  but  now,  at  night- 
time, or  rather  in  the  early-morning  hours,  the  darkness,  in 
very  mercy,  it  seemed,  covered  it  with  a  veil,  as  it  were,  and 
in  the  quiet  that  hung  over  it  now  hid  the  bald,  the  hideous, 
aye,  and  the  piteous,  too,  from  view. 

It  was  a  narrow  street,  and  the  row  of  tenement  houses, 
each  house  almost  identical  with  its  neighbour,  that  flanked 
the  pavement  on  either  side,  seemed,  from  where  Jimmie 
Dale  stood  looking  down  its  length,  from  the  comer,  to 
converge  together  at  a  point  a  little  way  beyond,  giving  it  an 
unreal,  ominous,  cavemlil^e  effect.  And,  too,  there  seemed 
something  ominous  even  in  its  quiet.  It  was  as  though  one 
sensed  acutely  the  crouching  of  some  Thing  in  its  lair — 
waiting  silently,  viciously,  with  sullen  patience. 

A  footstep  sounded — another.  Jimmie  Dale  drew  quickly 
back  around  the  comer  into  an  areaway.  Two  men  passed 
— in  hdmets — swinging  their  nightsticks — ^that  beat  was  al- 
ways policed  in  pairs ! 

They  passed  on,  tumed  the  comer,  and  went  down  the 
narrow  cross  street  that  Jimmie  Dale  had  just  been  in- 
specting. He  started  to  follow — and  drew  back  again 
abruptly.  A  form  flitted  suddenly  across  the  road  and  dis- 
appeared in  the  darkness  in  the  officers'  wake — ten  yards 
behind  the  first  another  followed — at  the  same  interval  of 
distance  stiD  another — ^and  yet  still  one  more — four  in  all. 

The  darkness  hid  all  six,  the  two  policemen,  the  four  men 
behind  them — the  only  sotmds  were  the  officers^  footsteps 
dying  away  in  the  distance. 

Jimmie  Dale's  Angers  were  mechanically  testing  the 
mechanism  of  the  atitomatic  in  his  pocket. 

-  The  SI  «ter's  gang  I  '*  he  muttered  to  himself.  "  Red 
Mose,  the  idget,  Harve  Thoms — and  the  Skeeterl  The 
mrorst  apaches  in  the  city  of  New  York ;  death  contractors — 
WdA  the  lowest  bidders !    Professional  assassins,  and  a  man's 
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life  any  time  for  twenty-five  dollars!  I  wonder — I've  never 
done  it  yet — but  I  wonder  if  it  would  be  a  crime  in  Gdd*s 
sight  if  one  shot — to  kill!" 

Jinimie  Dale  was  at  the  corner  again — again  the  street 
before  him  was  black,  deserted,  empty.  He  chose  the  right- 
liand  side,  and,  well  in  the  shadow  of  the  houses,  as  an  extra 
precaution,  stole  along  silently.  He  stop|)ed  Anally  before 
one  wIkto,  in  tlic  doorway,  hung  a  little  sign.  Jimniie  Dale 
mounted  tlie  porch,  and  with  his  eyes  close  to  the  sign  could 
just  make  out  the  larger  words  in  the  big  printed  type : 

ROOM  TO  RENT 
TOP  FLOOR 

Jimmie  Dale  nodded.  That  was  right.  The  first  house  on 
the  right-hand  side,  with  the  room-to-rent  sign,  her  letter 
had  said.  His  fingers  were  testing  the  doorknob.  The  door 
was  not  locked. 

**  .N'aturally,  it  wouldn't  be  locked/'  Jinimie  Dale  told  him- 
self 1,'riniiy — and  strppcd  in*»ide. 

He  •*ifX)d  for  an  in-iant  without  movement,  every  faculty 
nn  tli(*  .'ikrt.  Far  u\t  ahovc  him  a  step,  guarded  though  his 
tr;iiiu''l  car  niadc  it  out  to  1h>.  creaked  faintly  upon  the 
stair*;-  tluTc  wa-i  no  oilu-r  soimd.  The  creaking,  almost 
inau«lililf  at  its  luudc^t,  recc<led  farther  uy) — and  silence  fel 

In  the  (iarkni-ss.  iioi-iileoly.  Jimmie  Dale  groped  for  the 
stairway,  fcunul  it.  and  In-^'an  to  ascend.  The  minutef 
pa>si.'d  —it  »«icnK"d  a  minute  even  frum  step  to  step,  and  there 
wtTi-  i!in-f  tli-ht>  to  the  ti>p!  There  must  be  no  creakini 
t!ii-  \'.\\\r  tl-.i-  -lij^htrst  ^tjund.  he  knew  well  enough,  wouU 
he  ::  <!  <.i:l\  i.it.il  tt)  the  w<»rk  he  had  to  do.  but  protxibly  fatal 
t«j  l.iiii^i'lf  as  Will,  lie  l.ad  Uvn  near  deah  many  timesp— 
ihf  iMn-ri<iii<nf-.H  tlat  he  wa^  nearer  to  it  now,  {xissiUjr.  ihin 
he  I  a>I  i'viT  lu-rii  l*f':<>rr.  ^r-iim-ti  to  stinmlatc  his  senses  into 
ai'uii*  an«l  ahn«.rj!:.il  rnt-r-jy.  Aiid,  t(»o.  the  physical  effort, 
as.  sifp  \i\  st.-n.  i!„-  rK-\i«l  muscles  rela.\ing  so  slowly,  littk 
by  little,  t:ra«lually.  eacli  time  as  he  found  foothold  on  th 
step  higher  up,  was  a  terrific  strain.     At  the  top  his  ti/M 
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was  bathed  in  perspiration,  and  he  wiped  it  off  with  his  coac 
sleeve. 

It  was  still  dark  here,  intensely  dark,  and  his  eyes,  though 
fH'own  accustomed  to  it,  could  make  out  nothing  but  the 
deeper  shadow  of  the  walls.  But  thanks  to  her.  always  a 
mistress  of  accurate  and  minute  detail,  he  possessed  a  mental 
plan  of  his  surroundings.  The  head  of  the  stairs  gave  on 
the  middle  of  the  hallway — the  hallway  ran  to  his  right  and 
left.  To  his  right,  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  hall,  was  the 
door  of  old  Luddy*s  squalid  two-room  apartment. 

For  a  moment  Jimmie  Dale  stood  hesitant — a  sudden 
perplexity  and  anxiety  growing  upon  him.  It  was  strange! 
What  did  it  mean?  He  had  nerved  himself  to  a  quick, 
desperate  attempt,  trusting  to  surprise  and  his  own  wit  and 
agility  for  victory — ^there  had  seemed  no  other  way  than 
that,  since  he  had  seen  those  four  men  at  the  comer — since 
they  were  ahead  of  him.  True,  they  were  not  much  ahead 
of  him,  not  enough  to  have  accomplished  their  purpose — 
and,  furthermore,  they  were  not  in  that  room.  He  knew 
that  absolutely,  beyond  question  of  doubt.  He  had  listened 
for  just  that  all  the  nerve-racking  way  up  the  stairs.  But 
where  were  they?  There  was  no  sound — not  a  sound — just 
blackness,  dark,  impenetrable,  utter,  that  began  to  palpitate 
now. 

It  came  in  a  whisper,  wavering,  sibilant — from  his  left. 
A  sort  of  relief,  fierce  in  the  breaking  of  the  tense  exi)ectancy, 
premonitory  in  the  possibilities  that  it  held,  swept  Jimmie 
Dale.  He  crept  along  the  hall.  The  whisper  had  come 
from  that  room,  presumably  empty — that  was  for  rent! 

By  the  door  he  crouched — his  sensitive  fingers,  eyes  to 
Jimmie  Dale  so  often — feeling  over  jamb  and  panels  with  a 
delicate,  soundless  touch.  The  door  was  just  ajar.  The 
fingers  crept  inside  and  touched  the  knob  and  lock — there 
was  no  key  within. 

The  whispering  still  went  on — but  it  seemed  like  a  scream- 
ini;  of  vultures  now  in  Jimmie  Dale's  ears,  as  the  words  came 
to  him. 

•  Aw,  say,  Skeeter»  dis  high-brow  stunt  gives  me  de  pip  I 
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Mc  fcr  goin'  in  dcre  an'  croakin'  dc  geezer  regTar,  widoat 
de  frills.  Who's  to  know?  Say,  just  about  two  ininutcs» 
an'  we're  beatin'  it  wid  de  s|)arklers." 

An  inch,  a  half  inch  at  a  time,  the  knob  slowly,  very,  very 
slowly  tiiminjj.  the  door  was  being  closed  by  the  crouched 
form  on  the  threshold. 

"  Close  yer  trap.  Mose! "  came  a  fierce  response.  "  We 
ain't  fixed  the  lav  all  day  for  nothin'.  There  ain't  a  soul  on 
earth  knows  he's  fjot  any  sparklers,  *cept  us.  If  there  v^-zs, 
it  wonid  l)e  different — then  they'd  know  that  was  what  who- 
ever did  it  was  after,  see?" 

The  door  was  closed — the  knob  slowly,  very,  very  slowly 
bein^  rclea<o<l  aj^ain.  From  one  of  the  leather  pockets 
unclcr  Jimmie  Dale's  vest  came  a  tiny  steel  instrument  that 
he  inserted  in  the  kev-hole. 

The  same  voice  sfwike  on : 

"  That's  what  we're  croaking  him  for,  'cause  nobody 
knows  about  tliem  diamonds,  and  so's  he  can't  tell  anybody 
afterward  that  any  wore  ]>inche<l.  An'  that's  why  it's  got  to 
l(K»k  like  he  jn<t  ^'ot  tired  of  living  and  did  it  himself.  I 
giic<»i  that'll  lidld  the  police  when  they  find  the  poor  old  duck 
hanirinj^'  fn>m  the  ceilinij.  with  a  hit  of  cord  around  his  nedc, 
and  a  chair  kicked  out  from  under  his  feet  on  the  floor. 
Ain't  you  pot  the  brains  of  a  louse  to  see  that  ?  " 

"  Sure  " — the  whimper  came  dully,  in  grudging  intonation 
through  the  panels — the  d(K»r  was  locked.  **  Sure,  but  it's  de 
hanpin'  'round  waitin'  to  get  busy  that's  gettin'  mc  goat. 


an' " 


Jimmie  Dale  straightened  up  and  iR^n  to  retreat  along 
the  corridor.  A  merciless  rape  was  ui)on  him  now.  crcnr 
1*1  Ikt  f)f  his  ImItt^'  **eemed  to  tintjle  and  quiver  with  it — the 
daiiiiiahle.  hellish  ingenuity  of  it  all  seemed  to  choke  and 
sutT<K*:ite  liim. 

"Luck!"  nn:i:«re<l  limmie  Dale  between  his  clenched 
teeth.  "Oh.  the  hle-srd  hick  t<»  i:et  that  drxir  locked!  Vtt 
^iiX  time  now  to  sfi  tlie  staije  for  my  own  get-away  before 
the  slu»wrlo\vu !  " 

He  stole  on  along  the  corridor.    Kxcerpts  from  her  letter 
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were  miming  through  his  brain :  "  It  would  do  no  good  to 
warn  him,  Jinunie — the  Skecter  and  his  gang  would  never 
let  up  on  him  tmtil  they  got  the  stones.  ...  It  would 
do  no  good  for  you  to  steal  them  first,  for  they  would  only 
take  that  as  a  ruse  of  old  Luddy's,  and  murder  the  man  first 
and  hunt  afterward.  ...  In  some  way  you  must  let 
the  Skeeter  see  you  steal  them,  make  them  think,  make  them 
certain  that  it  is  a  bona-fide  theft,  so  that  they  will  no  longer 
have  any  interest  or  any  desire  to  do  old  Luddy  harm.  .  .  . 
And  for  it  to  appear  real  to  them,  it  must  appear  real  to  old 
Lnddy  himself— -do  not  take  any  chances  there." 

Jimmie  Dale's  eyes  narrowed.  Yes,  it  was  simple  enough 
now  with  that  pack  of  hell's  wolves  guarded  for  the  moment 
by  a  locked  door,  forced  to  give  him  warning  by  breaking  the 
dioor  before  they  could  get  out.  It  was  simple  enough  now 
to  enter  old  Luddy's  room,  steal  the  stones  at  the  revolver 
point*  then  make  enough  disturbance — when  he  was  ready — 
to  set  the  gang  in  motion,  and,  as  they  rushed  in  open  him, 
to  make  his  escape  with  the  stones  to  the  roof  through 
Luddy's  room.  That  was  simple  enough — there  was  an 
opening  to  the  roof  in  Luddy's  room,  she  had  said,  and  there 
was  a  ladder  kept  there  in  place.  On  hot  nights,  it  seemed, 
the  old  man  used  to  go  up  there  and  sleep  on  the  roof — not 
now,  of  course.  It  was  too  late  in  the  year  for  that — ^but  the 
opening  in  the  roof  was  there,  and  the  ladder  remained  there, 
too. 

Yes,  it  was  simple  enough  now.  And  the  next  morning 
the  papers  would  rave  with  execrations  against  the  Gray 
Seal— for  the  robbery  of  the  life  savings  of  a  poor,  defense- 
less old  man,  for  committing  as  vile  and  pitiful  a  crime  as 
had  ever  stirred  New  York !  Even  Carruthers,  of  the  Mom- 
ing  NewS'Argus,  would  be  moved  to  bitter  attack.  Good 
old  Camidiers — ^who  little  thought  that  the  Gray  Seal  was 
his  old  coQege  pal,  his  present  most  intimate  friend,  Jimmie 
Dale  I  And  afterward — after  the  next  morning  ?  Well,  that, 
at  least,  had  never  been  in  doubt.  Old  Luddy  could  be  made 
to  leave  New  York,  and,  once  away,  with  the  Skeeter  and  his 
fing  robbed  of  incentive  to  pay  any  further  attention  to  him. 
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the  stones  could  be  secretly  returned  to  the  old  man.  And 
it  would  to  the  public,  to  tlie  police,  be  just  another  of  the 
Gray  Seal's  crimes — that  was  Jill! 

Jimmie  Dale  had  reached  old  I.uddv's  door.  The  Gray 
Seal?  Oh,  ves.  ihev  would  know  it  was  the  Grav  Seal — the 
insignia  was  familiar  enough ;  familiar  to  the  crooks  of  the 
underworld,  who  held  it  in  awe:  familiar  to  the  police,  to 
whom  it  was  «'m  added  barb  of  ridicule.  He  was  placing  it 
now,  that  insi^mia.  a  diamond -shaped,  ^ray  p:i|)cr  seal,  on 
the  panel  of  the  <UK)r:  and  now.  a  black  silk  mask  adjusted 
over  his  face.  Jimmie  Dale  bent  to  insert  the  little  steel  in^^tru- 
ment  in  the  IfK'k — a  pitiful,  paltry  thing,  a  cheap  lock, 
to  finijers  that  could  play  ^o  intimately  with  twirlinij  kn'^'b* 
•and  dials,  masters  uf  the  intricate  mechanism  of  vaults  and 
safes! 

And  then,  alwut  to  open  the  door,  a  sort  of  sudden  dismav 
fell  ujMin  him.  He  had  not  thought  of  that — somehow,  il 
had  not  fKTiirred  to  him!  li'luit  7k'iis  it  they  xvcre  waiting 
for'  Wliv  had  tlnv  nnt  strnvk  at  once.  as.  when  he  had 
fir^t  entered  the  hnn<e.  he  had  siippr»'ied  they  wotdd  do? 
What  was  it'  Wliy  was  it?  Wa-;  old  Luddy  out?  Were 
they  waitini:  f«»r  In-  return — or  what? 

'i  he  cliHir.  wi'l'.Miit  ^nund.  nu>ved  i^radually  under  his 
hand.  A  faint  ifli'r  a*'-.iil''!  his  nn^triK!  It  \\a<;  dark,  very 
dark,  .\cro--  the  riiMHi.  in  a  dinrt  line,  was  the  doorway 
of  tin*  inner  r«"nn  -he  ha<l  rxj'lained  that  in  her  letter.  It 
was  slnw  prML^ri--  to  crf»-<  tl..it  room  without  sound,  in 
silence  it  ua^  a  -nail\  movement  — for  fear  that  even  a 
nuisch-  niiv:l:l  crack. 

Antl  ii'-u  I'l-  -t'H'<l  in  the  inn»r  doorway.  It  was  dark  here. 
Xt\i\  and  \«».  liuw  l»i/arn'.  a  -tar  »iefmed  ti»  twinkle  thnn*^ 
the  verv  rii«»f  i»t  rV-  r«iiivi  it-ilf!  '!  he  o<lt»ur  war*  pungent 
nuw.  'linn-  wa-  a  l^-ni:  •ir.iwn  vi^'lv  -then  a  low,  indescrib- 
;ih!e  sdiiTid  «if  m'»\enunt.  .V"i»it'/'.'</y.  ufart  from  old  Luddy, 
:i  ?T  r'n  the  f  -  »»:  ' 

It  swept,  the  fr.ll  r.insfinn-ness  of  it.  upon  jimmie  Dak  in 
an  iiKtant.ini-mi^  t1.i-h.  Cldcrnfurm  ;  th.e  *»pen  si'uttle  in  the 
roof;  the  wait-.tiu'  if  tho-e  other-— all  fused  into  a  compact 
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logical  whole.  They  had  loosened  the  scuttle  during  the  day, 
probably  when  old  Luddy  was  away— one  of  them  had  crept 
down  there  now  to  chloroform  the  old  man  into  insensibility 
— the  others  would  complete  the  ghastly  work  presently  by 
stfingjing  their  victim  up  to  the  ceiling — and  it  would  be 
suicide,  for,  long  before  morning  came,  long  before  the  old 
man  would  be  discovered,  the  fumes  of  the  chloroform  would 
be  gone. 

It  seemed  like  a  cold  hand,  deathlike,  clutching  at  his  heart. 
Was  he  too  late,  after  all!  Chloroform  alone  could — kill! 
To  the  right,  just  a  little  to  the  right — he  must  make  no  mis- 
take— his  ear  placed  the  sound !  He  whipped  his  hands  from 
the  side  pockets  of  his  coat — the  ray  of  his  flashlight  cut 
across  the  room  and  fell  upon  an  aged  face  upon  a  bed,  upon 
a  hand  clutching  a  wad  of  cloth,  the  cloth  pressed  horribly 
against  the  nose  and  mouth  of  the  upturned  face — and  then, 
roarine  in  the  stillness,  spitting  a  vicious  lane  of  fire  that 
paralleled  the  flashlight's  ray,  came  the  tongue  flame  of  his 
amomatic. 

There  was  a  yell,  a  scream,  that  echoed  out,  reverberated, 
and  went  racketing  through  the  house,  and  Jimmie  Dale 
leaped  forward— over  a  table,  sending  it  crashing  to  the 
floor.  The  man  had  reeled  back  against  the  wall,  clutching 
at  a  shattered  wrist,  staring  into  the  flashlight's  eye,  white- 
faced,  jaw  dropped,  lips  working  in  mingled  pain  and  fear. 

••  Harve  Thorns — you,  eh  ?  "  gritted  Jimmie  Dale. 

A  cunning  look  swept  the  distorted  face.  Here,  ap- 
parently, was  only  one  man — there  were  pals,  three  of  them, 
only  a  few  3rards  away. 

*•  You  ain't  got  nothing  on  me ! "  he  snarled,  sparring  for 
time.    **  You  police  are  too  damned  fresh  with  your  guns !  " 

•*  m  take  yours ! "  snapped  Jimmie  Dale,  and  snatched  it 
deftly  from  the  other's  pocket.  "  This  ain't  any  police  job, 
my  bucko,  and  you  make  a  move  and  Til  drop  you  for  keeps, 
if  what  you've  got  already  ain't  enough  to  teach  you  to  keep 
your  hands  off  jobs  that  belong  to  your  betters !  " 

He  was  working  with  mad  haste  as  he  spoke.  One  minute 
it  the  outside  was»  perhaps,  all  he  could  count  upon.    Al* 
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ready  he  had  caught  the  rattle  of  the  locked  door  down  the 
hall.  He  lit  a  match  and  turned  on  the  gas  over  the  bed — it 
was  the  most  dangerous  thing  he  could  do— he  knew  that 
well  enough,  none  knew  it  better — it  was  offering  himself  as 
a  fair  mark  when  the  others  rushed  in,  as  they  would  in  a 
moment  now — hut  the  Skeeter  and  his  gang  and  this  man 
here  must  have  no  misconception  of  his  puqx>se.  his  reason 
for  iKMng  there,  the  same  as  their  own,  the  theft  of  the 
stones — and  no  misconception  as  to  his  success. 

"  Y  ain't  the  police!  " — it  came  in  a  choked  gasp  from  the 
other,  as  he  blinked  in  the  sudden  light.    **  Say  then "* 

"Shut  up!"  ordered  Jimmie  Dale  curtly.  "And  mind 
what  I  told  you  al>out  moving ! "  He  leaned  over  the  bed. 
Old  I-U(l(ly.  though  under  the  influence  of  the  chloroform, 
was  moving  restlessly.  Thoms  had  evidently  only  begun  to 
apply  the  chloroforms-old  Luddy  was  safe!  Jimmie  Dak 
ran  his  hand  in  under  the  pillow.  "If  you  ain't  swiped 
them  already  they  ought  to  Ik:  here !  "  he  growled ;  "  and  if 
you  have  Til — ah! "  A  little  chamois  liag  was  in  his  hand. 
I  le  laughed  sncerinijly  at  Thoms.  ojK'ned  the  bag,  allowed  a 
few  stones  to  tricklo  into  his  hand — and  then,  withoit 
stopping  to  replace  thi-m.  dashed  stones  and  bag  into  Ul 
poc*ket.    The  door  alontr  the  corridor  crashed  o|)en. 

"  What's  that  ?  **  he  gaN|K*il  out.  in  well-simulated  fright— 
and  sprang  for  the  ladder  that  led  up  to  the  roof. 

It  had  all  taken.  fx*rhaps.  the  minute  tliat  he  had  counted 
on — no  more.  Noises  came  from  the  floors  below  now*  a 
confusion  of  them — the  shot,  the  scream  had  been  heard  by 
others,  save  those  who  had  l)een  in  the  locked  room.  And 
the  latter  were  outsi<Ie  now  in  the  corridor,  running  to  their 
accfwn pi  ice's  aid. 

There  wa*^  a  pau^e  at  the  outer  door — ^then  an  oath-^and 
coupled  with  the  ruth  an  exclamation: 

"  The  ( '.ray  Seal !  " 

They  liji'l  swei»t  a  fla^^hliiiht  over  the  door  panel — ^Jii 
Dale,  halfway  up  the  ladder,  smiled  grimly. 

Tile  d'M>r  opeiirfl     \hrrv  wa<  a  ru'ih  of  feet.     The 
with  the  >hatt«Tr'l  wri>t  yelletl.  cursing  wildly: 
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•■  Here  he  is — on  the  ladder !  Let  him  have  it !  Fill  him 
full  of  holes!" 

Jimmie  Dale  was  in  the  light — they  were  in  the  dark  of 
the  outer  room.  He  fired  at  the  threshold,  checking  their 
rush — as  a  hail  of  bullets  chipped  and  tore  at  the  ladder 
and  spat  wickedly  against  the  wall.  He  swung  through  to 
the  roof,  trying,  as  he  did  so,  to  kick  the  ladder  loose  behind 
him.    It  was  fastened ! 

The  three  gunmen  jumped  into  the  room — from  the  roof 
Jimmie  Dale  got  a  glimpse  of  them  below,  as  he  flung  him- 
self clear  of  the  opening.  Bullets  whistled  through  the 
aperture — a  voice  roared  up  as  he  gained  his  feet : 

•*  Come  on  f  After  him !  The  whole  place  is  alive,  but 
this  lets  us  out.  We  can  frame  up  how  we  came  to  be  here 
easy  enough.  Never  mind  the  old  geezer  there  any  more! 
Get  the  Gray  Seal — the  reward  that's  out  for  him  is  worth 
twice  the  sparklers,  and *' 

Jimmie  Dale  hurled  the  cover  over  the  scuttle.  He  could 
have  stood  them  off  from  above  and  kept  the  ladder  clear 
with  his  revolver,  but  the  alarm  seemed  general  now — 
windows  were  opening,  voices  were  calling  to  one  another — 
from  the  windows  across  the  street  he  must  stand  out  in 
sharp  outline  against  the  sky.    Yes — he  was  seen  now. 

A  woman's  voice,  from  a  top-story  window  across  the 
street,  screamed  out,  high-pitched  in  excitement: 

-  There  he  is !    There  he  is !    On  the  roof  there ! " 

Jimmie  Dale  started  on  the  nm  along  the  roof.  The 
booses,  built  waD  to  wall,  flat-roofed,  seemed  to  offer  an 
open  course  ahead  of  him — until  a  lane  or  an  intersecting 
street  should  bar  his  way  I  But  they  were  not  quite  all  on 
the  same  level,  though — the  wall  of  the  next  house  rose  sud- 
denly breast  high  in  front  of  him.  He  flung  himself  up,  re- 
gained his  feet — and  ducked  instantly  behind  a  chim- 
ney. 

The  cradc  of  a  revolver  echoed  through  the  night — a  bullet 
drummed  through  the  air — the  Skeeter  and  his  gang  were  on 

kdie  roof  now,  dashiniT  foi        d,  firing  as  they  ran.     Two 
shots  from  .  j        s  automatic,  in  quick  succession* 
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cooled  the  ardour  of  their  rush — ^and  they  broke,  black, 
flitting  forms,  for  the  shelter  of  chimneys,  too. 

And  now  the  whole  neighbourhood  seemed  awakened.  A 
dull-toned  roar,  as  from  some  jjrcat  Rulf  below,  rolled  up 
from  the  street,  a  medley  of  slanuntng  windows,  the  rush 
of  feet  as  people  poured  from  the  houses,  cries,  shouts,  and 
yells — and  hi^h  over  all  the  shrill  call  of  the  police-patrol 
whistle — and  the  crack,  crack,  crack  of  the  Skceter's  rcvol^tr 
shots — the  Skceter  and  his  hellhounds  for  once  self-appointed 
allies  of  tlie  law ! 

Twice  ajjain  Jinmiie  Dale  fired — then  crouching,  nmninc 
low.  he  zigza^^ed  his  way  across  the  next  roof.  The  buQeis 
followed  him — once  more  his  pursuers  dashed  forward 
And  aj^ain  Jinimie  Dale,  his  face  set  like  stone  now,  his 
breath  coming  in  hard  gasps,  dodged  behind  a  chimney,  and 
with  his  gun  cliecked  their  rush  for  the  third  time, 

lie  glanced  aljout  him — and  with  a  growing  sense  of 
disaster  <aw  that  two  houses  farther  on  the  stretch  of  roof 
ai»i»e:irrd  to  rnd.  *I*here  would  be  a  lane  or  a  street  there' 
And  in  annthi-r  n:inute  or  two,  if  it  were  not  already  the 
ca<i-.  fitlitT'^  wnui'l  he  following  the  gimmen  to  the  nxf. 
and  tluji  he  w<iuld  Ik* — he  cauglit  his  breath  suddenly  in  a 
(jtu'tr  luile  ^tr,in;:Ied  cry  of  relief.  Just  Kick  of  him,  a  few 
yard^  nw.iy,  lii-i  eyr<  m.ide  out  what,  in  the  darkness,  secnicd 
l(»  Ik-  a  i:l;i-^  >U\  li;:ht. 

A  il.irk  f.irin  >j»i«l  like  a  decjior  shadow  across  the  bbck 
in  f flint  iif  hill],  making  for  a  chimney  nearer  by,  closing;  io 
the  r.mL^e.  liininie  I  >.ile  fired — wide.  Tight  as  was  the 
coriur  he  was  in.  little  as  was  the  mercy  deserved  at  fab 
hands,  lit:  couM  iitjt.  alter  all,  bring  himself  to  shooC"-40 
kill. 

.\  vi>i'e.  the  Skfirler's,  !»iwled  out  raucously: 

*'  l\".sh     him     all     loi;tther — from     different     sides    tf 

I  ** 
once : 

A  li-.ikward  Icip!    Jimmie  Dale's  l)oot  was  crashing ghs 

:i!vl  fr;inir.  '-t.iiv.jiini;  at  it  <!es|K.Tately,  making  a  hole  for  fail 

ImmIv  tl.rn-::;h  t!;e  >k\lT'.'ht.     A  yell,  a  chorus  of  them,  1^ 

swered  il.is  — then  the  crunch  of  racing  feel  on  the  gmd 
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roof.  He  emptied  his  revolver,  sweeping  the  darkness  with 
a  semicircle  of  vicious  flashes. 

It  seemed  an  hour — it  was  barely  the  fraction  of  a  second, 
as  he  hung  by  his  hands  from  the  side  of  the  skylight  frame, 
his  body  swinging  back  and  forth  in  the  unknown  blackness 
below.  The  skylight  might  be,  probably  was,  directly  over 
the  stair  well,  and  open  clear  to  the  basement  of  the  house — 
but  it  was  his  only  chance.  He  swung  his  body  well  out,  let 
go-— and  dropped.  With  the  impetus  he  smashed  against 
a  wall,  was  flung  back  from  it  in  a  sort  of  rebound,  and  his 
hands  closed,  gripping  fiercely,  on  banisters.  It  had  been 
the  stair  well  beyond  any  question  of  doubt,  but  his  swing 
had  sent  him  clear  of  it. 

Above,  they  had  not  yet  reached  the  skylight.  Jimmie 
Dale  snatched  a  precious  moment  to  listen,  as  he  rose,  and 
found  himself,  apart  from  bruises,  perhaps  unhurt.  There 
was  commotion,  too,  in  this  h<  use  below,  the  alarm  had  ex- 
tended and  spread  along  the  block — but  the  commotion  was 
all  in  the  front  of  the  house — the  street  was  the  lure. 

Jimmie  Dale  started  down  the  stairs,  and  in  ar.  instant  he 
had  gained  the  landing.  In  another  he  had  slipped  to  the 
rear  of  the  hall — somewhere  there,  from  the  hall  itself,  from 
one  of  the  rear  rooms,  there  must  be  an  exit  to  the  Are 
escape.  To  attempt  to  leave  by  the  front  way  was  certain 
capture. 

They  were  yelling,  shouting  down  now  through  the  sky- 
light above,  as  Jimmie  Dale  softly  raised  the  window  sash 
at  the  rear  of  the  hall.  The  Are  escape  was  there.  Shouts 
from  along  the  corridor,  from  the  tenement  dwellers  who 
had  been  crowding  their  neighbours'  rooms,  craning  their 
necks  probably  from  the  front  windows,  answered  the  shouts 
now  from  the  roof  and  the  skylight ;  doors  opened ;  forms 
rushed  out — ^but  it  was  dark  in  the  corridor,  only  a  murky 
ycUow  at  the  upper  end  from  the  opened  doors. 

limmie  Dale  slipped  through  the  window  to  the  fire  escape, 
and«  working  cautiously,  silently,  but  with  the  speed  of  a 
trained  athlete,  made  his  way  down.  At  the  bottom  he 
dropped  from  the  iron  platform  into  the  back  yard,  ran  for 
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the    fence    and    climbed    over  into  a  lane  on   the  other 
side. 

And  then,  as  he  ran,  Jimmie  Dale  snatched  the  mask  (ran 
his  face  and  put  it  in  his  pocket.  He  was  safe  now.  He 
swept  the  sweat  drops  from  his  forehead  with  the  back  of 
his  hand — noticing  them  for  the  first  time.  It  had  bees 
close — ^almost  as  close  for  him  as  it  had  been  for  old  Luddy. 
And  to-morrow  the  papers  would  execrate  the  Gray  Seal  I 
I^Ic  smiled  a  little  wanly.  His  breath  was  still  coming  hard. 
Presently  they  would  scour  the  lane — when  they  found  that 
their  quarry  was  not  in  the  house.  What  a  racket  they  wcft 
making !  The  whole  district  seemed  roused  like  a  swann  of 
angry  bees. 

He  kept  on  along  the  lane — and  dodged  suddenly  into  a 
cross  street  where  the  two  intersected.  The  clang  of  a  bd 
dinned  discordantly  in  his  ears — ^a  patrol  wagon  swept  fav 
him,  racing  for  the  scene  of  the  disturbance — the  rioc  cal 
was  out ! 

Again  Jimmie  Dale  smiled  wearily^  passing  his  haai 
across  his  eyes. 

'*  1  guess,"  said  Jimmie  Dale,  "  Fm  pretty  near  all  i^ 
And  I  guess  it's  time  that  Larry  the  Bat  went — home.* 

And  a  little  later  a  figure  turned  from  the  Bowery  ani 
shambled  down  the  cross  street,  a  disreputable  figure. 
hands  plunged  deep  in  his  {xxrkets — and  a  shadow 
the  roadway  suddenly  shifted  its  position  as  the  shamhlin 
h;,'ure  slouched  into  the  black  alleyway  and  entered  ik 
tenement's  side  door. 

And  I^rry  the  Bat  smiled  softly  to  himself — Kline's 
were  still  on  guard  1 
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CHAPTER  VI 


devil's  work 


4  WHITE-GLOVED  arm,  a  voice,  and  a  silvery  laugh ! 

Just  that — no  more!    Jimmie  Dale,  in  his  favourite 

sat,  an  aisle  seat  some  seven  or  eight  rows  back  from  the 

rdiestra,  stared  at  the  stage,  to  all  outward  appearances 

bsorbed  in  the  last  act  of  the  play ;  inwardly,  quite  oblivious 

>  the  fact  that  even  a  play  was  going  on. 

A  white-gloved  arm,  a  voice,  and  a  silvery  laugh!    The 

ords  had  formed  themselves  into  a  sort  of  singsong  refrain 

at,  for  the  last  few  days,  had  been  running  through  his 

ad.    A  strange  enough  guiding  star  to  mould  and  dictate 

•ry  action  in  his  life !    And  that  was  all  he  had  ever  seen 

her,  all  that  he  had  ever  heard  of  her— except  those  letters, 

coarse,  each  of  which  had  outlined  the  details  of  some 

ir  for  the  Gray  Seal  to  execute. 

ideed«  it  seemed  a  great  length  of  time  now  since  he  had 

d  from  her  even  in  that  way,  though  it  was  not  so  many 

ago,  after  all.    Perhaps  it  was  the  calm,  as  it  were,  that, 

mtrast,  had  g^ven  place  to  the  strenuous  months  and 

I  just  past.     The  storm  raised  by  the  newspapers  at 

*h  of  Old  Luddy's  diamonds  had  subsided  into  sporadic 

«s  aimed  at  the  police;  Kline,  of  the  secret  service, 

tally  admitted  defeat,  and  a  shadow  no  longer  skulked 

d  night  at  the  entrance  to  the  Sanctuary — and  Larry 

\  bore  the  government  indorsement,  so  to  speak,  of 

o  more  suspicious  a  character  than  that  of  a  dis- 

W,  but  harmless,  dope  fiend  of  the  underworld. 

the  Bat!    The  Gray  Seal!    Jimmie  Dale  the  mil- 

What  if  it  were  ever  known  that  that  strange 
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three     were    one!      What    if Jiinmic    Dale    smiled 

whimsicnlly.  A  burst  of  applause  echoed  through  the  hoost. 
the  orchestra  was  j)layin'^.  the  h^'hts  were  on,  scats  han|^ 
there  was  the  bustle  o{  the  ri*iinjj  audience,  the  play  was  at 
an  end — and  for  the  life  of  him  he  could  not  have  remcin- 
bered  a  sinj^le  line  of  the  last  act ! 

The  aisle  at  his  elbow  was  already  crowded  with  peopk 
on  their  way  out.  Jinimie  Dale  stooped  down  mechanically 
to  reach  for  his  hat  beneath  his  seat — and  the  next  instant 
he  was  standini^  up.  staring  wildly  into  the  faces  around 
him. 

It  had  fallen  at  his  feet — a  white  envelope.  Hers!  It 
was  in  his  hand  now,  those  slim,  tapering,  wonderfully  sensi- 
tive fin*;ers  of  Jimmie  Dale,  that  were  an  "  open 
to  locks  and  safes.  sulx:on>ciously  telegraphing  to  his 
the  fact  that  the  texture  of  the  paper — was  hers.  Her*' 
And  she  must  be  one  of  those  around  hini^-one  of  ihose 
crowding  either  the  row  of  seats  in  front  or  behind,  or  one 
r>f  those  just  passincr  in  the  aisle.  It  had  fallen  at  his  fcft 
a«!  he  had  stooped  over  for  his  hat — but  from  just  exactly 
what  direction  he  could  not  tell.  His  eyes,  eagerly,  himg^rik. 
rntically.  swept  face  after  face.  Which  one  was  hen? 
What  irony !  She.  whom  he  would  have  given  his  life  tD 
know,  for  whom  indeed  he  ri>ked  h\<  life  evcrv  hour  of  the 
twnty-four.  was  clo^e  to  him  now.  within  reach — and  » 
far  removed  as  though  a  thou^^and  miles  separated  thtm. 
She  was  there — hut  he  could  not  recognise  a  face  that  he 
had  ni-ver  s<'en ! 

With  an  etTnrt.  he  choked  kick  the  bitter,  impotent  hq^ 
that  To<v  to  his  lips.  They  were  talking,  laughini;  annai 
him.  n«T  :  ;.  r — yes,  hr  had  once  heard  that,  and  that  kr 
womIiI  n\'oe!r-i"  aiiain.  He  strained  to  catch,  to  indi\Hduite 
tV.e  tone  «ound.>  that  floated  in  a  nicdlev  about  him.  It  •• 
\\-vh'> — of  cour-r — everv  effort  that  he  had  e\*er 
to  find  lirr  had  lurn  useless.  She  was  too  clover,  far 
c]t»ver  frir  tl^Tt  -^he.  too.  would  know  that  he  could 
would  recognise  her  voice  where  he  could  recognise 
else. 
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And  then,  suddenly,  he  realised  that  he  was  attracting  at- 
tention. Level  stares  from  the  women  returned  his  gaze, 
and  they  edged  away  a  little  from  his  vicinity  as  they  passed, 
their  escorts  crowding  somewhat  belligerently  into  their 
places.  Others,  in  the  same  row  of  seats  as  his  own,  were 
impatiently  waiting  to  get  by  him.  With  a  muttered  apology, 
Jinunie  Dale  raised  the  seat  of  his  chair,  allowing  these  latter 
to  pass  him — and  then,  slipping  the  letter  into  his  pocket- 
bode,  he  snatched  up  his  hat  from  the  seat  rack. 

There  was  still  a  chance.  Knowing  he  was  there,  she 
would  be  on  her  guard ;  but  in  the  lobby,  among  the  crowd 
and  unaware  of  his  presence,  there  was  the  possibility  that, 
if  be  could  reach  the  entrance  ahead  of  her,  she,  too,  might 
be  talking  and  laughing  as  she  left  the  theatre.  Just  a  single 
word,  just  a  tone — ^that  was  all  he  asked. 

The  row  of  seats  at  whose  end  he  stood  was  empty  now, 
md,  instead  of  stepping  into  the  thronged  aisle,  he  made  his 
way  across  to  the  opposite  side  of  the  theatre.  Here,  the 
far  aisle  was  less  crowded,  and  in  a  minute  he  had  gained 
the  foyer,  confident  that  he  was  now  in  advance  of  her.  The 
next  moment  he  was  lost  in  a  jam  of  people  in  the  lobby. 

He  moved  slowly  now,  very  slowly — allowing  those  be- 
hind to  press  by  him  on  the  way  to  the  entrance.  A  babel 
of  voices  rose  about  him,  as,  tight-packed,  the  mass  of  people 
jostled,  elbowed,  and  pushed  good-naturedly.  It  was  a 
mice  now,  her  voice,  that  he  was  listening  for ;  but,  though 
it  seemed  that  every  faculty  was  strained  and  intent  upon 
that  one  effort,  his  eyes,  too,  had  in  no  degree  relaxed  their 
v^ilance — and  once,  half  grimly,  half  sardonically,  he  smiled 
to  himself.  There  would  be  an  unexpected  aftermath  to  this 
csuxlus  of  expensively  gowned  and  bejewelled  women  with 
their  prosperous,  well-groomed  escorts!  There  was  the 
Wowrer  over  there — sleek,  dapper,  squirming  in  and  out  of 
fbt  throng  with  the  agility  and  stealth  of  a  cat.  As  Larry  the 
Bat  he  had  met  the  W^owzer  many  times,  as  indeed  he  had 
met  and  was  acquainted  with  most  of  the  elite  of  the  under- 
world. The  Wowzer,  beyond  a  shadow  of  doubt,  in  his  own 
profcssioo  stood  upon  a  plane  entirely  by  himself — among 
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those  qualified  to  speak,  no  one  yet  had  ever  questioned  the 
W'owzer's  claim  to  the  distinction  of  bein^  the  most  dcxteroos 
and  finished  "  poke  getter  "  in  the  United  States ! 

The  crowd  thinned  in  the  lobby,  thinned  dow'n  to  the  Ia«t 
few  belated  stragglers,  who  |>assed  him  as  he  still  loitered 
in  the  entrance;  and  then  Jimmie  Dale,  with  a  shn^;  of  his 
shoulders  that  was  a  great  deal  more  philosophical  than  the 
maddening  sense  of  chagrin  and  disappointment  that  btimed 
within  him,  stc()i)ed  out  to  the  pavement  and  headed  doHn 
Broadway.  After  all.  he  had  known  it  in  his  heart  of  hcarti 
all  the  time — it  hacl  always  been  the  same — it  was  only  one 
more  occasion  added  to  the  innumerable  ones  that  had  gone 
Ik- fore  in  which  she  had  eluded  him! 

And    now — there    was    the    letter!      Automaticanv    he 
quickened  his  steps  a  little.    It  was  useless,  futile,  profitless. 
for  the  moment,  at  least,  to  disturb  himself  over  his  failure^ 
there  was  the  letter!     His  lips  parted  in  a  strange,  half- 
serious,  half-speculative  smile.    The  letter — that  was  para- 
mount now.    WTiat  new  venture  did  the  night  hold  in  stoit 
for  him  ?   WTiat  sudden  emereency  was  the  Gray  Seal  caDed 
upon  to  face  this  time — what  role,  unrehearsed,  withoitf 
warning,  mu«;t  he  play?     WTiat  story  of  grim,  desperate 
rascality  would  the  papers  credit  him  with  when  dayU{lt 
came?    Or  would  they  carry  in  screaming  headlines  the 
announcement  that  the  Gray  Seal  was  caged  and  caught  tf 
List,  and  in  three-inch  type  tell  the  world  that  the  Gray  Sal 
was — Jimmie  Dale! 

.'\  block  down,  he  turned  from  Broadway  out  of  the 
theatre  crowds  that  streamed  in  t)oth  directions  past  him. 
The  letter!  Almost  feverishly  now  he  was  seeking  an  op- 
portunity to  open  and  read  it  unobserved :  an  eagernas 
upon  him  that  mingle<l  exhilaration  at  the  lure  of  danfcr 
with  a  sense  of  premonition  that,  irritably,  inevitably  wii 
with  him  at  moments  such  as  these.  It  seemed,  it  alwan 
seemed,  that,  with  an  unopened  letter  of  hers  in  his  posies 
sion.  it  was  as  though  he  were  about  to  open  a  page  inik 
HfN>k  of  Fate  and  read,  as  it  were,  a  pronounccmoil 
himself  that  might  mean  life  or  death. 
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He  hurried  on.  People  still  passed  by  him — too  many. 
And  then  a  cafe,  just  ahead,  making  a  comer,  gave  him 
the  opportunity  that  he  sought.  Away  from  the  entrance, 
on  the  side  street,  the  brilliant  lights  from  the  windows  shone 
out  on  a  comparatively  deserted  pavement.  There  was 
ample  light  to  read  by,  even  as  far  away  from  the  window 
as  the  curb,  and  Jimmie  Dale,  with  an  approving  nod,  turned 
the  comer  and  walked  along  a  few  steps  until  opposite  the 
farthest  window — but,  as  he  halted  here  at  the  edge  of  the 
street,  he  glanced  quickly  behind  him  at  a  man  whom  he  had 
just  passed.  The  other  had  paused  at  the  comer  and  was 
staring  down  the  street.  Jimmie  Dale  instantly  and  non- 
chalantly produced  his  cigarette  case,  selected  a  cigarette, 
and  fastidiously  tapped  its  end  on  his  thumb  nail. 

**  Inspector  Burton  in  plain  clothes,"  he  observed  musingly 
to  himself.  "  I  wonder  if  it's  just  a  fluke — or  something 
else?    Well  see." 

Jimmie  Dale  took  a  box  of  matches  from  his  pocket.  The 
first  would  not  light.  The  second  broke,  and,  with  an  ex- 
clamation of  annoyance,  he  flung  it  away.  The  third  was 
making  a  fitful  effort  at  life,  as  another  man  emerged  hastily 
from  the  cafe's  side  door,  hurried  to  the  comer,  joined  the 
man  who  was  still  loitering  there,  and  both  together  dis- 
appeared at  a  rapid  pace  down  the  street. 

Jimmie  Dale  whistled  softly  to  himself.  The  second  man 
was  even  better  known  than  the  first ;  there  was  not  a  crook 
in  New  York  but  would  side-step  Lannigan  of  headquarters, 
and  do  it  with  amazing  celerity — if  he  could ! 

•*  5)omething  up!  But  it's  not  my  hunt! "  muttered  Jim- 
mie Dale ;  then,  with  a  shrug  of  his  shoulders :  "  Queer  the 
way  those  headquarters  chaps  fascinate  and  give  me  a  thrill 
every  time  I  see  them,  even  if  1  haven't  a  ghost  of  a  reason 
for  imagining  that " 

The  sentence  was  never  finished.  Jimmie  Dale's  face  was 
gray.  The  street  seemed  to  rock  about  him — and  he  stared, 
like  a  man  stricken,  white  to  the  lips,  ahead  of  him.  The 
tetter  was  gone!  His  hand,  wriggling  from  his  empty 
pocket,  swept  away  the  sweat  beads  that  were  bursting  from 
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his  forehead.    It  had  come  at  last — the  pitcher  had  gone  once 
too  often  to  the  well ! 

Numbed  for  an  instant,  his  brain  cleared  now,  working 
with  lightning  speed,  leaping  from  premise  to  conclusion 
The  crush  in  the  theatre  lobby — the  pushing,  the  jostling, 
the  close  contact — the  Wowzer,  the  slickest,  cleverest  pick- 
pocket in  the  United  States !  For  a  moment  he  could  have 
laughed  aloud  in  a  sort  of  ghastly,  defiant  mockery — he  him- 
self had  predicted  an  unexpected  aftermath,  had  he  not ! 

Aftermath!  It  was — the  end!  An  hour,  two  hours,  and 
New  York  would  be  metamorphosed  into  a  seething  caldron 
of  humanity  bubbling  with  the  news.  It  seemed  that  he 
could  hear  the  screams  of  the  newsboys  now  shouting  their 
extras ;  it  seemed  that  he  could  see  the  |)eople,  roused  to 
frenzy,  swarming  in  excited  crowds,  snatching  at  the  papers ; 
he  seemed  to  hear  the  mob's  shouts  swell  in  execration,  in 
exultation — it  seemed  as  though  all  around  him  had  gone 
mad.  Ihe  mystery  of  the  Gray  Seal  was  solved!  It  was 
Jimmie  Dale.  Jimmie  Dale.  Jimmie,  Dale,  the  millionaire, 
the  lion  of  society — and  there  was  ignominy  for  an  honoured 
name,  and  shame  and  disaster  and  convict  stripes  and  sullen 
I>enitentiary  walls — or  death!    A  felon's  death — the  chair! 

He  wa^  running  now.  his  liands  clenched  at  his  sides:  his 
mind,  working  sulx-onsciuu^ly.  urging  him  onward  in  a  blind, 
as  yit  unrealised,  objectless  way.  And  then  gradually  im- 
puNe  cave  way  to  calnu-r  reason,  and  he  slowed  his  pace  to 
;i  tjuiik.  less  noticeable  walk.  The  Wowzer!  That  was  it! 
I  here  was  yet  a  chance — the  Wowzer!  A  merciless  ra|pc 
cold,  dtadly,  si-ttlcd  upon  him.  It  was  the  Wowzer  who 
hail  stoUn  his  pocketbook,  and  with  it  the  letter.  There 
could  be  no  doubt  of  that.  Well,  there  would  be  a  reckoning 
at  least  before  the  end! 

He  was  in  a  downtown  subway  train  now — the  roar  in 
his  cars  in  crmMinani'e.  it  seemed,  with  the  turmoil  in  hil 
brain.  Hut  now.  t(H),  lie  was  Jinmiie  Dale  again;  and.  apait 
frniii  tilt-  >IiL:litIy  ouiihrust  jaw,  the  tight-dosed  lips,  ti 
p:i'»-ive.  til  li'inair,  ct»nij)Osed. 

Ihere   vk.in   \it  a  chance.     As  Larry  the  Bat  he 
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every  den  and  lair  below  the  dead  line,  and  he  knew,  too,  the 
Wowier*3  favourite  haunts.  There  was  yet  a  chance,  only 
one  in  a  thousand,  it  was  true,  almost  too  pitiful  to  be  de- 
pended upon — but  yet  a  chance.  The  Wowzer  had  probably 
not  worked  alone,  and  he  and  his  pal,  or  pals,  would  cer- 
tainly not  remain  uptown  either  to  examine  or  divide  their 
spoils — they  would  wait  until  they  were  safe  somewhere  in 
one  of  their  hell  holes  on  the  East  Side.  If  he  could  find  the 
Wowzer,  reach  the  man  before  the  letter  was  opened — 
Jimmie  Dale's  lips  grew  tighter.  That  was  the  chance!  If 
he  failed  in  that — ^Jimmie  Dale's  lips  drooped  downward  in 
grim  curves  at  the  comers.  A  chance !  Already  the  Wowzer 
had  at  least  a  half  hour's  lead,  and,  worse  still,  there  was  no 
telling  which  one  of  a  dozen  places  the  man  might  have 
chosen  to  retreat  to  with  his  loot. 

Time  passed.  His  mind  obsessed,  Jimmie  Dale's  physical 
acts  were  almost  wholly  mechanical.  It  was  perhaps  fifteen 
minutes  since  he  had  discovered  the  loss  of  the  letter,  and 
he  was  walking  now  through  the  heart  of  the  Bowery.  Ex- 
actly how  he  had  got  there  he  could  not  have  told ;  he  had 
only  a  vague  realisation  that,  following  an  intuitive  sense  of 
direction,  he  had  lost  not  a  second  of  time  in  making  his 
way  downtown. 

And  now  he  found  himself  hesitating  at  the  comer  of  a 
cross  street.  Two  blocks  east  was  that  dark,  narrow  alley- 
way, that  side  door  that  made  the  entrance  to  the  Sanctuary. 
It  would  be  safer,  a  hundred  times  safer,  to  go  there,  change 
his  clothes  and  his  personality,  and  emerge  again  as  Larry 
the  Bat — infinitely  safer  in  that  role  to  explore  the  dens  of 
the  underworld,  many  of  them  indeed  unknown  and  un- 
dreamed of  by  the  police  themselves,  than  to  trust  himself 
there  in  well-cut,  fashionable  tweeds — but  that  would  take 
time.  Time!  When,  with  every  second,  the  one  chance  he 
had,  desperate  as  that  already  was,  was  slipping  away  from 
him.  No ;  what  was  apparently  the  greater  risk  at  least  held 
out  the  only  hope. 

He  went  on  again — ^his  brain  incessantly  at  work.  At  the 
worst  there  was  one  mitigating  factor  in  it  all.    He  had  no 
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need  to  think  of  her.  Whatever  the  ruin  and  disaster  that 
faced  him  in  the  next  few  liotirs,  she  in  anv  case  was  safe. 
There  was  no  clew  to  her  identity  in  the  letter ;  and  where 
he,  for  months  on  end,  with  even  more  to  work  upon,  had 
failed  at  every  turn  to  trace  her,  there  was  little  fear  that 
any  one  else  would  have  any  better  success.  She  was  safe. 
As  for  himself — that  was  different.  The  Grav  Seal  would  be 
referred  to  in  the  letter,  there  would  be  the  outline,  the 
data  for  the  "  crime  "  she  had  planned  for  that  night ;  and 
the  letter,  thouj^h  unaddressed,  l)ein|^  found  in  his  pocket- 
book,  where  cards  and  notes  and  a  dozen  different  thinf^ 
amon^  its  contents  pn^laimed  him  Jimmie  Dale,  needed 
no  further  evidence  as  to  its  ownership  nor  the  identity  of 
the  Grav  Seal. 

Jimmie  Dale's  finders  crept  inside  his  vest  and  fumbled 
there  for  a  moment — and  a  diamond  stud,  extracted  from 
his  shirt  front,  g;listened  sportively  in  the  necktie  that  was 
now  tucked  jauntily  in  at  one  side  of  his  shirt  bosom.  He 
had  reached  the  Blue  Dra^ron,  one  of  Wowzer's  usual  hang- 
outs, and,  swervinjj  from  the  sidewalk,  entered  the  place. 
There  was  wild  tunuilt  within — ^a  constant  storm  of  ap- 
|>lause,  derision,  and  hibrity  that  was  hurled  from  the  tables 
around  the  room  at  the  turkey-trotting,  tango-writhing 
couples  on  the  somewhat  restricted  sjiace  of  polished  hard- 
wood fl(X)ring  in  the  centre.  Jimmie  Dale  swaggered  dowii 
the  room,  a  cigar  tilted  up  at  an  angle  between  his  teeth,  his 
soft  felt  hat  a  little  rakishly  on  one  side  of  his  head  and 
well  over  his  nose. 

At  the  end  of  the  room,  at  the  bar.  Jimmie  Dale  leaned 
tfiwanl  the  barkeeper  and  talked  out  of  the  comer  of  his 
mouth.  There  were  private  rooms  upstairs,  and  he  jerked 
hi^  luad  >urreptitiously  ceilingward. 

'*  Say.  is  de  Wowzer  up  dere?  "  he  inquired  in  a  cantioai 
whi>|»er. 

The  n)an  behind  the  liar,  well  known  to  Jimmie  Dik  at 
one  of  the  Wowzer's  particular  pals,  favoured  him  wilb  a 
blank  sure. 
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•*  Never  heard  of  de  guy ! "  he  announced  brusquely. 
"Wot's  yours?" 

**  Gimme  a  mug  of  suds,"  said  Jimmie  Dale,  reaching  for 
a  match.  He  puffed  at  his  cigar,  blew  out  the  match,  and, 
after  a  moment,  flung  the  charred  end  away — but  on  his 
hand,  as,  palm  outward,  he  raised  it  to  take  his  glass,  the 
match  had  traced  a  small  black  cross. 

The  barkeeper  put  down  the  beer  he  had  just  drawn,  wiped 
his  hand  hurriedly,  and  with  sudden  enthusiasm  thrust  it 
across  the  bar. 

•*  Glad  to  know  youse,  cull  I "  he  exclaimed.  "  Wot's  dc 
by?** 

Jimmie  Dale  smiled. 

"  Nix !  "  said  Jimmie  Dale.  "  I  just  blew  in  from  Chicago. 
Used  to  know  de  Wowzer  dere.  He  said  dis  place  was  on 
de  level,  an*  I  could  always  find  him  here,  dat's  all." 

**  Sure,  youse  can ! "  returned  the  barkeeper  heartily. 
*  Only  he  ain't  here  now.  He  beat  it  about  fifteen  minutes 
ago,  him  an'  Dago  Jim.  I  guess  youse'll  find  him  at  Giang's, 
I  heard  him  an'  Dago  say  dey  was  goin'  dere.  Know  de 
place?" 

Jimmie  Dale  shook  his  head. 

"  I  ain't  much  wise  to  New  York,"  he  explained. 

•*  Aw,  dat's  easy,"  whispered  the  barkeeper.  "  Go  down 
to  Chatham  Square,  an'  den  any  guyll  show  youse  Chang 
Foo's."  He  winked  confidentially.  "  I  guess  youse  won't 
bomp  yer  head  none  gettin'  around  inside." 

Jimmie  Dale  nodded,  grinned  back,  emptied  his  glass, 
and  dug  for  a  coin. 

**  Forget  it !  "  observed  the  barkeeper  cordially.  "  Dis  is 
CO  me.  Any  friend  of  de  Wowzer's  gets  de  glad  hand  here 
any  time." 

**  Tanks !  •*  said  Jimmie  Dale  gratefully,  as  he  turned 
away.    "  So  long,  then — see  youse  later." 

Chang  Foo's !  Jimmie  Dale's  face  set  even  a  little  hardci 
than  it  had  before,  as  he  swung  on  again  down  the  Bowery. 
Yes ;  he  knew  Chang  Foo's — too  well.  Underground  China- 
town— ^where  a  man's  life  was  worth  the  price  of  an  opium 
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pill— or  less!  Mcchnnically  his  hand  slipped  into  his  pocket 
and  closed  over  the  aut<Mii.-itic  that  notlcd  there.  Once  in^ 
where  ho  had  to  }jo--an(l  tlir  chances  were  even,  just  even. 
that  was  all,  that  lio  wuiild  ever  fjct  out.  A^ain  he  was 
tempted  to  return  to  the  Saiicttiary  and  make  the  attempt  as 
I^rry  the  Hat.  I^irry  the  Hat  was  well  enough  known  to 
enter  Chaii^'  I'oo's  inKiiiestioncd,  and — but  af^ain  he  shook 
his  head  and  went  on.  There  was  not  time.  The  Wowzer 
and  his  pal-  it  was  Uaj;jo  Jim  it  seemed — had  evidently  been 
drinkin;,'  and  loitering  their  way  downtown  from  the  theatre, 
and  he  had  gained  that  nuich  on  them ;  but  by  now  thcj 
would  Ik'  smnglv  tucked  awav  somewhere  in  that  maze  of 
dens  Ik'Iow  the  ground,  and  at  that  monient  probably  were 
gloating  over  the  biggest  night '^  haul  they  had  ever  made  in 
their  lives ! 

And  if  thev  were !  What  then  ?  Once  thev  knew  the  coo- 
tents  of  tliat  letter — what  then?  Huy  them  off  for  a  brger 
amount  thnn  the  many  thou<an(N  ofTere*!  fnr  the  capture  of 
the  Grav  Seal?  limmie  Dale  gritted  his  teeth.  That  meant 
blackmail  from  tlivm  all  !iis  life,  an  intolerable  existence. 
impo'^<ihle.  a  lull  on  <'arth--the  slave,  at  the  beck  and  caD 
of  two  of  the  w(»r-t  criminaN  in  New  York!  The  moirtnfP 
oozed  a'^ain  to  Jimir.i*-  Dale's  forehead.  God.  if  he  cocH 
get  that  letter  iH.fnr*-  it  \va»»  openetl — before  they  knrrc'  If 
he  couM  only  m-t  the  chance  to  fight  for  it — aeainst  flnr 
o<ld»'!  I. iff  I  Life  wa'-  a  j>itiful  consideration  against  the 
alternative  that  faved  him  now! 

From  the  Hlne  l)r:i'j'»ri  to  Chang  F(k)*s  was  not  far;  and 
Timmie  Dale  cov«Trd  the  distance  in  well  under  five  mintUfS- 
("liang  l^»n*<  wa-i  i»;st  a  tra  merchant's  shop,  innocuous  and 
Tnn«H«T:t  •  Tifuj-^h  in  its  ap^rarance.  blatidly  so  indeed,  and 
thnt  wa>  :tll  «)utw:trd!y:  hut  Jimmie  Dale,  as  he  reached 
hi**  rlc>ttyi.ii'«':j.  rwrrit'iicftl  the  first  sens;iti«»n  of  uplift  be 
had  knnwu  that  irjl  t.  :iiid  thi-  from  what,  ap|iarently,  did 
not  in  the  I'-a^?  -i  i  in  liki-  a  coutnhuting  cause. 

"I.uck!  'I!:f  hlt-Mtl  luck  of  it!"  he  muttered  i^rinrfv. 
as  he  <;urvr\ril  thi-  ^iL.'ht-'^^.eing  car  drawn  up  at  the  chiIl 
and  watched  the  pas>engers  crowding  out  of  it  to  the 
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**  It  wouldn't  have  been  as  easy  to  fool  old  Chang  as  it  was 
that  fellow  back  at  the  Dragon — and,  besides,  if  I  can  work 
Ht  there's  a  better  chance  this  way  of  getting  out  alive." 

The  guide  was  marshalling  his  "  gapers  " — some  two  dozen 
in  all«  men  and  women.  Jimmie  Dale  unostentatiously  fell 
in  at  the  rear ;  and,  the  guide  leading,  the  little  crowd  passed 
into  the  tea  merchant's  shop.  Chang  Foo,  a  wizened,  wrin- 
kled-faced little  Celestial,  oily,  suave,  greeted  them  with 
profuse  bows,  chattering  the  while  volubly  in  Chinese. 

The  guide  made  the  introduction  with  an  all-embracing 
sweep  of  his  hand. 

"  Chang  Foo— ladies  and  gentlemen,"  he  announced ;  then 
held  op  his  hand  for  silence.  "  Ladies  and  gentlemen,"  he 
said  impressively,  "  this  is  one  of  the  most  notorious,  if  not 
the  most  notorious  dive  in  Chinatown,  and  it  is  only  through 
special  arrangement  with  the  authorities  and  at  great  ex- 
pense that  the  company  is  able  exclusively  to  gain  an  entree 
here  for  its  patrons.  You  will  see  here  the  real  life  of  the 
Chinese,  and  in  half  an  hour  you  will  get  what  few  would 
get  in  a  lifetime  spent  in  China  itself.  You  will  see  the 
Chinese  children  dance  and  perform;  the  Chinese  women 
at  their  household  tasks ;  the  joss,  the  shrine  of  his  hallowed 
ancestors,  at  which  Chang  Foo  here  worships ;  and  you  will 
enter  the  most  famous  opitmi  den  in  the  United  States. 
Now,  if  you  will  all  keep  close  together,  we  will  make  a 
start." 

In  spite  of  his  desperate  situation,  Jimmie  Dale  smiled  a 
little  whimsically.  Yes;  they  would  see  it  all — upstairs! 
The  same  old  bunk  dished  out  night  after  night  at  so  much 
a  head — and  the  nervous  little  schoolma'am  of  uncertain 
aire,  who  fidgeted  now  beside  him,  would  go  back  somewhere 
down  in  Maine  and  shiver  while  she  related  her  "  wider  ex- 
periences "  in  tremulous  whispers  into  the  shocked  ears  of 
envious  other  maiden  ladies  of  equally  tmcertain  age.  The 
same  old  bunk — and  a  profitable  one  for  Chang  Foo  for 
more  reasons  than  one.  It  was  dust  in  the  eyes  of  the  police. 
The  police  smiled  knowingly  at  mention  of  Chang  Foo. 


j,^ 
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Who  should  know,  if  they  didn't,  that  it  was  all  harmleai 
fake,  all  bunk !    And  so  it  was — upstairs! 

They  were  passinj^  out  of  the  shop  now,  bowed  out  through 
a  side  door  by  the  obsi'(|uious  and  oily  Chang  Foo.  And 
now  they  massed  again  in  a  sort  of  little  hallway — and  Chang 
Iv)o,  closing;  the  door  upon  Jinimic  Dale,  who  was  the  last 
in  the  line,  shuffled  back  behind  the  counter  in  his  shop  to 
resume  his  jfuard  duty  over  customers  of  <|uitc  another  ilk. 
With  the  door  closed,  it  was  dark,  pitch  dark.  And  this. 
too,  like  everythinjj  else  connected  with  Chang  Foo's  estalh 
lishment,  for  more  reasons  than  one — for  effect — and  for 
security.  Nervous  little  twitters  began  to  emanate  from  the 
women — the  guide's  voice  rose  reassuringly : 

"  Keep  close  together,  ladies  and  gentlemen.    Wc  are  fih 
ing  upstairs  now  to        " 

Jimmie  Hale  hugged  Imck  against  the  wall,  sidled  alonglt 
and  like  a  shadow  slipi>ed  down  to  the  end  of  the  halL  The 
scuflling  of  two  dozen  |)airs  of  feet  mounting  the  crakr 
staircase  drowned  the  slight  sound  as  he  cautiously  opcM 
a  door ;  the  darkness  lay  black,  impenetrable,  along  the  hiA 
And  then,  as  cautiously  as  he  had  oi>ened  it,  he  closed  ihl 
dor»r  iK'hind  him.  and  stood  for  an  instant  listening  at  the 
head  of  a  ladder-like  stairway,  his  automatic  in  his  had 
now.  It  was  familiar  ground  to  I-arry  the  Bat.  The  steps ki 
down  to  a  cellar;  and  diagonally  across  from  the  foot  of  ihl 
steps  was  an  o)K*ning.  ingeniously  hidden  by  a  heterogeneo0 
collection  of  (nlds  and  ends,  boxes,  cases,  and  rubbish  froa 
the  pseudo  tea  shop  above ;  a  low  opening  in  the  wall  to  a  pt^ 
s;ige  that  led  on  tlirough  the  cellars  of  perhaps  half  a  doaa 
adjoining  houses,  each  of  which  latter  was  leased,  in  OV 
name  or  another — by  Chang  Foo. 

Jimmie  Dale  crept  down  the  steps,  and  in  another  momcil 
had  gained  the   farther  side  of  the  cellar;  then,  skirtiiC 
around  the  ruck  of  cases,  he  stooinrd  suddenly  and 
in  through  the  o|K'niiig  in  the  wall.    .And  now  he  halted 
more.     He  was  straining  his  eyes  <Iown  a  long,  narrow 
sage,  whose  blackness  was  accentuated  rather  than 
by  curious  wavering,  gossamer  threads  of  yel  >w  Ugfal 
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ere  and  there  from  under  makeshift  thresholds, 
irs  slightly  ajar.  Faint  noises  came  to  him,  a 
itermittent  clink  of  coin,  a  low,  continuous,  droning 
noes ;  the  sickly  sweet  smell  of  opium  pricked  at  his 

Dale's  face  set  rigidly.  It  was  the  resort,  not  only 
Dst  depraved  Qiinese  element,  but  of  the  worst 
thugs  that  made  New  York  their  headquarters — 
le  succession  of  cellars,  roughly  partitioned  off  to 
ozen  rooms  on  either  side  of  the  passage,  dope 
ked  at  the  drug,  and  Chinese  gamblers  spent  the 
irt  of  their  lives;  here,  murder  was  hatched  and 
•  often  to  its  hellish  end ;  here,  the  scum  of  the  un- 
sought refuge  from  the  police  to  the  profit  of 
o;  and  here,  somewhere,  in  one  of  these  rooms, 
Wowzer. 

)wzer!  Jimmie  Dale  stole  forward  silently,  with- 
id,  swiftly — ^pausing  only  to  listen  for  a  second's 
he  doors  as  he  passed.  From  this  one  came  that 
oin;  from  another  that  jabber  of  Chinese;  from 
er  that  overpowering  stench  of  opium — and  once, 
d  as  he  was,  a  cold  thrill  passed  over  him.  Let 
f  hell's  wolves,  so  intent  now  on  their  own  affairs, 
oused,  as  they  certainly  must  be  roused  before 
lope  to  finish  the  Wowzer,  and  his  chances  of  es- 


ightened  suddenly,  alert,  tense,  strained.  Voices, 
a  furious  quarrel,  came  from  a  door  just  beyond 
e  other  side  of  the  passage,  where  a  film  of  light 
out  through  a  cracked  panel — it  was  the  Wowzer 

Jim!    And  drunk,  both  of  them — and  both  in  a 

! 

med  quick  then,  almost  instantaneously  it  seemed  to 
ak.  He  was  crouched  now  close  against  the  door, 
the  crack  in  the  panel.  There  was  only  one  figure 
-Dago  Jim — standing  beside  a  table  on  which 
lamp,  the  table  top  littered  with  watches,  purses, 
I  chatelaine  bags*     The  man  was  lurching  un- 
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steadily  on  his  feet,  a  vicious  sneer  of  triumph  on  his  fac^ 
waving  tauntingly  an  open  letter  and  Jtmmie  Dale's  pocket- 
book  in  his  hands — waving  them  presumably  in  the  fact  of 
the  Wowzcr.  whom,  from  the  restrictions  of  the  crack.  Jm. 
mie  Dale  could  not  see.  He  was  conscious  of  a  sickcnim 
sense  of  disaster.  His  hofte  against  hope  had  been  in  \-aiii— 
the  letter  had  been  opened  and  read — the  identity  of  tke 
Gray  Seal  zcas  sohed. 

Dago  Jim's  voice  roared  out,  hoarse,  blasphcmoos,  ii 
drunken  rage: 

**  De  Gray  Seal — see!  Youse  betcher  life  I  knows!  I 
been  waitin'  fer  somet*tng  like  dis,  damn  youse!  YooK 
been  stallin'  on  me  fer  a  year  every  time  it  came  to  a  diviy. 
Vou>c*vc  got  a  pocketful  now  youse  snitched  to-night  <fac 
youse  are  tryin*  to  do  me  out  of.  Well,  keep  *cm"— h 
shoved  his  face  forward.  "I  keeps  dts — see!  Kcq>  Va 
Wowzcr.  youse  cross-eyed " 

*'  Kveryt'ing  I  pinched  to-night's  on  de  table  dcre  wid  vtf 
youse  pinched  yerself/'  cut  in  the  W'owzer,  in  a  soDca 
threatening  growl. 

**  Vou>e  he,  an'  youse  knows  it ! "  retorted  Dago  Jwk 
"  Vuuse  have  given  me  de  short  end  every  time  we've  pabi 
a  (leal ! " 

•'  Dal  letter's  mine,  youse "  bawled  the  Wowacr  f» 

ously. 

'*  Wliy  didn't  youse  o{M^n  it  an'  read  it,  den,  instead  d\ 
Id  tin'  nu-  do  it  to  keep  me  busy  while  youse  short-doifrfj 
\ur  ?  "  sm-iTiMl  |);iMo  Jim.    "  Youse  t'ought  it  was  some 
hilly-«!(M». «  h  ?    \\  ell.  I'anks,  Wowzcr— dat's  wot  it  is! 
he  n;<i^lr«!.  "  «l»Te^  a  ;;uy'll  cash  a  t'ousand  century 
frr  ilJN.  ;i:i'  if  l:«'  Mi.n'i — ^:iy.  dere's  some  reward  out  fer 
Cir;iv  .*^«  i!!    \\<»uMn't  v(»u>e  like  to  know  who  it  is?    \V( 
wlun  Till  riilin'  in  ine  i)rivaie  buzz  wagon.  Wow 
siiik  ar.niinl  .m'  iu.iMm-  Til  tell  youse — an'  mabbe  I 

••  Hv    Ci*'*!"— the    Wowzer's  voice  rose  in  a 
"  vor.^i-  h.iiul  oviT  dat  letter!" 

"  ^'•llJ'>e  j;o  to " 


Reil.  luri'l  red.  a  >tream  of  flame  seemed  to 
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Dale's  line  of  vision,  came  the  roar  of  a  revolver 
id  like  a  madman  Jtmmie  Dale  flung  his  body  at  the 
Udcety  at  best,  it  crashed  inward,  half  wrenched 
;  hinges,  precipitating  him  inside.  He  recovered 
ind  leaped  forward.  The  room  was  swirling  with 
ies  of  smoke ;  Dago  Jim,  hands  flung  up,  still  grasp- 
r  and  pocketbook,  pawed  at  the  air — and  plunged 
agging  lurch  face  downward  to  the  floor.  There 
n  and  an  oath  from  the  Wowzer — ^the  crack  of  an- 
rolver  shot,  the  hum  of  the  bullet  past  Jimmie  Dale's 
scorch  of  the  tongue  flame  in  his  face,  and  he  was 

other. 

hing  profanity,  the  Wowzer  grappled ;  and,  for  an 
the  two  men  rocked,  reeled,  and  swayed  in  each 
mbrace;  then,  both  men  losing  their  balance,  they 
denly  backward,  the  Wowzer,  imdermost,  striking 
against  the  table's  edge — and  men,  table,  and  lamp 
lownward  in  a  heap  to  the  floor. 

been  no  more,  at  most,  than  a  matter  of  seconds 
nmie  Dale  had  hurled  himself  into  the  room;  and 
h  a  gurgling  sigh,  the  Wowzer's  arms,  that  had  been 
round  Jimmie  Dale's  back  and  shoulders,  relaxed, 
n  the  blow  on  his  head  the  maji,  lay  back  inert  and 
And  then  it  seemed  to  Jimmie  Dale  as  though 
nium,  imreality,  and  chaos  at  the  touch  of  some 
and  reigned  aroimd  him.  It  was  dark — no,  not 
spurt  of  flame  was  leaping  along  the  line  of  trick- 
Prom  the  broken  lamp  on  the  floor.  It  threw  into 
•elief  the  sprawled  form  of  Dago  Jim.  Outside, 
ng  the  passageway,  came  a  confused  jangle  of  com- 
•whispering  voices,  shuffling  feet,  the  swish  of 
^rments.  And  the  room  itself  began  to  spring  into 
ickering  shadows,  that  moimted  and  crept  up  the 
h  the  spreading  fire. 

was  not  a  second  to  lose  before  the  room  would  be 
jf  with  Aat  rush  from  the  passageway — ^and  there 

the  letter,  the  pocketbook!    The  table  had  fallen 

Dago  Jim — ^Jimmie  Dale  pushed  it  aside,  tore  the 
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crushed  letter  and  the  pocketbook  from  the  man's  hand^-* 
and  felt,  with  a  grim,  horrible  sort  of  anxiety,  for  the  other'* 
heartlK'at,  for  the  verdict  that  meant  life  or  death  to  himself. 
There  was  no  sign  of  life — the  man  was  dead. 

Jininiie  Dale  was  on  his  feet  now.  A  face,  another,  and  an- 
otlior  showed  in  the  doorway — the  Wowzer  was  regainm^ 
his  senses,  stimihling  to  his  knees.  There  was  one  chance— 
jti'-t  one — to  take  those  crowding  figures  by  suqirisc.  .\nd 
with  a  yell  of"  Fire!  "  Jimmie  Dale  sprang  for  the  dooruav. 

They  gave  way  before  his  rush,  tumbling  back  in  ibeir 
surprise  against  tlie  opposite  wall :  and.  turning,  Jtmmie  Uik 
raced  down  the  passageway.  D(ic»rs  were  o[)ening  eitnr- 
wliere  ncnv.  It)rnis  were  pushing  out  into  the  semi-dariaien 
— finly  to  duck  hastily  back  again,  as  Jimmie  Dale's  aiTt> 
niatic  k'lrkcd  and  spat  a  running  fire  of  warning  ahead  of 
him.     And  thfu,  bcliind.  the  Wowzer's  voice  shrieked  na!" 

"  Sot'tk  liiiu!  Kill  de  guy!  He's  croaked  Dago  Jsa! 
Put  a  hnlc  in  him.  de " 

\v\U,  a  chorus  of  them,  ttKjk  up  the  refrain — then  iht 
ru'^h  j>f  fnlluwiti'^'  frrt — and  the  pa»ageway  seemed  toncitf 
as  tlMiui:h  a  (l:iilit]'^'  gun  wrre  in  play  with  the  f usilbdc  of 
P  vnlviT  >h«it'*.  hut  limmic  Dale  was  at  the  0|)ening  now— 
and.  like  a  ha-e  rntnifr  ])hini,Mng  fi»r  the  kig.  he  flung  hiRKrii 
in  a  I«»vv  tlivi*  thrt»nL;h  an«l  into  tlie  open  cellar  licyond.  He 
was  on  his  feet,  over  the  boxes,  and  da>hing  up  the  fOifl 
in  a  --eooncl.  The  door  above  opened  as  he  reached  the  top- 
liniinit'  Dale's  riijhl  hand  >h«»t  (uit  with  clubbed  re%"ohtf— 
and  wiili  a  u'rutu  ("hang  Imh>  went  down  Iwfore  the  hk* 
and  the  headlong  ru>h.  The  next  instant  Jimmie  Dale  hit 
sjirnni:  tlironirli  the  tea  >\ut\i  antl  was  out  on  the  s-treet. 

A  iniiniie.  xwn  ininuie>  more,  and  C'hinatown  wouMbril 
an  ujiroar — i  liang  I**«m>  wonM  >ee  to  that — am!  the  \Vo«rtf  j 
\\«»nld  prurl  liiin  on.     The  ilaniier  was  far   fn»m  <ivcr  tdl 
AthI  then,  a^  he  ran.  jiiumie  Dale  gave  a  little  ga-p  of  C^j 
lief.     Just  aht-ad.  drawn  up  at  the  curb.  >t(NHl  a  taxk 
waiting,  proluhly.   for  a  private  ^iunnnini;  party.     Ji 
Dale   put   on  a  spurt,  reached  it,  and  wrenched  the 
open. 
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*  Quick ! "  he  flung  at  the  startled  chauffeur.    "  The  near- 
subway  station — ^there's  a  ten-spot  in  it  for  you !    Quick 
\n — quick!    Here  they  come!  " 

i\  crowd  of  Chinese,  pouring  like  angry  hornets  from 
mig  Foo's  shop,  came  yelling  down  the  street — and  the 
d  took  the  comer  on  two  wheels — and  Jimmie  Dale,  pant- 
%  choking  for  his  breath  like  a  man  spent,  sank  back 
linst  the  cushions. 

But  five  minutes  later  it  was  quite  another  Jimmie  Dale, 
nposed,  nonchalant,  imperturbable,  who  entered  an  up- 
m  subway  train,  and,  choosing  a  seat  alone  near  the  cen- 
of  the  car,  which  at  that  hour  of  night  in  the  downtown 
trict  was  almost  deserted,  took  the  crushed  letter  from  his 
icet.  For  a  moment  he  made  no  attempt  to  read  it.  his 
rk  eyes,  now  that  he  was  free  from  observation,  full  of 
ubied  retrospect,  fixed  on  the  window  at  his  side.  It 
s  not  a  pleasant  thought  that  it  had  cost  a  man  his  life, 
r  yet  that  that  life  was  also  the  price  of  his  own  freedom. 
ac,  if  there  were  two  men  in  the  city  of  New  York  whose 
merited  neither  sympathy  nor  mercy,  those  two  men 
the  Wowzer  and  Dago  Jim — but  yet,  after  all,  it  was 
itnnan  life,  and,  even  if  his  own  had  been  in  the  balance, 
ink  God  it  had  been  through  no  act  of  his  that  Dago  Jim 
d  gone  out!  The  Wowzer,  cute  and  cunning,  had  been 
ick  enough  to  say  so  to  clear  himself,  but — ^Jimmie  Dale 
liled  a  little  now — neither  the  Wowzer,  nor  Chang  Foo, 
r  Chinatown  would  ever  be  in  a  position  to  recognise  their 
invited  guest ! 

Jimmie  Dale's  eyes  shifted  to  the  letter  speculatively, 
avely.  It  seemed  as  tho^igh  the  night  had  already  held  a 
ar  of  happenings,  and  the  night  was  not  over  yet — there 
IS  the  letter !  It  had  already  cost  one  life ;  was  it  to  cost 
other— or  what  ? 

It  began  as  it  always  did.  He  read  it  through  once,  in 
nazemcnt;  a  second  time,  with  a  flush  of  bitter  anger 
eeping  to  his  cheeks ;  and  a  third  time,  curiously  memoris- 
1^  as  it  were,  snatches  of  it  here  and  there. 
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"Dear  Philanthropic  Crook:     Robbery  of  Hudson- 
Mercantile  National  Bank — trusted  employee  is  ex<onvkt 
bad  police  record,  served  term  in  Sing  Sing  three  yean 
af^o^known  to  police  as  Bookkeeper  Bob.  real  name  is  Robm 

Moyne,  lives  at Street.  Harlem — Inspector  Burton  and 

Lannigan  of  headquarters  trailing  him  now — robbery  not  }-€t 
made  public " 

There  was  a  great  deal  more — four  sheets  of  closdjr 
written  data.  With  an  exclamation  almost  of  dismay,  Jim- 
mie  Dale  pulled  out  his  watch.  So  that  was  what  Burtoo 
and  Lannip^an  were  up  to!     And  he  had  actually  run  into 

them!    I-onl.  the  irony  of  it!    The And  then  Jimmie 

Dale  stared  at  the  dial  of  his  watch  incredulously.  It  was 
still  but  l)arely  midnight!  It  seemed  impossible  that  sinct 
leaving  the  theatre  at  a  few  minutes  before  eleven,  he  had 
lived  throu<^h  but  a  single  hour! 

Jimmie  Dale's  tingcrs  began  to  pluck  at  the  letter,  tcarinc 
it  into  pieces,  tearing  the  pieces  over  and  over  again  into 
tiny  shreds.  The  train  stopi>ed  at  station  after  statioB. 
IR'oj)le  got  on  and  off — Jimmie  Dale's  hat  was  over  his  eye% 
and  his  eyes  were  ^'hi^'d  again  to  the  window.  Had  Book* 
keeper  Molt  returned  to  his  tiat  in  Harlem  with  the  detectives 
at  his  heels — or  were  Burton  and  lannigan  still  trailing  tke 
ni;iii  (l«>wnto\Mi  >onie\vhere  around  the  cafes?  If  the  foh 
iiilt.  the  theft  (if  the  letter  and  its  incident  loss  of  time  hid 
\ycr\\  an  irrepar.il)le  «li>a>ier;  if  the  latter — well,  who  knew! 
The  riNk  \v:i«i  the  (iray  Seal's! 

At  ( )ne  Huinlrrd  and  Twenty-Fifih  Street  Jimmie  Dik 
k'ft  the  train  ;  and.  at  the  end  of  a  sharp  four  minutes'  wafc 
(luring  which  he  had  dcnlged  in  and  out  from  street  to  <itA 
>li>;'{ieil  on  a  corner  to  survey  the  h\iKk  ahead  of  him.  k 
wa^  a  t)!<K-k  devoted  exclusively  to  flats  and  a|>artBi(irt 
b.jni^f»»,  an«!.  ajiari  frcim  a  few  lu-lated  |>edestrians,  was  dh 
sorted.  linimir  Pale  sirnlled  leJNurelv  down  one  aik 
itj"Mm1  t!ie  •'trrit  at  tl'.r  e:i.l  «»f  ilie  hliK'k.  and  strolled  1^ 
siirrly  li,i  I  '-M  il.r  i'A'A-r  >i'!r  -lliere  was  no  sign  of  eitliff 
BurtMii  m  l.a:.:.:i;..n.     it  wa^  a  fairly  safe  prcsumptioo  th^j 
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tfttt  Bookkeeper  Bob  had  not  returned  yet,  or  one  of  the 
detectives  at  least  would  have  been  shadowing  the  house. 

Jimmie  Dale,  smiling  a  little  grimly,  retraced  his  steps 
again,  and  turned  deliberately  into  a  doorway — whose  num- 
ber he  had  noted  as  he  had  passed  a  moment  or  so  before. 
So,  after  all,  there  was  time  yet!  This  was  the  house. 
•*  Number  eighteen,"  she  had  said  in  her  letter.  "  A  flat — 
three  stories — Moyne  lives  on  ground  floor." 

Jimmie  Dale  leaned  against  the  vestibule  door — there  was 
a  faint  click — 2l  little  steel  instrument  was  withdrawn  from 
the  lock — and  Jimmie  Dale  stepped  into  the  hall,  where  a  gas 
jet,  turned  down,  burned  dimly. 

The  door  of  the  ground-floor  apartment  was  at  his  right. 
Jimmie  Dale  reached  up  and  turned  off  the  light.  Again 
those  slim,  tapering,  wonderfully  sensitive  fingers  worked 
with  the  little  steel  instrument,  this  time  in  the  lock  of  the 
apartment  door — again  there  was  that  almost  inaudible  click 
—and  then  cautiously,  inch  by  inch,  the  door  opened  under 
his  hand  He  peered  inside— down  a  hallway  lighted,  if  it 
could  be  called  lighted  at  all,  by  a  subdued  glow  from  two 
open  doors  that  gave  upon  it — peered  intently,  listening  in- 
tently, as  he  drew  a  black  silk  mask  from  his  pocket  and 
slipped  it  over  his  face.  And  then,  silent  as  a  shadow  in  his 
movements,  the  door  left  just  ajar  behind  him,  he  stole  down 
the  carpeted  hallway. 

Opposite  the  first  of  the  open  doorways  Jimmie  Dale 
paused — a  curiously  hard  expression  creeping  over  his  face, 
lips  beginning  to  droop  ominously  downward  at  the  cor- 
It  was  a  little  sitting  room,  cheaply  but  tastefully 
famished,  and  a  young  woman.  Bookkeeper  Bob's  wife  evi- 
flently,  and  evidently  sitting  up  for  her  husband,  had  fallen 
sound  asleep  in  a  chair,  her  head  pillowed  on  her  arms  that 
^rere  outstretched  across  the  table.  For  a  moment  Jimmie 
tMt  held  there,  his  eyes  on  the  scene — and  the  next  moment, 
Iw  hand  curved  into  a  clenched  fist,  he  had  passed  on  and 
entered  the  adjoining  room. 

It  was  a  child's  bedroom.     A  night  lamp  burned  on  a 
bble  beskle  the  bed,  and  the  soft  rays  seemed  to    '        %4 


II. 
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linger  in  caress  on  the  tousled  golden  hair  of  a  little  ?'rl 
of  perhaps  two  years  of  age — and  something  seemed  to  choke 
suddenly  in  Jimmie  Dale's  throat — the  sweet,  innocent  i:: 
tie  face,  upturned  to  his,  was  smiling  at  him  asi  she  sk-pt. 

Jimmie  Dale  turned  awav  his  head — his  evflashes  wet 
under  his  mask.  "Beneath  the  mattress  of  the  child's  bfd." 
the  letter  had  said.  His  face  like  stone,  h?*i  lips  a  thin 
line  now.  Jimmie  Dale's  hand  reached  detiiy  in  without 
disturbing  the  child  and  took  out  a  package — and  then  an- 
other. He  straightened  up,  a  himdle  of  crisp  new  hundred- 
dollar  i:<)te^  in  eacli  hand — and  on  the  top  of  one,  slipped  un- 
der the  elastic  hand  that  held  the  bills  together,  an  unsealed 
envelope.  He  drew  out  the  latter,  <ind  ofx^ned  it — it  was  a 
second-class  steamshi])  jvissage  to  Vera  Cruz,  made  out  in  a 
fictitious  name,  of  course,  to  John  Da  vies,  the  booking  for 
next  day's  sailing.  From  the  ticket,  from  the  stolen  monn". 
Jimmie  Dale's  eyes  lifted  to  rest  again  on  the  little  golden 
head,  the  smiling  lip> — and  then,  dro])ping  the  packages  into 
his  pockets,  his  oun  lips  moving  queerly,  he  turned  abruptly 
to  the  door. 

"  My  GckI.  the  shame  of  it !  "  he  whispered  to  hinisdf. 

He  crejn  down  the  corritlor.  past  the  open  door  of  tfce 
room  where  the  young  woman  >till  sat  fast  asleep,  and,  hii 
ma<^k  in  his  pocket  ag.tin.  stei)|>ed  softly  into  the  vestibak, 
an<l  from  there  to  llie  street. 

Jimmie  Dale  hurried  now.  spurred  on  it  seemed  by  a  hoL 
iuM-n-ate  fury  that  rageil  williin  him — there  was  still  OBi 
oihiT  lall  to  make  that  ni^ht — >till  those  remaining  and  wt 
nute  (IrtaiN  in  the  latter  part  of  her  letter,  grim  and  v^hrii 
their  portftit ! 

It  wa-*  duso  upon  one  oVIiK'k  in  the  morning  when  Jii^ 
mie  Dale  >toppL-(l  a^ain — this  time  Ik* fore  a  fashioniUl 
<lwrlliiiL,'  jii>t  t>ri"  Central  Park.  And  here,  for  |ierhapf  dv 
sjiace  of  a  miiiuie,  he  •-rirvtyicl  the  hou.se  from  the  vit 
walk— watvlin.^'.  witli  a  ^mi  of  speculative  satisfactioikij 
mair>  >l.a(li>A  that  pa^^il  ct.n^tantly  to  and  fro  across itj 
drawn  hI:n<N  of  onr  cf  tlie  lower  windows.  The  rest  rff 
the  houbc  was  in  darkness. 


1 
J 


DEVIL'S  WORK  1«3 

"  Yes,**  said  Jtmmie  Dak«  nodding  his  head,  "  I  rather 
thcNight  so.  The  senrants  will  have  retired  hoars  aga  It's 
nfe  enough." 

He  ran  quickly  up  the  steps  and  rang  the  belL  A  door 
opened  almost  instantly,  sending  a  faint  glov  into  the  hall 
from  the  lighted  room ;  a  hurried  step  crossed  the  hall — and 
Che  outer  door  u'as  thrown  back. 

*•  Well,  what  is  it?"  demanded  a  voice  brusquely. 

It  was  quite  dark,  too  dark  for  either  to  distinguish  the 
other's  features — and  Jimmie  Dale's  hat  was  drawn  far 
down  over  his  eyes. 

**  I  want  to  see  Mr.  Thomas  H.  Carling,  cashier  of  the 
Hudson-Mercantile  National  Bank — it's  very  important," 
said  Jimmie  Dale  earnestly. 

••  I  am  Mr.  Carling."  replied  the  other.    **  What  is  it?" 

Jimmie  Dale  leaned  forward. 

**  From  headquarters — with  a  report,"  he  said,  in  a  low 


-  Ah ! "  exclaimed  the  hank  official  sharply.  "  WcD.  it's 
about  time!  I've  been  waiting  up  for  it — though  I  expected 
you  would  telephone  rather  than  this.    Come  in ! " 

^  Thank  you,"  said  Jimmie  Dale  courteously — and  stepped 
into  the  halL 

The  other  closed  the  front  door.  "  The  servants  are  in 
bed.  of  course,**  he  explained,  as  he  led  the  way  toward  the 
lighted  room.    **  This  way,  please." 

Behind  the  other,  across  the  hall.  Jimmie  Dale  folk)wfd — 
and  close  at  Carting's  heels  entered  the  room,  which  was 
fitted  up,  quite  evidently  regardless  of  cost,  as  a  combina- 
tion library  and  study.  Carling.  in  a  somewhat  pompous 
Eashion,  walked  straight  ahead  toward  the  caned-mahogany 
Itt-topped  desk,  and,  as  he  reached  it.  waved  his  hand. 

"Take  a  chair,"  he  said,  o\-er  his  shoulder — and  then. 
Nntiing  in  the  act  of  dropping  into  his  own  chair,  grasped 
fettddcniy  at  the  edge  of  the  desk  instead,  and,  with  a  low, 
itartled  cry,  stared  across  the  room. 

Jimmie  Dale  was  leanmg  back  against  the  door  that  was 
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closed  now  behind  him — and  on  Jimmie  Dale's  face  was  a 
black  silk  mask. 

For  an  instant  neither  man  spoke  nor  moved ;  then  Car- 
ling,  spare-built,  dapiKT  in  evening  clothes,  edged  back  fron 
the  desk  and  laughed  a  little  uncertainly. 

"  Quite  neat !  I  compliment  you !  From  headquarten 
with  a  report,  I  think  you  said  ?  " 

**  Which  I  neglected  to  add/'  said  Jimmie  Dale,  "  was  to 
be  made  in  private." 

Carling«  as  though  to  put  as  much  distance  between  than 
as  possible,  continued  to  edge  back  across  the  room — but  his 
small  black  eyes,  black  now  to  the  pupils  themselveSt  nevtr 
left  Jimmie  Dale's  face. 

**  In  private,  eh  ?  " — he  seemed  to  be  sparring  for  tinie. 
as  he  smiled.  **  In  private !  You've  a  strange  method  of 
securing  privacy,  haven't  you?  A  bit  melodramatic,  iso^ 
it?  Perhaps  you'll  be  good  enough  to  tell  me  who  xoa 
are  ?  " 

Jimmie  Dale  smiled  indulgently. 

•*  My  mask  is  only  for  effect,"  he  said.  **  My  name  »- 
Smith." 

"  Yes,"  said  Carling.    "  I  am  very  stupid.    Thank  yoL 

I "  he  had  reached  the  other  side  of  the  room  now— 

and  with  a  (|uick.  sudden  movement  jerked  his  hand  to  tht 
dial  of  the  ^afc  that  stood  against  the  wall. 

But  Jinmiie  Dale  was  (|uicker — without  shifting  his  pa*- 
tidii,  his  automatic,  whipi>ed  from  his  pockct»  held  a  discoid 
oTtini;  head  on  Carlin|»*s  forehead. 

*•  I 'lease  don't  do  that,"  said  Jimmie  I^Ic  softly.  "W 
r.'ttluT  a  ^'ockI  nuke,  that  safe.  I  dare  say  it  would  takeflt 
half  an  hotir  to  o{K*n  it.  I  was  rather  curious  to  bMV 
wlu-ther  it  wa>  linrked  or  not." 

C'arlin;;*s  hand  (lr()p]HMl  to  his  side. 

"So!"  he  Muired.     "That's  it,  is  it!     The  ontaTi 
variety  of  sneak  iliief!"     His  voice  was  rising 
"  Well.  *»ir.  let  me  tell  vou  that " 


•• 


"Mr.  Carling,"  saiil  Jimmie  Dale,  in  a  low, 
unless  you  moderate  your  voice  some  one   in  the 
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t  hear  you — I  am  quite  well  aware  of  that.  But  if  that 
ens,  if  any  one  enters  this  room,  if  you  make  a  move  to 
I  a  button,  or  in  any  other  way  attempt  to  attract  at- 
wi,  m  drop  you  where  you  stand !  "  His  hand,  behind 
ack,  extracted  the  key  from  the  door  lock,  held  it  up 
\it  other  to  see,  then  dropped  it  into  his  pocket — and  his 
,  cold  before,  rang  peremptorily  now.  "  Come  back  to 
esk  and  sit  down  in  that  chair  I  "  he  ordered, 
r  a  moment  Carting  hesitated ;  then,  with  a  half-mut- 
oath,  obeyed. 

cunie  Dale  moved  over,  and  stood  in  front  of  Carling 
ic  other  side  of  the  desk — and  stared  silently  at  the 
iculate,  fashionably  groomed  figure  before  him. 
ider  the  prolonged  gaze.  Carting's  composure,  in  a 
ore  at  least,  seemed  to  forsake  him.  He  t)egan  to  drum 
msly  with  his  fingers  on  the  desk,  and  shift  imeasily 
i  chair. 

d  then,  from  first  one  pocket  and  then  the  other,  Jim- 
>a]e  took  the  two  packages  of  banknotes,  and,  still  with- 
word,  pushed  them  across  the  desk  until  they  lay  un- 
e  other's  eyes. 

ing's  fingers  stopped  their  drumming,  slid  to  the  desk 
ightened  there,  and  a  whiteness  crept  into  his  face, 
rith  an  effort,  he  jerked  himself  erect  in  his  chair. 
It's  this  ?  "  he  demanded  hoarsely. 
It  ten  thousand  dollars,  I  should  say,"  said  Jimmie 
fly.    "  I  haven't  counted  it.    Your  t)ank  was  robl)ed 
ng  at  closing  time,  I  understand  ?  " 
*     Carling's  voice  was  excited  now,  the  colour 
8  face.    "  But  you — how— do  you  mean  that  you 
ng  the  money  to  the  l)ank  ?  " 
%"  said  Jimmie  Dale. 

vas  once  more  the  pompous  bank  official.     He 
and  surveyed  Jimmie  Dale  critically  with  his 
yes. 

•  so  I "  he  ol)served.    "  That  accounts  for  the 
am  stilt  a  tittle  in  the  dark.    Under  the  cir- 
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steadily  on  his  feet,  a  vicious  sneer  of  triumph  on  his  fa 
waving  tauntingly  an  open  letter  and  Jtmmie  Dale's  pod 
book  in  his  hands — waving  them  presumably  in  the  face 
the  Wowzer.  whom,  from  the  restrictions  of  the  crack.  J* 
mie  Dale  could  not  sec.  lie  was  conscious  of  a  sicken 
sense  of  disaster.  His  hofK:  against  hope  had  been  in  \-aii 
the  letter  had  been  opened  and  read — the  identity  of 
Gray  Seal  xcas  solved. 

Dago  Jim's  voice  roared  out,  hoarse,  blasphcmoas, 
drunken  rage: 

'*  De  Gray  Seal — see!  Youse  betchcr  life  I  knows! 
boon  waitin'  fer  somet'ing  like  dis,  damn  yousc!  Yoi 
boon  stallin'  on  me  fer  a  year  every  time  it  came  to  a  divi 
\'ou.sc*vc  got  a  pocketful  now  youse  snitched  to-night  d 
yousc  arc  tryin*  to  do  me  out  of.  Well,  keep  'em  "—J 
shoved  his  face  forward.  "  I  keeps  dis — see !  Keep  *« 
Wowzer,  yousc  cross-eyed " 

*'  Rveryt'ing  I  pinched  to-night's  on  de  table  dere  wid  vi 
yousc  pinched  ycrsclf,"  cut  in  the  Wowzer,  in  a  soDa 
threatening  growl. 

'*  N'ousc  lie.  an'  youse  knows  it ! "  retorted  Dago  Jm 
**  Yousc  liavc  given  me  de  short  end  every  time  we've  pak 
a  deal ! " 

"  Dat  letter's  mine,  youse "  bawled  the  Wowser  ffli 

ouslv. 

m 

'*  Why  didn't  youse  open  it  an'  read  it,  den,  instead  d 
Uttin*  me  do  it  to  keep  me  busy  while  youse  short-chaa|d 
iiu-  ?  '*  >tR'err<l  l)aj4«»  Jim.  "  Yousc  t'ought  it  was  some  fwtt 
l)illy-«!(M»,  rh  f  \\  ell.  I'aiiks,  Wowzer^bt's  wot  it  is!  Sif;* 
he  iniK'Ki'!.  *  «lere^  a  j^'uy'U  cash  a  t'ousand  century  noH 
f»  r  tii<.  itii'  if  hr  (Imrt — ^ii\\  derc's  some  reward  out  fer 4l 
(ir.iy  ."^f.il*  WjiiiMn'l  vdu-c  like  to  know  who  it  is?  \Vd| 
whi-n  1*111  riiliii'  in  rue  f)rivate  buzz  wagon,  Wowzer,  nitf 
>\'wk  ar.ir.nil  .lu*  lu.ililie  V\\  tell  yousc — an'  mabbe  I  wob^I^ 

"  Hv    God  "-the    Wowzcr's  voice  rose  in  a  wnM 

••  Vfii:-e  hand  over  <lat  letter!" 

'*  ^'•^n-e  I!"  tu -" 

Red.  hiritl  red.  a  >tream  of  flame  seemed  to  col  Km 
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nie  Dale's  line  of  vision,  came  the  roar  of  a  revolver 
— and  like  a  madman  Jtmmie  Dale  flung  his  body  at  the 
'.  Rickety  at  best,  it  crashed  inward,  half  wrenched 
1  its  hinges,  precipitating  him  inside.  He  recovered 
iclf  and  leaped  forward.  The  room  was  swirling  with 
eddies  of  smoke ;  Dago  Jim,  hands  flung  up,  still  grasp- 
letter  and  pocketbook,  pawed  at  the  air — and  plunged 
a  sagging  lurch  face  downward  to  the  floor.  There 
a  yell  and  an  oath  from  the  Wowzer — ^the  crack  of  an- 
r  revolver  shot,  the  hum  of  the  bullet  past  Jimmie  Dale's 
the  scorch  of  the  tongue  flame  in  his  face,  and  he  was 
I  the  other. 

Teeching  profanity,  the  Wowzer  grappled ;  and,  for  an 
int,  the  two  men  rocked,  reeled,  and  swayed  in  each 
f%  embrace;  then,  both  men  losing  their  balance,  they 
saddenly  backward,  the  Wowzer,  undermost,  striking 
lead  against  the  table's  edge — and  men,  table,  and  lamp 
lied  downward  in  a  heap  to  the  floor. 
had  been  no  more,  at  most,  than  a  matter  of  seconds 
*  Jimmie  Dale  had  hurled  himself  into  the  room;  and 
,  with  a  gurgling  sigh,  the  Wowzer's  arms,  that  had  been 
nd  around  Jimmie  Dale's  back  and  shoulders,  relaxed, 
from  the  blow  on  his  head  the  maji,  lay  back  inert  and 
ncd.  And  then  it  seemed  to  Jimmie  Dale  as  though 
lemonium,  imreality,  and  chaos  at  the  touch  of  some 
Ts  hand  reigned  around  him.  It  was  dark — no,  not 
: — a  spurt  of  flame  was  leaping  along  the  line  of  trick- 
oil  from  the  broken  lamp  on  the  floor.  It  threw  into 
tly  relief  the  sprawled  form  of  Dago  Jim.  Outside, 
I  along  the  passageway,  came  a  confused  jangle  of  com- 
on — whispering  voices,  shufSing  feet,  the  swish  of 
lese  garments.  And  the  room  itself  began  to  spring  into 
d,  flickering  shadows,  that  moimted  and  crept  up  the 
I  with  the  spreading  fire. 

lere  was  not  a  second  to  lose  before  the  room  would  be 
mtng  with  Aat  rush  from  the  passageway — and  there 
still  the  letter,  the  pocketbook!  The  table  had  fallen 
over  Dago  Jim — Jimmie  Dale  pushed  it  aside,  tore  the 
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crushed  letter  and  the  pockeibook  from  the  man's  hand^— 
and  feh.  with  a  K"m.  horrible  sort  of  anxiety,  for  the  other** 
heartbeat,  for  tlie  verdict  that  meant  life  or  death  to  himself. 
There  was  no  sign  of  lite — the  man  was  dead. 

Jininiie  Dale  was  on  his  feet  now.  A  face,  another,  and  an- 
othiT  showed  in  the  doorway — the  Wowzer  was  re^rnirif 
his  senM-s.  stumbling  to  his  knees.  There  was  one  chance— 
ju^^t  one — to  take  those  crowding  figures  by  suqirisc.  .\nd 
witli  a  yell  of"  Fire!  '*  Jimmie  Dale  sprang  for  the  doon»i> 

They  gave  way  Ik* fore  his  rush,  tumbling  back  in  thrr 
surprise  against  the  ojiposite  wall ;  and.  tuniing.  Jimmie  Ihk 
raced  down  the  jMssageway.  Dtiors  were  o|)ening  even- 
wliere  now.  foruKs  were  pushing  out  into  the  semi-dariaie» 
— (inly  to  duck  ha>tily  back  again,  as  Jimmie  Dale's  ai:!*> 
matic  kirked  and  spat  a  running  fire  of  warning  ahead  of 
him.     And  then,  Ix-lund.  the  Wowzer *s  voice  shrieked  ru! 

"  SfKik   liiinl      Kill  de  guy!     lie's  croaked   Dago  Jus* 
Put  a  Imle  in  him.  de " 

YelK.  a  cht>rus  of  them,  ti)ok  up  the  refrain — then  tbr 
ru-^li  <»f  !t»ll«»\\  itv4  feet — and  the  jia-^sigeway  >eemed  tonckfl 
a**  iliou'jh  a  <l:iiliiiL:  L'un  were  in  play  with  the  f usilbdc  o( 
pvmIvit  ^-Imts.  |U:i  Jininiie  Dale  was  at  the  o|>eninp  now— 
and.  l:ke  a  li.t-e  rnniu-r  phin^ing  fnr  the  Iwg,  he  tlimg  hiofcif 
in  a  liw  (livf  tlir«»ng}i  ami  into  tlie  oj>en  cellar  lK\vcind.  He 
wa-*  '»n  hi-*  feit.  over  the  buxes,  and  dashing  up  the  fOin 
in  a  secninl.  The  tlour  ab«)ve  opened  as  he  reached  the  top- 
lininiie  DaleV  ris'hl  han«l  >h<»t  out  with  clublx'd  revohfr— 
and  with  a  L'runt  Chang  I'oo  went  down  Iwfore  the  hta 
and  the  headlnng  ru^h.  The  ne.xt  instant  Jinmiie  Dak  hii; 
spnitiL;  ilirjaiu'h  the  tea  >hop  ancl  was  out  on  the  street. 

A  minute.  t\M>  mimiteN  nit>re.  and  Clunatown  v^ouMbrii 
an  uproar — i  hang  I''(k>  wur.ld  *.ee  to  that — and  the  Wcmitfl 
would  prnrl  liiiii  till.     The  danger  was  far  from  over  rtt 
Atiil  then,  a-*  he  ran.  Jinunie  !)ale  gave  a  little  gasp  ot 
liti.     Just  alM'.id.  ilrawn  up  at  the  curb,  sIoikI  a  tax^ 
wailing.  i>rf»baMy.   f(»r  a  jirivate  slumming  party.     Ji 
D.ilr  put   on  a  spurt,   reached   it,  and  wrenched  the 
open. 
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lick ! "  he  flung  at  the  startled  chauffeur.    "  The  near- 
iway  station — there's  a  ten-spot  in  it  for  you !    Quick 
quick!    Here  they  come!  " 
rowd  of  Chinese,  pouring  like  angry  hornets  from 

Foo's  shop,  came  yelling  down  the  street — and  the 
ok  the  comer  on  two  wheels — and  Jimmie  Dale,  pant- 
loking  for  his  breath  like  a  man  spent,  sank  back 
t  the  cushions. 

five  minutes  later  it  was  quite  another  Jimmie  Dale, 
sed,  nonchalant,  imperturbable,  who  entered  an  up- 
abway  train,  and,  choosing  a  seat  alone  near  the  cen- 
the  car,  which  at  that  hour  of  night  in  the  downtown 
t  was  almost  deserted,  took  the  crushed  letter  from  his 
.  For  a  moment  he  made  no  attempt  to  read  it,  his 
yes,  now  that  he  was  free  from  observation,  full  of 
id  retrospect,  fixed  on  the  window  at  his  side.  It 
>t  a  pleasant  thought  that  it  had  cost  a  man  his  life, 
t  that  that  life  was  also  the  price  of  his  own  freedom, 
if  there  were  two  men  in  the  city  of  New  York  whose 

merited  neither  sympathy  nor  mercy,  those  two  men 
he  Wowzer  and  Dago  Jim — but  yet,  after  all,  it  was 
an  life,  and,  even  if  his  own  had  been  in  the  balance, 
God  it  had  been  through  no  act  of  his  that  Dago  Jim 
MIC  out!  The  Wowzer,  cute  and  cunning,  had  l)een 
enough  to  say  so  to  clear  himself,  but — Jimmie  Dale 
;  a  little  now — neither  the  Wowzer,  nor  Chang  Foo, 
linatown  would  ever  be  in  a  position  to  recognise  their 
ted  guest ! 

mic  Dale's  eyes  shifted  to  the  letter  speculatively, 
y.  It  seemed  as  though  the  night  had  already  held  a 
)f  happenings,  and  the  night  was  not  over  yet — there 
le  letter!  It  had  already  cost  one  life;  was  it  to  cost 
rr— or  what  ? 

fcgSLVi  as  it  always  did.  He  read  it  through  once,  in 
snent;  a  second  time,  with  a  flush  of  bitter  anger 
ng  to  his  cheeks ;  and  a  third  time,  curiously  memoris- 
ft  it  were,  snatches  of  it  here  and  there. 
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"Dear  PuiLANTirRonc  Ckook:     Robbery  of  Hudson- 
Mercantile  National  Bank — trusted  employee  is  ex-convict 
bad  police  record,  served  term  in  Sing  Sing  three  years 
afjo— known  to  police  as  lioukkcepcr  Bob,  real  name  is  Roben 

Moyne,  lives  at Street.  Harlem — Inspector  Burton  and 

Lannif^an  of  headquarters  trailing  htm  now — robbery  not  yet 
made  public " 

There  was  a  great  deal  more — four  sheets  of  dosriy 
written  data.  With  an  exclamation  almost  of  dismay,  Jiro- 
mie  Dale  pulled  out  his  watch.  So  that  was  what  Bunon 
and  I^inni;;an  were  up  to!     And  he  had  actually  run  into 

them!    Lord,  the  irony  of  it!    The And  then  Jimmie 

Dale  stared  at  the  dial  of  his  watch  incredulously.  It  ns 
still  but  barely  midnight!  It  seemed  impossible  that  since 
leaving  the  theatre  at  a  few  minutes  before  eleven,  he  had 
lived  ihrou^jh  but  a  single  hour! 

Jimmie  Dale's  fingers  began  to  pluck  at  the  letter,  tcarim 
it  into  pieces,  tearing  the  pieces  over  and  over  again  into 
tiny  shre<Is.  The  train  stopped  at  station  after  statioB, 
jH-'opie  got  on  and  off — Jinunie  Dale's  hat  was  over  his  eyei 
and  his  eyes  were  glued  again  to  the  window.  Had  Book* 
keeper  Hoi)  returned  to  his  tlal  in  Harlem  with  the  detectives 
at  his  heels — or  were  Burton  and  l^innigan  still  trailing  the 
man  downtown  >otnew!uTe  around  the  cafes?  If  the  for- 
nu  r.  the  theft  of  tiie  letter  and  its  incident  loss  of  time  had 
iH'en  an  irrep:ir:i!)le  disaster;  if  the  latter — well,  who  knew! 
The  ri-^k  w.'i"^  the  dray  Seal's! 

At  ( )ne  Hundred  and  Twenly-Kifth  Street  Jimmie  DJe 
left  the  train ;  and.  at  the  end  of  a  sharp  four  minutes'  wiL 
during  which  he  had  dodged  in  and  out  from  street  to  street 
sti'j'ped  n\\  a  corner  to  survey  the  block  ahead  of  him.  k 
wa^  a  M(»ek  devoted  exclusively  to  flats  and  afartmcfll 
hou'^e^.  and.  ajMri  fmni  a  few  bi-lated  pedestrians,  was  dh 
scrt«*d.  liiiiniie  Dale  >!nilletl  leiNurelv  down  one  sid^ 
iTi«--ed  the  street  at  the  e:id  **i  llio  block,  and  stroikd  fch 
siirrly  h.i  I.  •.:!  tVe  i-iln-r  .-ide- -there  was  no  sign  of  etthcf 
Uurton  r>i  Li:.:;ii;;;n.     h  was  a  fairly  >afe  prciiumpi km  thtt 


_  1 
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hat  Bockkteper  Bob  had  not  returned  yet,  or  one  of  the 
rtecttvcs  at  least  would  have  been  shadowing  the  house. 
Jimmie  Dale,  smiling  a  little  grimly,  retraced  his  steps 
^tn,  and  turned  deliberately  into  a  doorway — whose  num- 
rr  he  had  noted  as  he  had  passed  a  moment  or  so  before. 
0,  after  all,  there  was  time  yet!  This  was  the  house. 
Number  eighteen,"  she  had  said  in  her  letter.  "  A  flat — 
irec  stories — Moyne  lives  on  ground  floor." 
Jimmie  Dale  leaned  against  the  vestibule  door — ^there  was 
faint  click — a  little  steel  instrument  was  withdrawn  from 
le  lock — and  Jimmie  Dale  stepped  into  the  hall,  where  a  gas 
t,  turned  down,  burned  dimly. 

The  door  of  the  ground-floor  apartment  was  at  his  right 
mmie  Dale  reached  up  and  turned  off  the  light.    Again 
ose  slim,  tapering,  wonderfully  sensitive  fingers  worked 
ith  the  little  steel  instrument,  this  time  in  the  lock  of  the 
aitment  door — again  there  was  that  almost  inaudible  click 
and  then  cautiously,  inch  by  inch,  the  door  opened  under 
;  hand.    He  peered  inside— down  a  hallway  lighted,  if  it 
lid  be  called  lighted  at  all,  by  a  subdued  glow  from  two 
n  doors  that  gave  upon  it — ^peered  intently,  listening  in- 
ly, as  he  drew  a  black  silk  mask  from  his  pocket  and 
led  it  over  his  face.    And  then,  silent  as  a  shadow  in  his 
ements,  the  door  left  just  ajar  behind  him,  he  stole  down 
arpeted  hallway. 

posite  the  first  of  the  open  doorways  Jimmie  Dale 

d — a  curiously  hard  expression  creeping  over  his  face, 

«  beginning  to  droop  ominously  downward  at  the  cor- 

It  was  a  little  sitting  room,  cheaply  but  tastefully 

^led,  and  a  young  woman.  Bookkeeper  Bob's  wife  evi- 

and  evidently  sitting  up  for  her  husband,  had  fallen 

isleep  in  a  chair,  her  head  pillowed  on  her  arms  that 

itstrctched  across  the  table.    For  a  moment  Jimmie 

'd  there,  his  eyes  on  the  scene — and  the  next  moment, 

t  curved  into  a  clenched  fist,  he  had  passed  on  and 

he  adjoining  room. 

a  child's  bedroom.     A  night  Limp  burned  on  a 

de  the  bed,  and  the  soft  rays  seemed  to  play  and 
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linger  in  caress  on  the  tousled  golden  hair  of  a  littU*  jr-rl 
of  perhaps  two  years  of  age — and  something  seemed  to  choke 
suddenly  in  Jimmie  Dale's  tliroat — the  sweet,  innocent  l: 
tie  face,  upturned  to  his,  was  smiling  at  him  as  she  slt-pi. 

Jimmie  Dale  turned  awav  his  head — his  evelashes  urt 
under  his  mask.    "  Bcncaih  the  mattress  of  the  child's  bed." 
the  letter  had   said.     I  lis   face  like  stone.  Iv^;   lips  a  thui 
line  now,    limmie  Dale's  hand  reached  deftiv   in   withotit 
disturhing  the  child  and  took  out  a  package — and  then  an- 
other.   He  straightened  uj),  a  hundle  of  crisp  new  hundred- 
dollar  r.oles  in  each  hand — and  on  the  top  of  one,  slipped  un- 
der the  elastic  hand  that  held  the  bills  together,  an  unsealed 
envc1o|)e.     He  drew  out  the  latter,  and  0|)ened  it — it  was  a 
second-class  steamshi])  passage  to  Vera  Cruz,  made  out  in  a 
fictitious  name,  of  course,  to  John  Davies,  the  booking  for 
next  day's  sailing.    I'Vom  the  ticket,  from  the  stolen  monrr. 
Jimmie  Dale's  eyes  lifted  to  rest  again  on  the  little  golden 
head,  the  smiling  lips — and  then,  droj^ping  the  i^ackages  intP 
his  {HK'kets,  his  own  lips  moving  queerly,  he  turned  abruptly 
to  the  door. 

"  My  GfKl.  the  shame  of  it ! "  he  whispered  to  himself. 

He  crept  down  the  corridor,  past  the  open  door  of  the 
room  where  the  yo\ing  woman  still  sat  fast  asleep,  and.  hs 
mask  in  \\\<  ptnket  a^.iin.  step()ed  softly  into  the  vestibuki 
and  from  there  to  the  street. 

Jimmie  D.ile  hurried  now.  sfuirred  on  it  seemed  by  a  hoL 
insensate  fury  \\\\\\  r.ige<I  within  him — there  was  still  ooe 
other  i'.iil  to  m.iKe  tli.'it  nii^lu --still  those  remaining  and  n^ 
nute  driailN  in  the  latter  part  of  her  letter,  grim  and  i^ii 
their  ]Mirii:il ! 

It  was  close  upon  one  o'clock  in  the  morning  when  Ji^ 
mie  Dale  stopped  ai:ain — this  time  before  a  fashicnikk 
dwellirii:  just  oiY  Central  Park.  .\nd  here,  for  |»eriu|tfltf 
space  of  a  iiiinme,  lu-  siirvey(  d  the  house  from  the  vit 
vialk  — watilni;::.  with  a  "-uri  of  s|»eculative  satisfactioai 
man's  sl.ail.jw  that  jia-sul  cn;i-tanlly  to  and  fro  across 4l 
drawn  Minds  of  oik-  of  the  lower  windows.  The  !«<■'■>. 
the  house  was  in  <larkncss. 
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id  Jimmie  Dale,  nodding  his  head,  **  I  rather 
The  servants  will  have  retired  hours  ago.    It's 

tkkly  up  the  steps  and  rang  the  bell.    A  door 

St  instantly,  sending  a  faint  glow  into  the  hall 

ited  room ;  a  hurried  step  crossed  the  hall — and 

or  was  thrown  back. 

lat  is  it  ?  **  demanded  a  voice  brusquely. 

te  dark,  too  dark  for  either  to  distinguish  the 

ires — and  Jimmie  Dale's  hat  was  drawn  far 

seyes. 

0  see  Mr.  Thomas  H.  Carling,  cashier  of  the 

cantile  National  Bank — it's  very  important," 

Dale  eamestlv. 

V  Carling."  replied  the  other.    "What  b  it?" 

le  leaned  forward. 

adquarters — with  a  report,"  he  said,  in  a  low 

claimed  the  bank  official  sharply.    "  Well,  it's 
I've  been  waiting  up  for  it — ^though  I  expected 
lephone  rather  than  this.    Come  in !  " 
►u,"  said  Jimmie  Dale  courteously — and  stepped 

closed  the  front  door.    "  The  servants  are  in 
e,"  he  explained,  as  he  led  the  way  toward  the 

"  This  way,  please." 
other,  across  the  hall,  Jimmie  Dale  followed — 
Carling's  heels  entered  the  room,  which  was 
te  evidently  regardless  of  cost,  as  a  combina- 
md  study.    Carling,  in  a  somewhat  pompous 
ed  straight  ahead  toward  the  carved-mahogany 
sk,  and,  as  he  reached  it,  waved  his  hand. 
Jiair,"  he  said,  over  his  shoulder — and  then, 
e  act  of  dropping  into  his  own  chair,  grasped 
he  edge  of  the  desk  instead,  and,  with  a  low, 
stared  across  the  room. 
le  was  leaning  back  against  the  door  that  was 
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closed  now  liohind  him — and  on  Jimmie  Dale's  face  was  a 
black  silk  mask. 

For  an  instant  neither  man  spoke  nor  moved ;  then  Car- 
ling,  spare-built,  dap|KT  in  evening  clothes,  edged  back  from 
the  desk  and  laughed  a  little  uncertainly. 

"  Quite  neat !  I  coni()linient  you !  From  headqtiarten 
with  a  report,  I  think  you  said? " 

"  Which  I  neglected  to  add/'  said  Jimmie  Dale.  **  was  to 
be  made  in  private." 

Carling,  as  though  to  put  as  much  distance  between  than 
as  possible,  continued  to  edge  back  across  the  room — but  hb 
small  black  eyes,  black  now  to  the  pupils  themselves,  never 
left  Jimmie  Dale's  face. 

"  In  private,  eh  ? " — he  seemed  to  be  sparring  for  time, 
as  he  smiled.  "  In  priN-ate!  You've  a  strange  method  ci 
securing  privacy,  haven't  you?  A  bit  melodramatic,  isn^ 
it?  Perhaps  you'll  be  good  enough  to  tell  me  who  roa 
are  ?  " 

Jimmie  Dale  smiled  indulgently. 

**  Mv  mask  is  only  for  effect,"  he  said.  **  My  name  if— 
Smith." 

•*  Yes."  said  Carling.    "  I  am  very  stupid.    Thank  yi» 

I "  he  had  reached  the  other  side  of  the  room  now— 

and  with  a  (itiick.  sudden  movement  jerked  his  hand  to  ike 
dial  of  the  safe  that  stood  against  the  wall. 

But  Jimmie  Dale  was  (|uicker — without  shifting  hit  poih 
tinn,  his  automatic.  whi|)}>ed  from  his  pocket,  held  a  difooi^ 
Ci-rting  head  cm  Cariing's  forehe^id. 

•'  Plea^^e  dnn't  do  thai."  said  Jimmie  Dale  softly.  *ltTi 
rritluT  a  gocMl  make,  that  safe.  I  dare  say  it  would  take  at 
hall  an  hour  to  o{H*n  it.  I  was  rather  curious  to  koov 
whether  it  was  l<K:ked  or  not." 

(  arling's  hand  droj)jK*d  to  his  side. 

"So!"  he  Mieered.  "That's  it,  is  it!  The  Offtb^T 
variety  of  sneak  thief!"  His  voice  was  rising  gradnd^, 
"  Well.  sir.  let  me  tell  vou  that " 

"  Mr.  Carling."  said  Jinunie  Dale,  in  a  low,  e^tn 
"  unless  you  moderate  your  voice  some  one  in  the 
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m^ht  hear  you — I  am  quite  well  aware  of  that.  But  if  that 
happens,  if  any  one  enters  this  room,  if  you  make  a  move  to 
tooch  a  button,  or  in  any  other  way  attempt  to  attract  at- 
tention, 111  drop  you  where  you  stand!  "  His  hand,  behind 
his  back,  extracted  the  key  from  the  door  lock,  held  it  up 
for  the  other  to  see,  then  dropped  it  into  his  pocket — and  his 
▼oice,  cold  before,  rang  peremptorily  now.  "  Come  back  to 
the  desk  and  sit  down  in  that  chair!  "  he  ordered. 

For  a  moment  Carling  hesitated ;  then,  with  a  half-mut- 
tered oath,  obeyed. 

Jinunie  Dale  moved  over,  and  stood  in  front  of  Carling 
on  the  other  side  of  the  desk — and  stared  silently  at  the 
imsnaculate,  fashionably  groomed  figure  before  him. 

Under  the  prolonged  gaze,  Carling's  composure,  in  a 
measure  at  least,  seemed  to  forsake  him.  He  began  to  drum 
nervously  with  his  fingers  on  the  desk,  and  shift  uneasily 
in  his  chair. 

And  then,  from  first  one  pocket  and  then  the  other,  Jim- 
mie  Dale  took  the  two  packages  of  banknotes,  and,  still  with- 
out a  word,  pushed  them  across  the  desk  until  they  lay  un- 
der the  other's  eyes. 

Carting's  fingers  stopped  their  drumming,  slid  to  the  desk 
edge,  tightened  there,  and  a  whiteness  crept  into  his  face. 
Then,  with  an  eflFort,  he  jerked  himself  erect  in  his  chair. 

•*  ^Tiat's  this  ?  "  he  demanded  hoarsely. 

•*  About  ten  thousand  dollars,  I  should  say,"  said  Jimmie 
Dale  slowly.  "  I  haven't  coimted  it.  Your  bank  was  robbed 
this  evening  at  closing  time,  I  tmderstand  ?  " 

•*  Yes ! "  Carling's  voice  was  excited  now,  the  colour 
hack  in  his  face.  **  But  you — ^how— do  you  mean  that  you 
arc  returning  the  money  to  the  bank  ?  " 

**  Exactly,"  said  Jimmie  Dale. 

Carling  was  once  more  the  pompous  bank  official.  He 
leaned  back  and  surveyed  Jimmie  Dale  critically  with  his 
fittle  Mack  eyes. 

••  Ah,  qtiite  so !  **  he  observed.  "  That  accounts  for  the 
nsisk.    But  I  am  still  a  little  in  the  dark.    Under  the  cir- 
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cumstances,  it  is  quite  impossible  that  you  should  have 
stolen  the  money  yourself,  and " 

"  I  didn't/'  said  Jimmie  Dale.  *'  I  found  it  hidden  in  the 
home  of  one  of  vour  emplovees." 

••  You  found  'ii--n7irrrr'" 

"  In  Moync's  home — up  in  Harlem." 

"  Moync,  eh  ? "  Carling  was  alert,  quick  now,  jerlcin|( 
out  his  words.  "  How  did  you  come  to  get  into  this,  then? 
His  |)a1?  Douhlo-crossinj^  him,  eh?  I  suppose  you  want  a 
reward — we'll  attend  to  that,  of  course.  YouVe  wiser  than 
you  know,  my  man.  That's  what  we  suspected.  We've  had 
the  di'tcctives  trailinjj  Moyne  all  evening."  He  reached  for- 
ward over  the  desk  for  the  telephone.  "  V\l  telephone  bead* 
quarters  to  make  the  arrest  at  once." 

"Just  a  minute,"  interjH)*ied  Jimmie  Dale  gravely.  "I 
want  you  to  listen  to  a  little  sior\'  first." 

"A  story!  What  has  a  story  got  to  do  with  this?" 
snapfHrd  C'arling. 

*•  The  man  has  got  a  home."  said  Jimmie  Dale  softly.  "A 
home,  and  a  wife — and  a  little  Iwhy  girl." 

"Oh.  that's  the  game  then,  rh?  You  want  to  plead  for 
him  ?  "  C'arling  flimg  out  gruffly.  "  Well,  he  should  hait 
thought  of  all  that  Ix'forr!  It's  quite  useless  for  you  to 
hring  it  up.  The  man  has  liad  his  chance  already — a  better 
chance  than  anv  one  with  his  record  ever  had  before.  \Vc 
t(M)k  him  into  the  hank  knowing  that  he  was  an  ex -convict 
hut  iK'lieving  that  we  could  make  an  honest  man  of  hioH- 
and  this  is  the  result." 

"  An<l  yet " 

"  -Vr»/  "  sai<l  (arling  icily. 

"You  refn^^e — ahsolutely?"  Jimmie  Dale's  voice  hid  • 
lingering,  wi»»ltul  note  in  it. 

'*  I  refuse!"  sai«I  ( 'arling  bluntly.  "I  won't  have  mf* 
thing  to  do  with  it." 

There  wa>  ju^t  an  instant's  silence;  and  then,  with  A 
stranije.  slow,  tnrpini:  motion,  as  a  fvinther  creeps  wta 
ahout  to  sprinv:.  limn  ire  Dale  projected  his  ^Hxiy  acro>4  ifct 
desk — far  across  it  toward  the  other.    And  the  muscles  of  hii 
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jaw  were  quivering,  his  words  rasping,  choked  with  the 
sweep  of  fury  that,  held  back  so  long,  broke  now  in  a  pas- 
sionate surge. 

•■  And  shall  I  tell  you  why  you  won't?  Your  bank  was 
robbed  to-night  of  one  hundred  thousand  dollars.  There  are 
ten  thousand  here.  The  other  ninety  thousand  are  in  your 
safe!" 

**  You  He ! "  Ashen  to  the  lips,  Carling  had  risen  in  his 
diair.  **  You  lie !  "  he  cried.  "  Do  you  hear  I  You  lie  I 
I  tell  you,  you  lie ! " 

Jimmie  Dale's  lips  parted  ominously. 

•*  Sit  down ! "  he  gritted  between  his  teeth. 

The  white  in  Carling's  face  had  turned  to  gray,  his  lips 
were  working — mechanically  he  sank  down  again  in  his 
diair. 

Jimmie  Dale  still  leaned  over  the  desk,  resting  his  weight 
on  his  right  elbow,  the  automatic  in  his  right  hand  cover- 
ing Carling. 

**  You  cur!"  whispered  Jimmie  Dale.  " There's  just  one 
reason,  only  one,  that  keeps  me  from  putting  a  bullet  through 
you  while  you  sit  there.  We'll  get  to  that  in  a  moment. 
There  is  that  little  story  first — shall  I  tell  it  to  you  now? 
For  the  past  four  years,  and  God  knows  how  many  before 
that,  you've  gone  the  pace.  The  lavishness  of  this  bachelor 
establishment  of  yours  is  common  talk  in  New  York — far  in 
excess  of  a  bank  cashier's  salary.  But  you  were  supposed 
to  be  a  wealthy  man  in  your  own  right ;  and  so.  in  reality 
yon  were — once.  But  you  went  through  your  fortune  two 
jrears  ago.  Counted  a  model  citizen,  an  upright  man, 
an  honour  to  the  community — what  were  you,  Carling? 
What  are  you?  Shall  I  tell  you?  Roue,  gambler,  leading  a 
double  life  of  the  fastest  kind.  You  did  it  cleverly,  Carling ; 
hid  it  wen — but  your  game  is  up.  To-night,  for  instance,  you 
are  at  the  end  of  your  tether,  swamix^d  with  debts,  exposure 
threatening  you  at  any  moment.  Why  don't  you  tell  me 
again  that  I  lie — Carling  ?  " 

Bat  now  the  man  made  no  answer.    He  had  sunk  a  little 
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deeper  in  his  chair — a  dawninjj  look  of  terror  in  the  eyes 
that  held,  fascinated,  on  Jinimic  Dale. 

"You  cur!"  said  Jimniie  Dale  again.  "You  cur.  i*Tth 
your  devil's  work!  A  year  apo  you  saw  this  night  com- 
ing— when  you  nuist  have  money,  or  face  ruin  and  cxposurr. 
You  saw  it  then,  a  year  ago.  the  day  that  Moync.  conceal- 
ing nothing  of  his  prison  record,  af)p1ied  through  friends 
for  a  pf»sition  in  the  bank.  Your  co-officials  were  op|X)sed  to 
his  apj)ointment,  but  you,  do  you  remenilKT  how  you  pleaded 
to  give  the  man  his  chance — and  in  your  hellish  ingenuity 
saw  your  way  then  out  of  the  trap!  An  ex-convict  from 
Sing  Sing!  It  was  enough,  wasn't  it?  What  chance  had 
he!  "  Jimniie  Dale  paused,  his  left  hand  clenched  until  the 
skin  formed  wliiti>h  knobs  over  the  knuckles. 

Car  ling's  tongue  sought  his  lij)s.  made  a  circuit  of  them — 
and  he  tried  to  si>eak,  but  his  voice  was  an  incoherent  mut- 
tering. 

"  ril  not  waste  words,"  said  Jimmie  Dale,  in  his  grini 
montone.  "  I'm  not  sure  enough  myself — that  I  could  ktcp 
my  hands  off  you  mucii  longer.  The  actual  details  of  how 
you  *;tole  the  money  to-day  do  not  matter — nmc.  A  little 
later  perhaj)*;  in  court — but  not  now.  You  were  the  last  to 
leave  the  bank,  but  Ik- fore  leaving  you  pretended  to  di*^ 
cover  tlie  theft  of  a  huncjred  thousand  dollars — that,  dooe 
uf*  in  a  pajHT  parcel,  was  even  then  re|K)sing  in  your  desk. 
You  brouirht  t!ie  i)arcei  home,  put  it  in  th.it  safe  there— 
and  nntififd  the  pre^^ident  of  the  kuik  hy  telq>hone  froB 
here  of  the  rublKTv.  <ugge>ting  iliat  iK)lice  headquarters  be 
a«lviM'<l  at  oiue.  He  told  you  to  go  ahead  and  act  as 
*»Mw  Iwst.  \t*n  n<ftirie<l  the  jvtlire.  si>eciousIy  directinf^ 
pic  ion  Xn — tlir  ex-convict  in  t!ie  bank's  employ.  You  knew 
Movm-  w:t<  d'liiiig  out  tonit;lit.  you  knew  where — and  alt 
hint  frrmi  you  the  j^oliee  took  up  the  trail.  A  little  hlff 
in  the  evening,  you  tonk  these  two  |>ackages  of  hanluMMO 
from  the  re^t.  :ini!  with  iImn  steamship  ticket — which  joa 
obtainnl  ye>^tr*rd:iy  while  out  at  lunch  by  sendinff  a  distrkl 
me».^<'n.."r  b"y  with  \\w  money  and  instructions  in  a  seaM 
€nvclo|»e  t'l  purilia-^e  for  y(»u — y(m  went  up  to  the  Mtnvtf 
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flat  in  Harlcfn  for  the  purpose  of  secreting  them  somewhere 
there.  You  pretended  to  be  much  disappointed  at  finding 
Moyne  out — ^you  had  just  come  for  a  little  social  visit,  to 
get  better  acquainted  with  the  home  life  of  your  employees ! 
Mrs.  Moyne  was  genuinely  pleased  and  grateful.  She  tooK 
you  in  to  sec  their  little  girl,  who  was  already  asl*:'*p  in  bed. 
She  left  you  there  for  a  moment  to  answer  the  door — and 
you — ^you  ** — Jimmie  Dale's  voice  choked  again — "  you  blot 
on  God's  earth,  you  slipped  the  money  and  ticket  under  the 
child's  mattress!  ' 

Carling  came  forward  with  a  lurch  in  his  chair — ^and  his 
hands  went  out,  pawing  in  a  wild,  pleading  fashion  over 
Jimmie  Dale's  arm. 

Jimmie  Dale  flung  him  away. 

"  You  were  safe  enough,"  he  rasped  on.  **  The  police 
could  only  construe  your  visit  to  Moyne's  flat  as  zeal  on 
behalf  of  the  bank.  And  it  was  safer,  much  more  circum- 
spect on  your  part,  not  to  order  the  flat  searched  at  once, 
but  only  as  a  last  resort,  as  it  were,  after  you  had  led  the 
police  to  trail  him  all  evening  and  still  remain  without  a 
ckw — and  besides,  of  course,  not  until  you  had  planted  the 
evidence  that  was  to  damn  him  and  wreck  his  life  and  home ! 
You  were  even  generous  in  the  amount  you  deprived  your- 
self of  out  of  the  hundred  thousand  dollars — for  less  would 
have  been  enough.  Caught  with  ten  thousand  dollars  of 
the  bank's  money  and  a  steamship  ticket  made  out  in  a  ficti- 
tious name,  it  was  prima- facie  evidence  that  he  had  done  the 
job  and  had  the  balance  somewhere.  What  would  his 
denials,  his  protestations  of  innocence  count  for?  He  was 
an  ex-convict,  a  hardened  criminal  caught  red-handed  with 
a  portion  of  the  proceeds  of  robbery — ^he  had  succeeded  in 
hiding  the  remainder  of  it  too  cleverly,  that  was  all." 

Carling's  face  was  ghastly.  His  hands  went  out  again — 
again  his  tongue  moistened  his  dry  lips.    He  whispered : 

**  Isn't — isn't  there  some — some  way  we  can  fix  this  ?  " 

And  then  Jimmie  Dale  laughed — not  pleasantly. 

••  Yes.  tfiere's  a  way,  Carling,"  he  said  grimly.  "  That's 
why  I'm  here.''    He  picked  up  a  sheet  of  writing  paper  and 
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pushed  it  across  the  desk — then  a  pen,  which  he  dipped  into 
the  inkstand,  and  extended  to  the  other.  "  The  way  youH 
fix  it  will  be  to  write  OMt  a  confession  exonerating  Mo^Tie." 

Carlin^  shrank  back  into  his  chair,  his  h  id  huddling  into 
his  shoulders. 

"  Not "  he  cried.  "  I  won't— I  can't— my  God!— I— I- 
xvon't!  " 

The  automatic  in  Jimmie  Dale's  hand  edged  forward  the 
fraction  of  an  inch. 

"  I  have  nf>t  used  this — yet.  You  understand  now  why- 
don 't  vou  ?  "  he  sai<l  under  his  breath. 

**  No,  no!  "  Carlinjj  jmshed  away  the  pen.  "  Tm  ruined 
— ruined  as  it  is.  Hut  this  would  mean  the  penitentianr, 
too " 

"  Where  you  tried  to  send  an  innocent  man  in  your  phce, 
you  hound  ;  where  you " 

"  S(jme  other  way — some  other  way!  "  Carling  was  bab- 
bling;. "  Let  me  out  of  this — for  God's  sake,  let  me  out  of 
this !  " 

•'  Carlinp."  said  Jimmie  Dale  hoarsely,  "  I  stood  beside  a 
little  bed  to-ni^'ht  and  lookerl  at  a  l)aby  girl — a  little  baby 
girl  with  ^'(ildin  hair,  who  smiled  as  she  slept." 

C^irliu^  shivered,  and  passed  a  slmking  hand  across  his 
face. 

"  Tike  this  jK-ti/'  said  Jinunie  Dale  monotonously;  **or— 
this*  "  The  automatic  lifted  until  the  muzzle  was  on  a  Eoe 
witli  <  ':irli Ilia's  ey«-<. 

Carliii^^  hand  u-achcd  out,  still  shaking,  and  took  dv 
ptii :  ami  li»-  iMxly,  liraijired  Hni])Iy  forward,  hung  over  the 
ilr-!-.  ilic  i>i-n  ^pliitttn-d  on  the  paper — a  bead  of 
>;«!:n':i/  frcnn  tlir  nMir>  forehead  drop^ied  to  the  sheet. 

I  In  rr  w.:**  ^ilriue  in  the  nunu.     A  minute 
otli?  r.     1  ■.iTli:i'^*N  ;ii-n  travellcil  l'.a!linj;ly  across  the 
ilun.   Nsiih   a   •iiiicr.  low  cry   as  he  signed  his  name.  Ib 
driip]K*<l  tlu-  I'cTi  frDin  his  fin^^ers.  and.  rising  unsteadily  fi 
his  chair,  stuinblvd  away   from  the  de>k  toward 
acni^s  the  nnim. 

An  instant  Jimmie  Dale  watched  the  other,  then  he  pKbi 
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up  the  sheet  of  paper.    It  was  a  miserable  document,  mis- 
eraUy  scrawled : 

**  I  guess  It's  all  up.  I  guess  I  knew  it  would  be  some  day. 
Moyne  hadn't  anything  to  do  with  it.  I  stole  the  money  my- 
self from  the  bank  to-night.    I  guess  it's  all  up. 

Thomas  H.  Carling." 

From  the  paper,  Jimmie  Dale's  eyes  shifted  to  the  figure 
by  the  couch— and  the  paper  fluttered  suddenly  from  his 
fingers  to  the  desk.  Carling  was  reeling,  clutching  at  his 
throat — a  small  glass  vial  rolled  upon  the  carpet.  And  then, 
even  as  Jimmie  Dale  sprang  forward,  the  other  pitched  head- 
kwig  over  the  couch — ^and  in  a  moment  it  was  over. 

Presently  Jimmie  Dale  picked  up  the  vial — and  dropped 
it  bade  on  the  floor  again.  There  was  no  label  on  it,  but 
it  needed  none — the  strong,  penetrating  odor  of  bitter  al- 
monds was  telltale  evidence  enough.  It  was  prussic,  or  hy- 
drocyanic acid,  probably  the  most  deadly  poison  and  the 
swiftest  in  its  action  that  was  known  to  science — Carling  had 
provided  against  that  "  some  day  "  in  his  confession ! 

For  a  little  space,  motionless,  Jimmie  Dale  stood  looking 
down  at  the  silent,  outstretched  form — then  he  walked  slowly 
back  to  the  desk,  and  slowly,  deliberately  picked  up  the 
signed  confession  and  the  steamship  ticket.  He  held  them 
an  instant,  staring  at  them,  then  methodically  began  to  tear 
them  into  little  pieces,  a  strange,  tired  smile  hovering  on  his 
Kps.  The  man  was  dead  now — there  would  be  disgrace 
cnoi:^  for  some  one  to  bear,  a  mother  perhaps — who  knew ! 
And  there  was  another  way  now — since  the  man  was  dead. 

Jimmie  Dale  put  the  pieces  in  his  pocket,  went  to  the 
safe,  opened  it,  and  took  out  a  parcel,  locked  the  safe  care- 
fully, and  carried  the  parcel  to  the  desl^.  He  oi)ened  it  there. 
Inside  were  nearly  two  dozen  little  packages  of  hundred- 
dollar  bills.  The  other  two  packages  that  he  had  brought 
with  him  he  added  to  the  rest.  From  his  pocket  he  took 
out  the  thin  metal  insignia  case,  and  with  the  tiny 
tweezers  lifted  up  one  of  the  gray-coloured,  diamond-shaped 
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paj^er  seals.  He  moistened  the  adhesive  side,  and.  still  hoM- 
ing  it  by  the  tweezers.  droj)i>ed  it  on  his  handkerchief  and 
pressed  the  seal  down  on  the  face  of  the  topmost  |»ackaicc 
of  banknotes.  He  tied  the  parcel  uj)  then,  and,  picking  \::p 
the  pen.  addressed  it  in  printed  characters : 

HUDSON-MERCANTILE  NATIONAL  BANK. 

NEW  YORK  CITY. 

"  District  messenger — some  way — in  the  morning,*'  1* 
nuimnircd. 

Jimmie  Dale  slipped  his  mask  into  his  pocket,  and.  with 
the  parcel  under  his  arm,  stepped  to  the  door  and  unkxkcd 
it.  I  le  paused  for  an  instant  on  the  threshold  for  a  singk, 
quick,  comprehensive  glance  around  the  room — then  passed 
on  out  into  the  street. 

At  the  comer  he  stopjK^d  to  light  a  cigarette — and  the 
flame  of  the  match  spurting  up  disclosed  a  face  that  was 
woni  and  haggard.  He  threw  the  match  away,  smiled  a 
little  wcarilv — and  went  on. 

The  Gray  Seal  liad  committed  another  "  crima" 


CHAPTER  Vn 

THE  THIEF 

OHOOSING  between  the  snowy  napery,  the  sparkling 
^  glass  and  silver,  the  cozy,  shaded  table-lamps,  the 
Eamous  French  chef  of  the  ultra-exclusive  St.  James  Qub, 
hb  own  home  on  Riverside  Drive  where  a  dinner  fit  for  an 
epicure  and  served  by  Jason,  that  most  perfect  of  butlers, 
awaited  him,  and  Marlianne's,  Jimmie  Dale,  driving  in  alone 
m  his  touring  car  frcmi  an  afternoon's  golf,  had  chosen — 
Uarlianne's. 

Marlianne's,  if  such  a  thing  as  Bohemianism,  or,  rather, 
t  concrete  expression  of  it  exists,  was  Bohemian.    A  two- 
piece  string  orchestra  played  valiantly  to  the  accompaniment 
rf  a  hoarse-throated  piano ;  and  between  courses  the  diners 
ook  up  the  refrain — and,  as  it  was  always  between  courses 
nth  some  one,  the  place  was  a  bedlam  of  noisy  riot.    Never- 
«lcss,  it  was  Marlianne's — and  Jimmie  Dale  liked  Marli- 
we's.    He  had  dined  there  many  times  before,  as  he  had 
St  dined  in  the  person  of  Jimmie  Dale,  the  millionaire,  his 
!h-priced  imported  car  at  the  curb  of  the  shabby  street 
side — and  he  had  dined  there,  disreputable  in  attire,  seedy 
ippearance,  with  the  police  yelping  at  his  heels,  as  Larry 
Bat.    In  either  character  Marlianne's  had  welcomed  him 
\  equal  courtesy  to  its  spotted  linen  and  most  excellent 
^KiTiote  with  vin  ordinaire — for  fifty  cents, 
id  now,  in  the  act  of  reaching  into  his  pocket  for  the 
ge  to  pay  his  bill,  Jimmie  Dale  seemed  suddenly  to  ex- 
nce  some  difficulty  in  finding  what  he  sought,  and  his 
"8  went  fumbling  from  one  pocket  to  another.     Two 
^t  the  table  in  front  of  him  were  talking — ^their  voices, 
"momentary  lull  in  violin  squeaks,  talk,  laughter,  sing- 
'd  the  clatter  of  dishes,  reached  him : 
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"  Carlinj^  commit  suicide!  Not  on  your  life!  No.  of 
course  he  didn't !  It  was  that  cursed  Gray  Seal  croaked  him, 
just  as  sun'  as  you  sit  in  that  chair!" 

T!ic  other  j;,'runied.  **  Yes :  hut  what'd  the  Gray  Seal 
want  to  pinch  a  hundred  thousand  out  of  the  bank  for.  and 
then  j^rive  it  hack  aj^'ain  the  next  niominj;?" 

*•  What's  he  done  a  huntlred  other  tilings  for  to  cover 
up  the  real  (»hiect  of  wliat  he's  after?"  retorted  ihc  nr?: 
sjteaker.  with  a  short,  vicious  laugh ;  then,  with  a  thun  j»  of 
his  fist  on  the  table:  "  The  man's  a  devil,  a  fiend,  and  any- 
where else  l»ut  New  York  heM  have  been  cauglit  and  sent  to 
the  chair  wlicre  he  belonpjs  Umv^  apo.  and " 

A  bur>t  of  ragtime  drowned  out  the  man's  words.  Jim- 
mie  Dale  placed  a  fifty-cent  i)iece  and  a  tip  beside  it  on  hi* 
dinner  check,  ptished  hark  h\<  chair,  and  rose  from  the  laUe. 
There  was  a  half-tolerantly  satirical,  half-anj:r>'  glint  in  hi* 
d'lrk,  <itpady  eyes.  It  wa^^  not  only  the  police  who  yelped  at 
hU  heels,  but  every  man.  woman,  and  child  in  the  city.  The 
nnn  liad  not  voiced  hi*^  own  sentiments — he  had  voiced  the 
'iontiment'^  of  Now  York  !  And  it  was  quite  on  the  cards  tha! 
if  he,  Jimmie  Dale,  were  evrr  caught  his  destination  wouU 
n«'t  even  he  the  death  cell  and  the  chair  at  Sing  Sing — his  fd- 
Ifiw  citizens  h:n\  reached  a  i>itch  where  they  would  be  quite 
c.ip.'iMe  of  literally  tearing  him  to  pieces  if  they  ever  got  their 
h.-iTid^  on  him! 

And  yet  there  were  a  few.  a  verj*  few,  a  handful  out  of 
five  millinn^,  wl^o  <niri  times  remembered  ix'rhaps  to  thank 
(i«''l  that  tl:c  r,r;iy  Seal  lived — that  was  his  reward.  Thu 
-  Tvl  she,  \\!:n-i-  mysterious  litters  prompted  and  impelled 
I  •-.  t!tc  f  iray  Sf.il^.  acts !  She — nameless,  fascinating  in  her 
I'r:lli:iiit  resor-rcefulnes-^.  aninzing  in  Iter  |Knver,  a  wom 
ul-.o>e  life  w^N  liound  up  with  his  and  yet  held  apart  {ran 
I.  -v  ii]  ilie  nio-t  ini-xplicahle.  a!i>orhing  way;  a  woman  br 
h.t!  never  sn-n.  >avc  for  iier  ^-Itived  arm  in  the  limousiv 
tl:  it  ni'jht.  \\!;n  ;it  f»ne  unexpected  moment  projected  a  dI^ 
/V'l:.  •!:•;'!  T-'-ral  rxi-t«  nee  .urovs  his  path,  and  the  next,leiv> 
y  :  l.i:--  1'  :•!:■_'  f-r  liis  life  where  greed  and  passion  jai 
crinie  ^^^:^K(1  al'>«i:t  l.im,  was  gone! 
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Jimmie  Dale  threaded  the  small,  crowded  rooms — the  in- 
terior of  Marlianne's  had  never  been  altered  from  the  days 
when  the  place  had  been  a  family  residence  of  some  pre- 
tensi<m — and,  reaching  the  hall,  received  his  hat  from  the 
frowsy-looking  boy  in  attendance.  He  passed  outside,  and, 
tt  the  top  of  the  steps,  paused  as  he  took  his  cigarette  case 
from  his  pocket.  It  was  nearly  a  week  since  Carling.  the 
cashier  of  the  Hudson-Mercantile  National  Bank,  had  been 
found  dead  in  his  home,  a  bottle  that  had  contained  hy- 
drocyanic acid  on  the  floor  beside  him ;  nearly  a  week  since 
Bookkeeper  Bob,  unaware  that  he  had  ever  been  under 
temporary  suspicion  for  the  robbery  of  the  bank,  had, 
equally  unknown  to  himself,  been  cleared  of  any  com- 
plicity in  that  affair — and  yet,  as  witness  the  conversation  of 
a  moment  ago,  it  was  still  the  topic  of  New  York,  still  the 
vital  issue  that  filled  the  maw  of  the  newspapers  with  ravings, 
threats,  and  execrations  against  the  Gray  Seal,  snarling 
▼tmlently  the  while  at  the  police  for  the  latter's  ineptitude, 
ineflficiency,  and  impotence ! 

Jimmie  Dale  closed  his  cigarette  case  with  a  snap  that  was 
almost  htmian  in  its  irony,  dropped  it  back  into  his  pocket, 
and  lighted  a  match — ^but  the  flame  was  arrested  halfway  to 
the  tip  of  his  cigarette,  as  his  eyes  fixed  suddenly  and  curi- 
ously on  a  woman's  form  hurrying  down  the  street.  She 
had  turned  the  comer  before  he  took  his  eyes  from  her, 
and  the  match  between  his  fingers  had  gone  out.  Not  that 
there  was  anything  very  strange  in  a  woman  walkinjc^.  or 
even  half  running,  along  the  street ;  nor  that  there  was  any- 
thing particularly  attractive  or  unusual  about  her,  and  if 
there  had  been  the  street  was  too  dark  for  him  to  have  dis- 
tingiiished  it.  It  was  not  that — it  was  the  fact  that  she  had 
neither  passed  by  the  hous**  on  whose  steps  he  stood,  nor 
come  out  of  any  of  the  adjoining  houses.  It  was  as  though 
die  had  suddenly  and  miraculously  appeared  out  of  thin 
wir.  and  taken  form  on  the  sidewalk  a  little  way  down  from 

••  That's  queer!"  commented  Jimmie  Dale  to  himself. 
•  However "   He  took  out  another  match,  lighted  his  cig- 
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arctte,  jerked  the  match  stub  away  from  him,  and,  widi  a 
lift  of  his  shoulders,  went  down  the  steps. 

He  crossed  the  pavement,  walked  around  the  front  of  hb 
niadiine,  since  tlie  steering  wheel  was  on  the  side  next  to 
the  curl),  nnd,  with  his  tiand  out  to  oinrn  the  car  duur— 
stopj)e(l.  Some  one  liad  been  tani] Hiring  with  it — it  wa>  not 
quite  closed.  There  was  no  mistake.  Jimmic  Dale  made 
no  mistakes  of  that  kind,  a  man  whose  life  hung  a  duzcn 
times  a  day  on  little  things  could  not  atiord  to  make  than. 
He  had  closed  it  tirmly,  even  with  a  bang,  when  he  had  got 
out. 

Instantly  susjiicious,  he  wrenched  the  door  wide  opni, 
switched  on  the  li^dit  under  the  hood,  and,  with  a  sharp  ex- 
clamation, bent  quickly  forward.  A  glove,  a  woman's  gki^t, 
a  white  lMovc  lav  on  the  Hoor  of  the  car.  limmie  Dale* 
puUe  lea)>ed  suddenly  into  tierce.  |K>unding  iKMts.  It  was 
hi-rs!  1  ie  knc\'  that  intuitively — knew  it  as  he  knew  that  he 
breathed.  .And  that  woman  he  had  so  leisurely  watched 
as  she  had  disap])eared  from  sight  was,  must  have  bcen^ 
>he! 

Ife  spran;:  fmm  the  car  with  a  jump,  his  first  impul<e  lO 
d.'tsli  after  lur— an«l  checkrd  himself,  lauf^hing  a  little  Irt- 
terlv.  It  wa<  t«M)  late  for  that  iujw — he  had  already  kt  hi» 
eliatue  -liii  tlirjuiijh  his  I'mt^ers.  Around  the  comer  was 
Si.\lh  .\\enue.  surface  cars,  the  elfvale<l.  taxicah<.  a  n:ulth 
tilde  of  jienpie.  any  one  of  a  hundred  ways  in  which  she 
(-it::M.  and  wiiuld.  alre.idy  have  discounted  pursuit  f rum  hi0 

aii<!.  he-it Ir^.  he  would  not  even  have  been  able  to  rtcof 
ni^e  li'T  if  l:i-  -.iw  her ! 

liiiiu.ie  l).i:r*s  ^mile  was  mirthless  as  he  turned  bad?  10 
the  I  Mr.  and  |>ii'ived  up  ilu*  ^hn-e.  Why  had  she  drt^pfxd 
it  tin  re?  It  Ci'iiM  n«»t  have  Uen  intentional.  Whv  had— 
\.r  bi'ijan  to  ie;ir  -iidilenly  at  the  K^'ve's  little  Anger,  aai 
in  anutluT  siriiud.  Kneeling  on  the  car's  step,  his  shoukkA 
inside,  he  was  holding'  a  ring  close  under  the  little  ckcinc 
h:;]}) 

It  u.i^  a  i:"M  seal  riiiir.  a  <imall.  dainty  thing  that  bore  a 
crest :  a  Ik  II.  surmounted  by  a  biahoj/s  mitre — the  bell,  qi 
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in  design^  harking  the  imagination  back  to  some  old-time, 
belfry  tower.    And  underneath,  in  the  scroll — a  motto.    It 
was  a  full  minute  before  Jimmie  Dale  could  decipher  it,  for 
the  lettering  was  minute  and  the  words,  of  course,  reversed. 
It  was  in  French :  Sonnes  le  Tocsin. 

He  straightened  up,  the  glove  and  ring  in  his  hand,  a  puz- 
zled expression  on  his  face.  It  was  strange !  Had  she,  after 
all,  dropped  the  glove  there  intentionally ;  had  she  at  last  let 
down  the  barriers  just  a  little  between  them,  and  given  him 
this  little  intimate  sign  that  she 

And  then  Jimmie  Dale  laughed  abruptly,  self-mockingly. 
He  was  only  trying  to  deceive  himself,  to  argue  himself  into 
believing  what,  with  heart  and  soul,  he  wanted  to  believe. 
It  was  not  like  her — and  neither  was  it  sol  His  eyes  had 
fixed  on  the  seat  beside  the  wheel.  He  had  not  used  the  lap 
nag  aD  that  day,  he  couldn't  use  a  rug  and  drive,  he  had  left 
it  folded  and  hanging  on  the  rack  in  the  tonneau — it  was 
now  neatly  folded  and  reposing  on  the  front  scat! 

•*  Yes,"  said  Jimmie  Dale,  a  sort  of  self-pity  in  his  tones, 
"I  might  have  known." 

He  lifted  the  rug.  Beneath  it  on  the  leather  seat  lay  a 
white  envelope.  Her  letter!  The  letter  that  never  came 
nve  with  the  plan  of  some  grim,  desperate  work  outlined 
ahead — the  call  to  arms  for  the  Gray  Seal.  Sonnes  la 
Tocsin  !  Ring  the  Tocsin !  Sound  the  alarm !  The  Tocsin ! 
The  words  were  nmning  through  his  brain.  A  strange 
motto  on  that  crest — ^that  seemed  so  strangely  apt!  The 
Tocsin !  Never  once  in  all  the  times  that  he  had  heard  from 
her,  never  once  in  the  years  that  had  gone  since  that  initial 
letter  of  hers  had  struck  its  first  warning  note,  had  any 
communication  from  her  been  but  to  sound  again  a  new 
alarm — the  Toscin !  The  Tocsin — the  word  seemed  to  vis- 
oalise  her,  to  give  her  a  concrete  form  and  being,  to  breathe 
her  very  personality. 

'*  The  Tocsin  1 " — ^Jimmie  Dale  whispered  the  word  softly, 
a  little  wistfully.    "Yes;  I  shall  call  you  that— the  Toc- 
!•• 

He  f<dded  die  glove  very  carefully,  placed  it  with  the  ring 
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in  his  pocketbook,  picked  up  the  letter — and,  with  a  sharp 
exclamation,  turned  it  quickly  over  in  his  fingers,  then  bent 
hurriedly  with  it  to  the  lij^ht. 

Stranjje  thinjjs  were  ha)>]>enin^  that  nif^ht!  For  the  fir«! 
time,  the  letter  was  not  even  scaled!  That  was  not  h"kc  her. 
either !  What  did  it  mean  ?  Ouick,  alert  now,  anxious  e\*ai, 
he  pulled  the  double,  folded  sheets  from  the  cnvrUypc. 
glanced  rapidly  through  them — and,  after  a  moment,  a  ^niik. 
whimsical,  came  slowly  to  his  lips. 

It  was  quite  plain  now — all  of  it.  The  glove,  the  rinft. 
and  the  unsealed  letter — and  the  |)OStscripl  held  the  secret, 
or.  rather,  what  had  U-en  intended  for  a  postscript  did.  for  it 
com|»rised  onh  a  few  wonU,  endinjj  abruptly,  unfinished: 
"  Look  in  the  cujiboiird  at  the  rear  of  the  room.    The  man 

with  the  red  wi^j  i> "     That  was  all.  and  the  word*. 

written  in  ink.  were  badly  blurred,  as  though  the  paper  had 
lx*en  hastily  folded  l)efore  the  ink  was  dry. 

It  was  ciuite  ]>lain ;  and.  in  view  of  the  real  cxplanatioa 
of  it  all,  eminLiitlv  characteristic  of  her.  With  the  fctter 
alrea<ly  written,  she  had  come  there,  meaning  to  place  it  oi 
the  scat  and  anvr  it  with  the  rug,  as,  indeed,  she  had  done: 
tlun.  (U-ci<lin;;  to  add  the  fMWscript,  and  because  she  would 
attnict  k-<^  atti  ntion  that  wav  than  in  anv  other,  she  had 
climli'Ml  into  the  car  as  iboujL^h  it  Ixrlonged  to  her,  and  had 
*-rated  lier^i  It  tluTi-  to  write  it.  She  would  have  been  hitnkd 
in  luT  T]iovrnunt<.  of  c«»iirsi\  and  in  pulling  off  her  glmrta 
u-e  \]u-  fi>\int;iin  ]Mn  tlu-  rin;^'  had  come  with  it.  The  rest  wai 
<»l»vi«»i!-.  I^lu"  bad  lii:i  iu»«t  bei^un  to  write  when  he  had  af^ 
]MMrtcl  M!i  tlu'  '»tc]'<.  She  Ik'uI  slipped  in>tan(ly  dou'n  to  tk 
\\i*i'T  i*]  \]\r  i.ir.  |'rnli;iMy  drnj^ning  the  glove  friwn  her  bfl 
l::i-ii!y  in.  !•'-«'!  ilie  b'!ter  in  the  enveIo|)e  which  she  had  li 
lime  to  ^-i-.il.  thni-t  tlir  enveloj>e  un<ler  the  nig.  and.  f<^ 
j^iMiii-.:  I'.ir  ::l'-v!'  niiil  I'rarfui  of  ri^^kini;  bis  attention  byil^ 
1 1  •!•;!!]::  to  <!••-(•  ;!:'-  dcmr  t'lnniy.  liad  stolen  along  the  bo^ 
of  the  car.  nnlv  tn  be  noticed  !iv  bim  too  late — when  she  vii 

Wf  II  iln\Mi  tl:e  »»:rei  t  ! 

A!ii1  at  tb.it  bitter  tiutu^bt.  once  more  chagrin  scind  Ji> 
mie  Pale    -iben  In*  tnrm  -I  irr.pulsively  to  the  letter.    ABlkil| 
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was  extraneous,  apart — for  another  time,  when  every  mo- 
ment was  not  a  priceless  asset  as  it  very  probably  was  now. 

•*  Dear  Philanthropic  Crook  " — it  always  began  that  way, 
never  any  other  way.  He  read  on  more  and  more  intently, 
crouched  there  close  to  the  light  on  the  floor  of  his  car,  lips 
thinning  as  ht  proceeded — read  it  to  the  end,  absorbing, 
memorising  it — and  then  the  abortive  postscript: 

"  Look  in  the  cupboard  at  the  rear  of  the  room.  The 
man  with  the  red  wig  is " 

For  an  instant,  as  mechanically  he  tore  the  letter  into  little 
shreds,  he  held  there  hesitant — and  the  next,  slamming  the 
door  tight,  he  flung  himself  into  the  seat  behind  the  wheel, 
and  the  big,  sixty-horse-power,  self -starting  machine  was 
roaring  down  the  street. 

The  Tocsin!  There  was  a  grim  smile  on  Jimmie  Dale's 
lips  now.  The  alarm !  Yes,  it  was  always  an  alarm,  quick, 
sudden,  an  emergency  to  face  on  the  instant — plans,  deci- 
sions to  be  made  with  no  time  to  ponder  them,  with  only 
that  one  fact  to  consider,  staggering  enough  in  itself,  that 
a  mistake  meant  disaster  and  ruin  to  some  one  else,  and 
to  himself,  if  the  courts  were  merciful  where  he  had  little 
hope  for  mercy,  the  penitentiary  for  life! 

And  now  to-night  again,  as  it  almost  always  was  when 
these  mysterious  letters  came,  every  moment  of  inaction  was 
piling  up  the  odds  against  him.  And,  too,  the  same  problem 
confronted  him.  How,  in  what  way,  in  what  role,  must  he 
pby  the  night's  game  to  its  end?    As  Larry  the  Bat? 

The  car  was  speeding  forward.  He  was  heading  down 
Broadway  now,  lower  Broadway,  that  stretched  before  him. 
deserted  like  some  dark,  narrow  canon  where,  far  below,  like 
towering  walls,  the  buildings  closed  together  and  seemed  to 
converge  into  some  black,  impassable  barrier.  The  street 
lights  flashed  by  him ;  a  patrolman  stopped  the  swinging  of 
his  nightstick,  and  turned  to  gaze  at  the  car  that  rushed  by  at 
m  rate  perilously  near  to  contempt  of  speed  laws ;  street  cars 
passed  at  indifferent  intervals ;  pedestrians  were  few  and  far 
between — it  was  the  lower  Broadway  of  night. 

Larry  the  Bat?    Jimmie  Dale  shook  his  head  impatiently 
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over  the  steerinj^  wheel.  No ;  that  would  not  do.  It  would 
be  well  enough  for  this  young  Burton,  perhaps,  but  not  for 
old  Isaac,  the  I-last  Side  fence — for  Isaac  knew  him  in  the 
character  of  I-arry  the  Bat.  Mis  quick,  keen  brain,  weav- 
ing, eliminating,  devising,  scheming,  discarded  that  idea. 
The  final  coup  of  the  night,  as  yet  but  sensed  in  an  indefi- 
nite, unshaped  way,  if  enacted  in  the  |>erson  of  I-aiT)'  thf 
Bat  would  tlierefore  stamp  I^rr>-  the  Bat  and  the  (jray  Seal 
as  one — a  contretcmjis  but  little  less  fatal,  in  view  of  old 
Issac.  than  to  bracket  the  Gray  Seal  and  Jiminic  Dale! 
I-'irrv  tlie  Hat  was  not  a  character  to  be  assumed  with  im- 
punity.  nor  one  to  jeopardize — it  was  a  bulwark  of  safety, 
at  it  weff.  to  which  more  than  once  he  owed  escape  fron 
capture  and  discovery. 

He  liite<l  his  shoulders  with  a  sudden  jerk  of  decision  a» 
the  car  swerved  to  the  left  and  headed  for  the  Ivast  Side. 
Tiiere  \\a<  only  one  alternative  then — the  black  silk  nia«k 
that  f(»Mc<I  into  such  tiny  compass,  and  that,  together  with 
an  antom.it ic  and  the  curious,  thin  metal  case  that  kx)kcd 
so  like  a  cigarette  ca^e,  was  always  in  his  pocket  for  aa 
emiTgcncy ! 


i'lu-  car  iurne<l  again,  and,  approaching  its 
Jinuiiie  Dale  sl<»\\ed  <lown  the  si>eed  |)erceptibly.  It  Vk*a$  a 
straiiLTi'  ca^c,  n«»i  a  pleasant  one — and  the  raw  edges  whm 
ihry  sliMWiMJ  were  ugly  in  their  nakedness.  Old  Isaac  Pdin^ 
\(ii!nL'  i'i'>rtnii.  :in<l  Ma<ldon — K.  Wilmington  Madden,  tfat 
w.ill  i^tpcr  magnate!  (  urious,  that  of  the  three  he  should 
alrcaily  know  two— old  Isaac  and  Maddon!  Kver>'body  ii 
il'.c  I'a^t  Si<lc.  tvi-rv  «lcnizen  of  the  underworld,  and  naar 
uliii  lONfil  nil  a  far  higher  plane  knew  old  Isaac — fence  19 
tlie  niM-t  ^'-ifct  clientele  of  thieves  in  New  York,  unscroph 
\nn^,  i'.ajiil  in  i^lnve  witli  any  rascality  or  crime  that  procntscJ 
jT- 'i.t.  a  mnni-y  lender,  a  Shyl«H:k  without  c\-cn  a  Shykxk'l 
iii:n::iiiily  a-  a  -a\  ing  grace  !  Ve>  ;  as  I-arr>'  the  Bat  he  ioKV 
oM  Naac.  ami  lie  knew  l.im  not  only  ])ersoiially  but  by  firtf^ 
h.and  repulatinn  lie  l.ad  lieard  tin*  man  cursed  in  bil^lik^ 
m(»ns.  wluile-siMiliii  alrindon  by  more  than  one  crook  vkt 
was   in   the  old   feiice'^  toiU.     They  dealt   with  bm^  ihl 
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crooks,  whik  they  swore  to  "get"  htm  because  he  was 
•*  safe,"  but — Jimmie  Dale's  lips  parted  in  a  mirthless  smile 
— some  day  old  Isaac  would  be  found  in  that  spiders'  den 
of  his  back  of  the  dingy  loan  office  with  a  knife  in  his  heart 
or  a  bullet  through  his  head!  And  K.  Wilmington  Maddon 
— Jimmie  Dale's  smile  grew  whimsical — he  had  known  Mad- 
don quite  intimately  for  years,  had  even  dined  with  him  at 
the  St.  James  Club  only  a  few  nights  before.  Maddon  was 
a  man  in  his  own  "  set  " — and  Maddon,  interfered  with,  was 
likely  to  prove  none  too  tractable  a  customer  to  handle.  And 
young  Burton,  the  letter  had  said,  was  Maddon's  private 
and  confidential  secretary.  Jimmie  Dale's  lips  thinned 
again.  Well,  Burton's  acquaintance  was  still  to  be  made  I 
It  was  a  curious  trio— and  it  was  dirty  work,  more  raw 
than  ctinning,  more  devilish  than  ingenious ;  blackmail  in 
its  most  hellish  form;  the  stake,  at  the  least  calculation,  a 
cool  half  million.  A  heavy  price  for  a  single  slip  in  a  man's 
life! 

He  brought  the  car  abruptly  to  a  halt  at  the  edge  of  the 
curb,  and  sprang  out  to  the  ground.  He  was  in  front  of 
•*  The  Budapest  "  restaurant,  a  garish  establishment,  most 
popular  of  all  resorts  for  the  moment  on  the  East  Side, 
where  Fifth  Avenue,  in  the  fond  belief  that  it  was  seeing 
the  real  thing  in  "  seamy  "  life,  engaged  its  table  a  week 
in  advance.  Jimmie  Dale  pushed  a  bill  into  the  door  at- 
tendant's hand,  accompanied  by  an  injunction  to  keep  an 
eve  on  the  machine,  and  entered  the  cafe. 

But  for  a  sort  of  tinselled  ostentation  the  place  might 
well  have  been  the  Marlianne's  that  he  had  just  left — it  was 
crowded  and  riot  was  at  its  height ;  a  stringed  orchestra  in 
Htmgarian  costume  played  what  purported  to  be  Hungarian 
airs :  shouts,  laughter,  clatter  of  dishes,  and  thump  of  steins 
added  to  the  din.  He  made  his  way  between  the  close- 
packed  tables  to  the  stairs,  and  descended  to  the  lower 
floor.  Here,  if  anything,  the  confusion  was  greater  than 
above:  but  here,  too,  was  an  exit  through  to  the  rear  street 
— and  a  moment  later  he  was  sauntering  past  the  front  of 

unkempt  little  pawnshop,  closed  for  the  night,  over  whose 
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door,  in  the  murk  of  a  distant  street  lamp,  three  balls  hung 
in  sa^^in^  disarray,  tawny  with  age,  and  across  whose  dirty, 
unwashed  windows,  letters  missing,  ran  the  legend: 

IS  AC  PKLINA 
Pawn  brok  r 

The  pawnshop  made  the  comer  of  a  very  dark  and  nar- 
row lane — and.  with  a  quick  glance  around  him  to  a«**ur( 
himself  lliat  ho  was  unobserved ,  Jimmie  Dale  stejiix^l  into 
the  allevwav,  and.  lost   instantly  in  the  blacker   shadows. 

mm  m 

stiilc  aloii;;  by  thi*  wall  of  the  pawnshop.  Old  Isaac's  busi- 
ness was  not  all  ilmu'  through  the  front  door. 

.And  tluM  suddenly  Jimmie  i^ale  shrank  still  closer  again?! 
the  wall.  Was  it  iniuiiinn.  prenvmiiion^-or  reality?  There 
seen  KM  1  an  uncanny  feeling  of  />rcsc9tce  around  him,  as 
though  ]»iTha])s  he  were  watolK-d.  as  though  others  besidf 
himself  were  in  the  lane.  Yes ;  ahead  of  him  a  shadow 
njovt'd  he  cotiM  ju<t  h.irely  <listingui»ih  it  now  that  hi* 
eyes  had  gmwn  aiiust<»ni(<l  to  the  darkness,  h,  like  hin- 
M-lf.  \\as  i-li»Ni.'  against  the  wall,  anil  now  it  slunk  noiselessh 
diiwn  tlie  lengtii  of  the  lane  until  he  lo^t  sight  of  it.  And 
\hr.t  Ti'j.f  that'  IN-  -^'raMud  his  ears  to  listen.  It  seer^l 
like  a  window  being  opened  or  closed,  cautiously,  stealthily. 
\\.v  fraitmn  of  an  iiuh  at  a  time.  An«l  then  he  located 
the  sinind  —  it  came  from  the  other  side  of  the  lane  and  ^-err 
nearly  «ip|H»Nite  in  where,  on  the  second  tl(Kir,  a  dull,  yelkw 
g](»\v  slmm-  out  from  ()ld  Isaac's  private  den  in  the  rear  of 

I:ii,:iri-  1  ).ile's  l)ruws  were  gathered  in  sharp  furrovi 
1  liiTf  \\;iN  r\i«lently  something  afoot  to-night  of  which  the 
li»«>':i  1  ..i]  ».»/  soinnldl  the  alarm.  .And  then  the  fron 
re!.i\til.  ai!«l  he  sp  lied  a  little.  Miracidous  as  was  thr 
nuaiis  t!in»::;^'li  wliieli  she  obtained  the  knowledge  that 
tlie  hasi^  «,f  tlieir  strange  partnership,  it  was  no 
mir.uiiloiis  th.m  her  unerring  ai'euracy  in  the  minutest  dr- 
t.iiN.  The  Tfusin  |i;td  never  faile<I  him  yet.  It  was  po^M^e 
that  simu'thing  was  aliH»t  aroimd  him,  quite  proliable,  indeed 
since  lie  was  m  the  mobt  vicious  \kltx  of  the  city,  in  the  baft 
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of  gangland;  but  whatever  it  might  be,  it  was  certainly 
extraneous  to  his  mission  or  she  would  have  mentioned  it. 

The  lane  was  empty  now,  he  was  quite  sure  of  that — and 
there  was  no  further  sound  from  the  window  opposite.  He 
started  forward  once  more— only  to  halt  again  for  the 
second  time  as  abruptly  as  before,  squeezing  if  possible  even 
more  closely  against  the  wall.  Some  one  had  turned  into  the 
lane  from  the  sidewalk,  and,  walking  hurriedly,  choosing 
with  evident  precaution  the  exact  centre  of  the  alleyway, 
came  toward  him. 

The  man  passed,  his  hurried  stride  a  half  run ;  and,  a  few 
feet  beyond,  halted  at  old  Isaac's  side  door.  From  some- 
where inside  the  old  building  Jinimie  Dale's  ears  caught  the 
faint  ringing  of  an  electric  bell;  a  long  ring,  followed  in 
quick  succession  by  three  short  ones — ^then  the  repeated 
clicking  of  a  latch,  as  though  pulled  by  a  cord  from  above, 
and  the  man  passed  in  through  the  door,  closing  it  behind 
him. 

Jimmie  Dale  nodded  to  himself  in  the  darkness.  It  was 
a  spring  lock ;  the  signal  was  one  long  ring  and  three  short 
ones — the  Tocsin  had  not  missed  even  those  small  details. 
Also.  Burton  was  late  for  his  appointment,  for  that  must 
haire  been  Burton — ^business  such  as  old  Isaac  had  in  hand 
that  night  would  have  permitted  the  entrance  of  no  other 
visitor  but  K.  Wilmington  Maddon's  private  secretary. 

He  moved  down  the  lane  to  the  door,  and  tried  it  softly. 
It  was  locked,  of  course.  The  slim,  tapering,  sensitive 
fingers,  whose  tips  were  eyes  and  ears  to  Jimmie  Dale,  felt 
Ofver  the  lock — and  a  slender  little  steel  instrument  slipped 
into  the  kevhole.  A  moment  more  and  the  catch  was  re- 
leased,  and  the  door,  under  his  hand,  began  to  open.  With 
it  ajar,  he  paused,  his  eyes  searching  intently  up  and  down 
the  lane.  There  was  nothing,  no  sign  of  any  one.  no  moving 
shadows  now.  His  gaze  shifted  to  the  window  opposite. 
Directly  facing  it  now,  with  the  dull  reflection  upon  it  from 
the  lighted  window  of  old  Isaac's  den  above  his  head,  he 
could  make  out  that  it  was  open — ^but  that  was  all. 

Once  more  he  smiled — a  little  tolerantly  at  himself  this 
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time.  Some  one  liad  Ixren  in  the  lane ;  some  one  had  opmcd 
the  window  of  his  or  lier  nKim  in  that  tenement  house 
across  from  him — surely  there  was  nothing:  surprising,  un- 
natural, or  even  out  of  the  commonplace  in  that.  He  had 
l>een  a  little  hit  on  ed^e  iiiinself.  ]XThaps.  and  the  sudden 
movement  of  that  shadow,  unexpected,  had  startled  him  for 
the  moment,  as,  in  all  probahility,  the  o|)eninf;  of  the  wmdow 
had  startled  the  skulking  figure  itself  into  action. 

The  door  was  o))en  now.  He  stepped  noiselessly  inside, 
and  closed  it  noiseles>ly  iK-hind  him.  He  was  in  a  narrow 
hall,  where  a  few  yards  away,  a  light  shone  down  a  stairwaj 
at  right  angles  to  the  hall  it>elf. 

**  Rear  d(M>r  of  pawnshop  o|H'ns  into  hall,  and  exanly 
O|»po>ite  very  short  tlighl  of  stairs  leading  directly  to  door- 
way of  Isaac's  den  above.  Ramshackle  old  place,  low  ceil- 
ings. Isaac,  when  sitting  in  his  den.  can  look  down,  and, 
hy  means  of  a  transom  over  the  rear  dcxjr  of  the  shop,  see 
the  cu>tomers  as  tliey  enter  Irom  the  street,  while  he  also 
ket))N  an  eye  on  his  as>istant.     I^itter  always  locks  up  and 

leaw-N  ppMinitly  at  six  oVliKk "    Jimmie  Dale  was  $ul>- 

i«ni-rinu^ly  njnaiing  to  himself  snatches  from  the  Tocsin's 
letti  r.  whii  !i.  a^  ^iihcoiisciou.Nly  in  reading,  he  had  memorised 
alnm^t  word  lur  uord. 

.\iifl  n«»w  voice*^  reached  him^-one,  excited,  nervotis.  as 
th(»u.i;h  t)ie  speaker  were  labouring  inider  a  mental  strain 
that  iMifdiTed  ilttsely  on  the  hysterical;  the  other,  curioush 
min;^liiii:  a  i|i:i'ru1ouMicss  with  an  attempt  to  pacify,  boK 
doininantly  i  uiiti-mi'tiious,  sneering,  cold. 

Jitr.mie  Hale  mnvrd  along  the  hall — very  slowly — withoiC 
.1  -MTiii-l  ti  -!i:ii:  e.uh  step  Ik* fore  he  threw  hi>  iKxly  wetffhl 
iTi'iii  oiii  ]•  .1  !o  tlic  I  it  lier.  lie  reached  the  foot  of  the  stairs. 
'I  lit-  iii.  Mil  li.nl  Ihi  11  rii^ht ;  it  was  a  very  short  flight.  He 
c«ir.:i!id  i!u-  -'.r]'  —  there  were  eii»hl.  Alwve,  facing  htm. 
a  iI-Hir  wa^*  n;-*-!!.  Jlit'  voices  were  louder  now.  It  wai 
a  «.•!:•  lid  loMKiii;^'  ro. nn,  wlial  he  could  sec  of  it,  povertT- 
str:>.Nin  in  it^  .i;<;>i  ar.iiKe.  intentionally  SO  probably  far 
rti' •  t.  with  Mil  .ittiii;>t  whatever  at  furnishing.  He  could 
see  through  the  doorway  to  the  window  tliat  opened  on  ifac 
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aneywmy,  or»  rather,  just  glimpse  the  top  of  the  window  at 
an  angle  across  the  room — that  and  a  bare  stretch  of  floor. 
The  two  men  were  not  in  the  line  of  vision. 

Burton's  voice — it  was  unquestionably  Burton  speaking — 
came  to  Jimmie  Dale  now  distinctly. 

-No,  I  didn't!     I  teU  you,  I  didn't.     I— I  hadn't  the 


ft 


Jimmie  Dale  slipped  his  black  silk  mask  over  his  face; 
and  with  extreme  caution,  on  hands  and  knees,  began  to 
dmib  the  stairs. 

"  Sol "  It  was  old  Isaac  now,  in  a  half  pur,  half  sneer. 
•  And  I  was  so  sure,  my  young  friend,  that  you  had. 
I  was  so  sure  that  you  were  not  such  a  fool.  Yes ;  I  could 
even  have  sworn  that  they  were  in  your  pocket  now — 
what?  It  is  too  bad — ^too  bad!  It  is  not  a  pleasant  thing 
to  think  of,  that  little  chair  up  the  river  in  its  horrible  little 
room  where " 

**  For  God's  sake,  Isaac — ^not  that !  Do  you  hear — not 
that  I  My  God,  I  didn't  mean  to— I  didn't  know  what  I 
was  doing  I" 

Jimmie  Dale  crept  up  another  step,  another,  and  another. 
There  was  silence  for  a  moment  in  the  room ;  then  Burton 
again,  hoarse- voiced : 

**  Isaac,  I'll  make  good  to  you  some  other  way.  I  swear 
I  will— I  swear  it!  If  I'm  caught  at  this  I'll— I'll  get 
fifteen  years  for  it'* 

"  And  whidi  would  you  rather  have  " — Jimmie  Dale 
could  picture  the  oily  smirk,  the  shrug  of  the  shoulders, 
^the  outthrust  hands,  palms  upward,  elbows  in  at  the  hips, 
tfic  fingers  curved  and  wide  apart — "  fifteen  years,  or  what 
you  g^ — for  murder?  Eh,  my  friend,  you  have  thought  of 
tiiat— ^  ?    It  is  a  very  little  price  I  ask— yes  ?  " 

•*  Damn  you !  '*  Burton's  voice  rose  shrill,  then  dropped 
%>  a  half  sch,  "  No,  no,  Isaac,  I  don't  mean  that.  Only, 
€or  God's  sake  be  merciful!  It  isn't  only  the  risk  of  the 
S^enitenttary ;  it's  more  than  that.  I — I  tried  to  play  white 
^n  toy  life,  and  until  that  cursed  night  there's  no  man  living 
^oald  say  I  haven't     You  know  that — ^you  know   that. 
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Isaac.    I  tell  you  I  couldn't  do  it  this  afternoon — I  tcll  yoa 
I  couldn't.     I  tried  to  and — and  I  couldn't." 

Jimmie  Dale  was  lyini^  flat  on  the  little  landing  now, 
peering  into  the  room.  Back  a  short  distance  froni  !l»c 
doorway,  a  rq)uI>ive-l(M>kin}^  little  man  in  unkempt  c1i»tlic« 
and  soiled  linen,  with  yellowish-skinned,  |>archnient  face, 
out  of  which  small  black  eves  shone  cunnini'lv  and  shreudlv. 
sat  at  a  kire  deal  table  in  a  rickety  chair ;  facing  him  acr«>** 
the  table  stooil  a  yotnig  man  of  not  more  than  tweniy-fivc. 
clean  cut,  well  dresse<l,  but  whose  face  was  unnatunlly 
white  now,  and  whose  hand,  as  he  extended  it  in  a  plradini; 
gesture  toward  the  other,  trembled  visibly.  Jinunie  I>alc*« 
hand  made  its  way  quietly  to  his  side  |K>cket  and  extracted 
his  automatic. 

Old  Isaac  humped  his  shoulders,  and  leered  at  his  \'isitor. 

**  We  talk  a  great  deal,  my  young  friend.  What  is  the 
use?  A  bargain  is  a  bargain.  .\  few  rubies  in  exchange  for 
vour  life.  A  few  rubirs  and  niv  mimth  is  shut.  Other- 
wise" — he  humped  \\'\<  slinuldcrs  again.     "Well?" 

Burton  drew  back,  swt.'))t  lii^  hand  in  a  dazed  way  across 
his  eyes — and  laughed  <iut  suddenly  in  bitter  mirth. 

"  A  few  rubies !  "  he  cried.  '*  The  most  magnificent  stones 
on  this  side  of  the  water  -a  few  rubies!  It's  Inren  Maddon's 
life  hobbv.  I'.verv  child  in  New  York  knows  that !  A  few— 
ve-?.  there's  onlv  a  few — but  ilii)>e  few  are  worth  a  fortme. 
He  irn-^tN  nie.  the  man  ha"?  Inren  like  a  father  lo  me,  and—* 

"  Si)  you  are  the  very  last  to  Ik*  su^ifK-ctetl,"  observed  M 
\^:i:w  >ua\rl\.  '*  Have  I  not  told  vou  that?  There  is  nocl^ 
iiii;  In  fi.ir.  l>i«I  we  not  arrange  everything  su  nirclv  fh. 
inv  vm;:!!.:  f: ::..!?  See.  it  was  to-night  that  Maddon  p«t» 
a  lit 'lie  ri  •  :*-  •:]  \n  h\<  friencN.  and  did  vou  not  sav  that  tlv 
riil>i( -^  N\<ii:l>i  )•'•  :.,;.( ii  tn>ni  the  safe-de|K)sit  vault  this  aflcf^ 
iKHiii  -Till f  1::^  ii-':.(U  always  clamoured  to  sec  them  as  I 
vrry  tKliiiL:  cniA  l;:-.!,!!!  tu  an  evening's  entertainment?  Aai 
ibd  vi>ii  iii't  ^.iv  tl.it  \<»ii  vcrv  naturallv  had  access  to  ikl 
^.ti'.-  ill  tlir  Mii.irv  \k)i<  le  \mu  w( irked,  and  that  he  wouM  Btf 
iiiiti»e  xhi-y  \v«  re  ^miiu-  utiiil  he  came  to  look  for  them 
time  ihi>  e\iinng?     I  think  you  said  all  that.     And 
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suspicion,  let  alone  proof,  would  attach  itself  to  you?  You 
were  out  of  the  room  once  when  he,  too,  was  absent  for 
perhaps  half  an  hour.  It  is  very  simple.  In  that  half  hour, 
some  one,  somehow,  abstracted  them.  Certainly  it  was  not 
you.  You  see  how  little  I  ask — and  I  pay  well,  do  I  not? 
And  so  I  gave  you  until  to-night.  Three  days  have  gone, 
and  I  have  said  nothing,  and  the  body  has  not  been  found — 
eh?  But  to-night— eh — it  was  understood!  The  rubies — 
or  the  chair." 

Burton's  lips  moved,  but  it  was  a  moment  before  he 
could  speak. 

*•  You  wouldn't  dare ! "  he  whispered  thickly.  "  You 
wouldn't  dare!  I'd  tell  the  story  of — of  what  you  tried  to 
make  me  do,  and  they'd  send  you  up  for  it." 

Old  Isaac  shrugged  with  pitying  contempt. 

•*  Is  it,  after  all,  a  fool  I  am  dealing  with ! "  he  sneered. 
••  And  I — what  should  I  say  ?  That  you  had  stolen  the 
stones  from  your  employer  and  offered  them  as  a  bribe 
to  silence  me,  and  that  I  had  refused.  The  very  act  of 
handing  you  over  to  the  police  would  prove  the  truth  of 
what  I  said  and  rob  you  of  even  a  chance  of  leniency — for 
that  other  thing.  Is  it  not  so — eh?  And  why  did  I  not 
hand  you  over  at  once  three  nights  ago?  Believe  me,  my 
young  friend,  I  should  have  a  very  good  reason  ready,  a 
dozen,  if  necessary,  if  it  came  to  that.  But  we  are  borrow- 
ing trouble,  are  we  not  ?    We  shall  not  come  to  that — eh  ?  " 

For  a  moment  it  seemed  to  Jimmie  Dale,  as  he  watched, 
tfiat  Burton  would  hurl  himself  upon  the  other.  White  to 
the  lips,  the  muscles  of  his  face  twitching.  Burton  clenched 
his  fists  and  leaned  over  the  table — and  then,  with  sudden 
rrvubion  of  emotion,  he  drew  back  once  more,  and  rmce 
more  came  that  choked  sob: 

•*  YouTl  pay  for  this,  Isaac — ^your  turn  will  come  for  thi* ! 

•*  I  have  been  threatened  very  often,"  snapped  the  other 
contemptuously.  **  Bah,  what  are  threats !  I  laugh  at  them 
—as  I  always  will."  Then,  with  a  quick  change  of  front, 
kit  Toice  a  sodden  snarl :    **  Well,  we  have  talked  enough. 
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You  have  your  choice.    The  stones  or — eh  ?    And  it  is  Uh 
night — now!" 

The  old  |)awnbrokcr  sprawled  back  in  his  chair,  a  cunninf 
leer  on  his  vicious  face,  a  gleam  of  triumph,  greed,  in  the 
beady,  ratlike  eyes  that  never  wavered  from  the  other. 
Burton,  moisture  oozing  from  his  forehead,  stood  there, 
hesitant,  staring  Kick  at  old  Isaac,  half  in  a  fascinated  gaie. 
half  as  though  trying  to  read  some  sign  of  weakness  in  the 
bestial  countenance  that  confronted  him.  And  then,  venr 
slowly,  in  an  automatic,  machine-like  way,  his  hand  groped 
into  the  inside  |xx:ket  of  his  vest — ^and  old  Isaac  cackled  ooi 
in  derision. 

**  So !  You  thought  you  could  bluff  itie,  eh — ^you  tho^shl 
you  could  fool  old  Isaac!  Bah!  I  read  you  like  a  book! 
Did  I  not  tell  you  a  while  back  that  you  had  them  in  yoor 
I^Hrket  ?  I  know  your  kind,  my  yoimg  friend ;  1  know  yoor 
kind  very  well  indeed — it  is  mv  business.  You  would  not 
have  dared  to  come  here  to-night  without  the  price.  So! 
Yon  tfK)k  them  this  afternoon  as  we  agreed.  Yes,  yes;  fO« 
did  well.  You  will  not  regret  it.  And  now  let  me  mc 
them  " — his  voice  rose  eagerly — "  let  me  sec  them  now.  mf 
young  friend." 

"  ^'es.  I  took  them."  Burton  spoke  listlessly.  **  God  hc^ 
me !  •• 

( )Id  Isaac,  quivering,  excited,  like  a  difFerent  ucitif 
now.  sprang  from  his  chair,  and.  as  Burton  drew  a  Vob^ 
tl.it.  K-athcr  case  from  his  pocket,  snatched  it  from  the 
otlii-r's  li^tnd  liis  lingers  in  their  raf^acious  haste  coaU  Btf 
:it  tir^t  iiMiiipiiI.ite  the  catch,  ami  then  fmally,  with  the 
o|MTi.  In-  I  Kilt  ovtr  the  table  feverishly.  The  light 
li.uk  .1-  frniii  Nunu"  living  mass  of  crimson  fire,  now 
d.trk];. .  Ti-iw  {^lowing  into  wondrous,  colourful  transpartacf 
;iN  l:r  ri.nxtd  the  ca^e  to  and  fro  with  jerky  motions  of  hi 
liaii'N     .tud  lie  was  babbling,  crooning  to  himself  like  Oii 

••  .\!i.  liu-  litilf  beauties!     Ah.  the  pretty  littl 
Yc'^.  yes;  tluM-  are  ilie  ones!    This  is  the  great  A\ 
see,  see,  the  si.x- sided  prism  terminated  by  the 
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pynunid.  But  it  must  be  cut — it  must  be  cut  to  sell  it,  eh  ? 
Ah,  it  is  too  bad — too  bad !  And  this,  this  one  here,  I  know 
them  all,  this  is " 

But  his  sentence  was  never  finished — it  was  Jimmie  Dale, 
on  his  feet  now,  leaning  against  the  jamb  of  the  door,  his 
automatic  covering  the  two  men  at  the  table,  who  spoke. 

"  Quite  so,  Isaac,"  he  said  coolly ;  "  you  know  them  all ! 
Quite  so,  Isaac — but  be  good  enough  to  drop  them !  " 

The  case  fell  from  Isaac's  hand,  the  flush  on  his  cheeks 
died  to  a  sickly  pallor,  and,  his  mouth  half  of)en,  he  stood 
like  a  man  turned  to  stone,  his  hands  with  curved  fingers 
still  outstretched  over  the  table,  over  the  crimson  gems  that, 
spilled  from  the  case,  lay  scattered  now  on  the  tabletop. 
Burton  neither  spoke  nor  moved — a  little  whiter,  the  misery 
in  his  face  almost  apathetic,  he  moistened  his  lips  with  the 
tip  of  his  tongue. 

Jimmie  Dale  walked  across  the  room,  halted  at  the  end 
of  the  table,  and  surveyed  the  two  men  grimly.  And  then, 
while  one  hand  with  revolver  extended  rested  easily  on  tlie 
table,  the  other  gathered  up  the  stones,  placed  them  in  the 
case,  and,  the  case  in  his  pocket,  Jimmie  Dale's  lips  parted 
in  an  tminviting- smile. 

•'1  guess  I'm  in  luck  to-night,  eh,  Isaac?"  he  drawled. 
•*  Between  you  and  your  yotmg  friend,  as  I  believe  you  call 
bim,  it  would  appear  as  though  I  had  fallen  on  my  feet. 
That  Aracon's  worth — what  would  you  say? — a  hundred, 
two  hundred  thousand  alone,  eh?  A  very  famous  stone, 
that — had  your  eye  on  it  for  quite  a  time,  Isaac,  you  miser- 
able blood  leech,  eh  ?  ** 

Isaac  did  not  answer;  but,  while  he  still  held  liack  from 
the  table,  he  seemed  to  be  regaining  a  little  of  his  com[>os- 
iirc — burglars  of  whatever  sort  were  no  novelty  to  him — 
and  was  staring  fixedly  at  Jimmie  E)ale. 

••  Can't  place  me — though  there's  not  many  in  the  profev 
skm  yoo  don't  know?  Is  that  it?"  inquired  Jimmie  Dale 
toftly.  •'Well,  don't  try.  Isaac;  it's  hardly  worth  your 
while,    rve  got  the  stones  now,  and " 

''Wait!    WaitI    Listen!"    It  was  Burton,  speaking  for 
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the  first  time,  his  words  coming  in  a  quick,  nervous  nuh. 
"  Listen  !    You  don't " 

"  Hold  your  tonj(uc!  "  cried  old  Isaac,  with  sudden  ficrw- 
ncss.  "  You  are  a  fool!  "  lie  leaned  toward  limmie  ]h\t, 
a  iTafty  smile  on  his  face,  (juite  in  control  of  himself  ana 
more.  "  Don't  listen  to  him — listen  to  me.  You're  ^i^^t 
I  can't  place  ynu.  and  it  doesn't  make  any  difference  "—he 
took  a  step  forward — "  but '* 

"Not  too  close,  IsaJic!"  snapped  Jimmic  Dale  sharply. 
"  I  know  you! 

**  So  I  "  ejaculated  old  Isaac,  ruhbinjj  his  hands  t0|^h<T 
"  So!  That  is  j;(mm1  !  That  is  what  I  want.  Listen,  we  »i3 
make  a  harj^ain.  We  are  birds  of  a  feather,  eh  ?  All  thic\T«. 
eh?  YiHi've  j^'ot  the  drop  on  us  who  did  all  the  work,  bc! 
you'll  fjive  us  our  share — i*h  ?  I  listen  !  You  couldn't  get  nJ 
of  iho>c  stones  alone.  You  know  that ;  you're  not  so  prrtn 
at  the  jrame.  eh  ?  You'cl  have  to  jjo  to  some  one.  Yoo 
know  UK-:  vou  know  oM  Is'iac.  vou  sav.  Well,  then,  voo 
know  thiTf  i^n't  anf>tluT  man  in  New  York  could  dis|K)seof 
thii-i-  ruliits  an*l  j»!ay  safe  doinjj  it  except  nic.  I'll  make  a 
jjiHicI  li;irv!:iin  with  yrui." 

*'  1  -:i.ir."  '*:iid  linimie  Dale  jK'nsively,  "  you've  made  a  pood 
iii.iTiy  •^'•"'d'  li.iri::iiTi<.  I  wttndiT  when  you'll  make  vocf 
la-t !  ThrTr's  nil  ire  than  one  lookinjj  for  *  interest '  on  those 
ItarLi  liii^  in  a  pn-tty  t;ritti  sort  of  way." 

"  I'.i':  •  "  (iari:l.t!r.l  old  Naac.  "  It  is  an  old  storv.  Thef 
arc  al!  .i!-!.*-.  I  ani  afrai<I  of  none  of  thrm.  I  hold  them  il 
likf     ;•'..]''"     His  hand  ojn-niMl  and  cIo>ed  like  a  talonrd 

ll.tW. 

"  Ati'l  \i.';'<l  add  nie  to  the  lot,  eh?"  s:ii<I  limmie  Hik 
Mr  liiT'l  ilir  ri\''lv«r.  its  nm/zle  on  old  Uaac.  exairt!*i 
t!.i-  II  •  '  :  rv'  !'!  tl:«»'::»^.fMlly.  and  lowered  it  a;;ain.  "Very 
\M  II.  I  11  n.tl.'-  a  l>.iri:ai:i  with  you — providing  it  is  agrecabit 
tn  viiiir  •.■'':::•  •■i'Vil  hiTr." 

"  Mil"  »x  !..-:::tM  nM  I..»ac  shrilly.  "So!  That  is  cood* 
it  ■  •!■  •  •  !::••:"  llr  chuckled  hoar^icly.  "  .Any  baq^in  I 
ni.iki-  I '■  »'.'!!  :•  Mif  ?■>  N  it  nut  so?"  He  fixed  his 
on  Burton.    "  Will.  i>  it  not  so?    S|K*ak  up!    Say- 
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He  stopped — the  words  cut  short  off  on  his  lips.  It  came 
without  warning — a  crash,  a  pound  on  the  door  below — an- 
other. 

Burton  shrank  back  against  the  wall. 

"  My  God !  The  police !  "  he  gasped.  "  Maddon's  found 
out !    We're — we're  caught  I " 

Jimmie  Dale's  eyes,  on  old  Isaac,  narrowed.  The  pound- 
ing in  the  alleyway  grew  louder,  more  insistent.  And  then 
his  first  suspicion  passed — it  was  no  "  game  "  of  Isaac's. 
Crafty  though  the  old  fox  was,  the  other's  surprise  and 
agitation  was  too  genuine  to  be  questioned. 

Still  the  pounding  continued — some  one  was  kicking  vici- 
ously at  the  door,  and  banging  a  tattoo  on  the  panels  with 
his  fists. 

Old  Isaac's  clawlike  hands  doubled  suddenly. 

•*  It  is  some  drunken  sot,"  he  snarled  out,  "  that  knows 
no  better  than  to  come  here  and  rouse  the  whole  neighbour- 
hood !  It  IS  true,  in  a  moment  we  will  have  the  police  run- 
nme  in  from  the  street.  But  wait — wait — I'll  teach  the  fool 
a  lei?M>n !  **  He  dashed  around  the  table,  ran  for  the  win- 
dow, wrenched  the  catch  up.  flunp  the  window  open,  and, 
ssnarltng  again,  leaned  out — and  instantly  the  knocking 
reaped. 

.\nd  instantly  then,  with  a  sharp  cry,  as  the  whole  ghastly 
meantncT  of  it  swept  upon  him,  Jimmie  sprangf  after  the  other 
■ — too  late!  Came  the  roar  of  a  revolver  shot,  a  stream  of 
Rame  cutting  the  darkness  of  the  alleyway  from  the  window 
in  the  house  oppo«5ite — and.  without  a  sound,  old  Isaac 
crumpled  up,  hung  limply  for  a  moment  over  the  sill,  and  slid 
in  a  heap  to  the  floor. 

On  his  hands  and  knees,  protected  from  the  possibility 
of  another  bullet  by  the  height  of  the  sill.  Jimmie  Dale. 
quick  in  every  movement  now.  dragged  the  inert  form  toward 
the  table  away  from  the  window,  and  bent  hurriedly  over 
the  other.  A  minute  perhaps  he  stayed  there — ^and  then  rose 
slowly. 

Burton,  horror-stricken,  unmanned,  beside  himself,  was 
hanging,  clutching  with  both  hands  at  the  table  edge. 
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"  Mc's  dead,"  said  Jininiic  Dale  laconically. 

Burton  flung  out  his  hands. 

"  Dead !  "  he  whisj)ered  hoarsely.  "  I — I  think  Tin  go- 
ing mad.  Three  days  of  liell — and  now  this.  We'd — we'd 
bettor  get  out  of  here  ijuick — they'll  get  us  if " 

Jininiie  Dalc*s  hand  fell  with  a  tight  grip  on  Burton's 
shoulder. 

"  There  won't  be  any  more  shots  fired — pull  yourself  ifr 
gether ! " 

Burton  stared  at  him  in  a  demented  way. 

•*  What's — wliat's  it  mean ?  "  he  stammered. 

"  It  means  that  I  didn't  put  two  and  two  togcher,"  said 
Jimniie  Dale  a  little  bitterly.  "  It  means  that  there's  a  doia 
crooks  been  dancing  old  Isaac's  tune  for  a  long  timc^-and 
that  some  of  them  have  got  him  at  last." 

Burton  reached  out  suddenly  and  clutched  Jimmic  Dik's 
arm. 

"Then  I'm  safe!"  lie  mumbled  the  words,  but  theft 
wa*5  dawning  hope,  reh'ef  in  his  white  face.  "Siafe!  Tb 
safe — if  you'll  only  give  me  Kick  those  stones.  Give  thai 
havk  to  tnc.  for  Hod's  sake  give  them  !>ack  to  me!  Yd 
dctn't  know — you  dnu't  understand.  I  stole  them  bccan9^~ 
!)n';ni<f  he  nindt^  ine — l>ecause  I — it  was  the  only  chance  I 
had.  C^h,  niv  GMrj.  vr»u  dr)irt  know  what  the  last  three  divi 
h.ivp  Ikh'ti  !  r,ivr  tliem  back  to  me,  won't  you — won't  yoo? 
Yon-   vnii  dmrt   know!" 

"  n«  »n*t  \n<v  yrMir  n»Tvc' !  "  said  Jimmie  Dale  sharply.  *  S 
<!n\vn  '  "  ]]r  yu-hti]  ilu"  other  into  the  chair.  "  There's  «• 
ntu*  \\\\\  'li-tiirh  u<  hiTe  f(»r  some  time  at  least.  What  is  it 
\}y.\X  I  «!u!rt  l-Tiuw^  That  three  nights  ago  you  were  ini 
iran.hl':!'.:  I'M.  S  iL'-'-toV.  to  Ik*  exact,  one  of  the  most  <&• 
n'pvtili!'-  Ml  \'  w  ^'ork— and  you  went  there  on  the  inii- 
tari«»!i  I'f  :i  -tr:iv  a^'jiiaintance.  a  man  name<l  Perlcy 
I  il-  .,T'*»«-  Mm  f'lr  VMM?    A  ^hort,  slim-built  man.  black 

•  )'  •!  Viii.u    t!  I*  •  "     Tlu"  misery,  the  hopelessness 
li.;.l;  ^1  !?••:•'  •)'-  *'.wr  .'I'^'ain— an«l  "suddenly  he  bent  ovtrthl 
taliU-  :j!^!  !'*".r'. «!  h\^  hrad  in  his  outflung  arms. 
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TTierc  was  silence  for  a  moment.  Tight-lipped,  Jimmie 
ale's  eyes  travelled  from  Burton's  shaking  shoulders  to 
e  motionless  form  on  the  floor.  Then  he  spoke  again: 
•*  You're  a  bit  of  a  rounder,  Burton,  but  I  think  you've 
id  a  lesson  that  will  last  you  all  your  life.  You  were  half- 
runk  when  you  and  Perlcy  b^^n  to  hobnob  over  a  down- 
vwn  bar.  He  said  he'd  show  you  some  real  life,  and  you 
«it  with  him  to  Sagosto's.  He  gave  you  a  revolver  before 
oa  went  in,  and  told  you  the  place  wasn't  safe  for  an  un- 
nned  man.  He  introduced  you  to  Sagosto,  the  proprietor, 
nd  you  were  shown  to  a  back  room.  You  drank  quite  a 
ttk  there.  You  and  Perley  were  alone,  throwing  dice. 
fou  got  into  a  quarrel.  Perley  tried  to  draw  his  revolver, 
foa  were  quicker.  You  drew  the  one  he  had  given  you — 
md  fired.  He  fell  to  the  floor — ^you  saw  the  blood  gush 
roro  his  breast  just  above  the  heart — he  was  dead.  In  a 
iQUitc  you  rushed  from  the  place  and  out  into  the  street  I 
ka't  think  you  went  home  that  night." 

Burton  raised  his  head,  showing  his  haggard  face. 

"  I  guess  it's  no  use,"  he  said  dully.  "  If  you  know, 
•tficrs  must  I  thought  only  Isaac  and  Sagosto  knew.  Why 
ttven't  I  been  arrested  ?  I  wish  to  God  I  had — I  wouldn't 
•vc  had  to-day  to  answer  for." 

*  I  am  not  through  yet,"  said  Jimmie  Dale  gravely.    "  The 
ext  day  old  Isaac  here  sent  for  you.    He  said  Sagosto  had 
4d  him  of  the  murder,  and  had  offered  to  dispose  of  the 
)q»e  and  keep  his  mouth  shut  for  fifty  thousand  dollars — 
M  no  one  in  his  place  knew  of  it  except  himself.    Isaac, 
Nr  his  share,  wanted  considerably  more.     You  told  him 
^  had  no  such  sums,  that  you  had  no  money.    He  told  you 
Hf  you  could  get  it — ^you  had  access  to  Maddon's  safe,  you 
ere  Maddon's  confidential  secretary,  fully  in  your  em- 
Qjrer's  tntst«  the  last  man  on  earth  to  be  suspected — and 
crc  were  Maddon's  famous,  priceless  rubies." 
Jtnunie  Dale  paused.    Burton  made  no  answer. 
••  And  so,**  said  Jimmie  Dale  presently,  "  to  save  your- 
jf  from  the  death  penalty  you  took  them." 
"  Ycft,**  nid  1     (ton,  scarcely  above  his  breath*   "  Are  yoy 
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an  officer?    If  you  are.  take  me,  have  done  wit'i  it!    Only 
for  Heaven's  sake  end  it!    U  you're  not " 

Jinimie  Dale  was  not  listening.  *'  The  cupboard  at  the 
rear  of  the  room/'  she  had  said.  He  walked  across  to  it 
now,  opened  it,  and,  after  a  little  search*  found  a  smaE 
bnncllc.  He  returned  with  it  in  his  hand,  and,  kneeling  tx- 
side  the  dead  man  on  the  floor,  his  back  to  Bunoiu 
untied  it.  took  out  a  red  wig  and  beard,  and  slipped  than  oo 
to  old  Isaac's  head  and  face. 

•*  I  wonder,"  he  said  grimly,  as  he  stood  up,  "  if  yea  eter 
saw  this  man  before?" 

"  My  God — Pcrley! "  With  a  wild  cry,  Burton  was  on  hs 
feet,  straining  forward  like  a  man  crazed. 

"  Yes,"  said  Jimmie  Dale,  "  Pcrley !  Sort  of  an  irook 
justice  in  his  end  as  far  as  you  are  concerned,  isn't  thert? 
I  tiiink  we'll  leave  him  like  that — as  Perley.  It  wiD  provide 
the  police  with  an  interesting  little  problem — whidh  they 
will  never  solve,  and — steady!" 

Rurton  was  rocking  on  his  feet,  the  tears  were  streanini 
down  his  face.  He  lurched  heavily — and  Jimmie  Ddk 
caught  him,  and  pushed  him  back  into  the  chair 

*•  I  thought — I  thought  there  was  blood  on  my 
said  Rurton  brokenly :  "  that — that  I  had  taken  a  man's  Hfc. 
It  was  horrible,  horrible !  I've  lived  through  three  days  tktf 
I  thought  would  drive  me  mad.  while  I — I  tried  to  do  af 
wr)rk.  and — and  talk  to  people,  just  as  if  nothing  had  hif' 
jKTicd.  And  every  one  that  spoke  to  me  seemed  so  caiefne 
aiul  hapfyy.  and  I  would  have  sold  my  soul  to  have  daqpi 
places  with  them."  He  stared  at  the  form  on  the  floor.  mI 
shivered  suddenly.  "  It — it  wxs  like  that  I  saw  him  hil!* 
he  whisyHTcd.    "  Rut — but  I  do  not  understand.** 

Jimmie  Dale  smiled  a  little  wearily. 

"  It  wa<i  simple  enough,"  he  said.  "  Old  Isaac  had  krf 
his  eye<  on  those  rubies  for  a  long  time.  The  easiest  wayrf 
gcttins:  them  was  through  you.  The  revolver  he  gave  ]Pii 
tx'fnre  you  entered  Sagosto's  was  loaded  with  hhidc 
trid|;e<i.  the  blood  you  saw  was  the  old,  old  tricic 
turrd  Madder  of  red  pigment  concealed  under  he 
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**  Let  us  get  out  of  here ! "  Burton  shuddered  again. 
**  Let  us  get  out  of  here — at  once — now.  If  we're  found 
here,  well  be  accused  of — that! " 

•*  There  is  no  hurry,"  Jimmie  Dale  answered  quietly.  "  I 
have  told  you  that  no  one  is  liable  to  come  here  to-night — 
and  whoever  did  this  certainly  will  not  raise  an  alarm.  And 
besides,  there  is  still  the  matter  of  the  rubies — Burton." 

**  Yes,"  said  Burton,  with  a  quick  intake  of  his  breath. 
"  Yes — the  rubies — what  are  you  going  to  do  with  them  ?    I 

— I  had  forgotten  them.    You'll "    He  stopped,  stared 

at  Jimmie  Dale,  and  burst  into  a  miserable  laugh.  "  I'm  a 
fool,  a  blind  fool ! "  he  moaned.  **  It  does  not  matter  what 
jrou  do  with  them.  I  forgot  Sagosto.  When  they  find  Isaac 
here,  Sagosto  will  either  tell  his  story,  which  will  be  enough 
to  convict  me  of  this  night's  work,  the  real  murder,  even 
Aough  I'm  innocent;  or  else  he'll  blackmail  me  just  as 
Isaac  did." 

Jimmie  Dale  shook  his  head. 

"  You  are  doing  Isaac's  cunning  an  injustice,"  he  said 
Iprimly.  **  Sagosto  was  only  a  tool,  one  of  many  that  old 
Isaac  had  in  his  power — and,  for  that  matter,  as  likely  as  any 
one  else  to  have  had  a  hand  in  Isaac's  murder  to-night. 
Sagosto  saw  you  once  when  Isaac  brought  you  into  his 
place — ^not  because  Isaac  wanted  Sagosto  to  see  you,  but 
because  he  wanted  you  to  see  Sagosto.  Do  you  understand  ? 
It  would  make  the  story  that  Sagosto  came  to  him  with  the 
bale  of  the  murder  the  next  day  ring  true.  Sagosto.  however, 
{lid  not  go  to  old  Isaac  the  next  day  to  tell  about  any  fake 
murder — naturally.  Sagosto  would  not  know  you  again 
From  Adam — ^neither  does  he  know  anything  about  the 
rubies,  nor  what  old  Isaac's  ulterior  motives  were.  He  was 
paid  for  his  share  in  the  game  in  old  Isaac's  usual  manner 
Df  payment  probably — ^by  a  threat  of  exposure  for  some  old- 
tiane  offence,  that  Isaac  held  over  him,  if  he  didn't  keep  his 
ifeiouth  shut."* 

Burton's  hand  brushed  his  eyes. 

-  Yes,-  he  muttered.    "  Yes— I  see  it  now." 

Jimmie  Dale  stooped  down,  picked  up  the  paper  from  the 
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floor  in  which  the  wig  and  beard  had  been  wrapped,  walked 
back  with  it,  and  replaced  it  in  the  cupboard.  And  thm 
with  his  back  to  Burton  aj^ain,  he  took  the  case  of  f^civ 
from  his  pocket.  o|>encd  it,  and  laid  it  on  the  cupboard  shelf. 
Also  from  his  pocket  came  that  thin  metal  case,  and  from  the 
case,  with  a  pair  of  tweezers  that  obviated  the  possibility  of 
telltale  finder  prints,  a  gray,  diamond-shaped  piece  of  paper, 
adhesive  on  one  side  that,  cursed  by  the  distracted  authon- 
ties  in  every  police  headquarters  on  both  sides  of  the  At- 
lantic, and  raved  at  by  a  virulent  press  whose  printed  re- 
[)roductions  had  made  it  familiar  in  every  household  in  the 
land — was  the  insignia  of  the  Gray  Seal.  He  moistened 
the  adhesive  side,  dropped  it  from  the  tweezers  to  his  hand- 
kerchief, and  pressed  it  down  firmly  on  the  inside  of  the 
cover  of  the  jewel  case.  lie  put  both  cases  back  in  his  pock- 
ets, and  relumed  to  Burton. 

**  Burton."  he  said  a  little  sharply.  "  while  I  was  out5ide 
that  doorway  there.  I  heard  you  beg  old  Isaac  to  let  yvn 
keep  the  rubies,  and  three  times  already  you  have  asked  the 
same  of  me.  What  would  you  do  with  them  if  I  gave  than 
Kick  to  von?" 

m 

Burton  did  not  reply  for  a  moment — he  was  gazing  at  the 
masked  face  in  a  half-eager,  half-doubtful  way. 

"  Vou — you  mean  you  will  give  them  back !  "  he  bunt  «t 
finally. 

*'  .Answer  my  question."  prompted  Jimmie  Dale. 

"  Do  with  them  ?  "  Burton  rejM^ated  slowly.  "  Whr.  Tn 
told  vou.  'rhev*d  go  Kick  to  Mr.  Maddon — I'd  take  ihca 
hack" 

**  \\'()\iM  you?"    Jimmie  Dale's  voice  was  quizziciL 

.\  puz/U'«l  expression  came  to  Burton's  face. 

*'  I  don't  kn«)w  what  you  mean  by  that."  he  said.  *(X 
cour-e.  I  wo\il<l !  " 

'•  How  ?  "  a-k«'.l  Jimmie  Dale.    "  Do  you  know  the  OM 
hiiiatinu  of  Mr    Maddiai's  ^afe?" 

"  Nn."  -aid  I'.'iirton. 

"  Anil  the  safe  would  l)e  locked,  wouldn't  it?" 

"  Yes." 
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**  Quite  so,"  said  Jinunic  Dale  musingly.  "  Then,  granted 
tfiat  Mr.  Maddon  has  not  already  discovered  the  theft,  how 
would  you  replace  the  stones  before  he  does  discover  it? 
And  if  he  already  knows  that  they  are  gone,  how  would  you 
get  them  back  into  his  hands  ?  " 

•*  Yes,  I  know,"  Burton  answered  a  little  listlessly.  "  I've 
thought  of  that.    There's  only  one  way — to  take  them  back 

to  him  myself,  and  make  a  clean  breast  of  it,  and "    He 

hesitated. 

••  And  tell  him  you  stole  them,"  supplied  Jimmie  Dale. 

Burton  nodded  his  head.    "  Yes,"  he  said. 

"  And  then  ?  "  prodded  Jimmie  Dale.  "  What  will  Mad- 
don  do?  From  what  I've  heard  of  him,  he's  not  a  man  to 
trifle  with,  nor  a  man  to  take  an  overly  complacent  view  of 
things — not  the  man  whose  philosophy  is  *  all's  well  that 
ends  well.' " 

^  What  does  it  matter?"  Burton's  voice  was  low.  "  It 
isn't  that  so  much.  I'm  ready  for  that.  It's  the  fact  that 
he  trusted  me  implicitly,  and  I — well.  I  played  the  fool,  or 
rd  never  have  got  into  a  mess  like  this." 

For  an  instant  Jimmie  Dale  looked  at  the  other  search- 
ingfy.  and  then,  smiling  strangely,  he  shook  his  head. 

•*  There's  a  better  way  than  that,  Burton,"  he  said  quietly 
•  I  think,  as  I  said  before,  you've  had  a  lesson  to-night  that 
will  last  you  all  yotu-  life.    I'm  going  to  give  you  another 
chance — with  Maddon.    Here  are  the  stones."    He  reached 
into  his  pocket  and  laid  the  case  on  the  table. 

But  now  Burton  made  no  effort  to  take  the  case — his  eyes, 
in  that  puzzled  way  again,  were  on  Jimmie  Dale. 

"  A  better  way  ? "  he  repeated  tensely.  "  What  do  you 
mean?   What  way?" 

•*  Well,  say  at  the  expense  of  another  man's  reputation — 
of  mine,"  suggested  Jimmie  Dale,  with  his  whimsical  smile. 
■•  You  need  only  say  that  a  man  came  to  you  this  evening, 
told  you  that  he  stole  these  rubies  from  Mr.  Maddon  during 
the  afternoon,  and  asked  you,  as  Mr.  Maddon's  private 
secretary,  to  restore  them  with  his  compliments  to  their 
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A  slow  flush  of  disappointment,  deepening  to  one  of  uigfx 
dyed  Burton's  cheeks. 

"  Are  you  trjinjj  to  make  a  fool  of  me?"  he  cried  out 
"Go  to  Maddon  with  a  childish  tale  like  that!  There's  nc 
man  livinjj  would  lH.*licve  such  a  cock-and-bull  story !  " 

**  Xo?  "  inrjuircd  Jimmic  Hale  softly.  "  And  yet  I  am  in- 
clined to  think  there  arc  a  ^ood  many — that  even  Mad<i<ti 
would,  hard-headed  as  he  is.  You  mi|;ht  say  that  when  the 
man  handed  you  the  case  you  thought  it  was  some  practical 
joke  beinjj  foisted  on  you,  until  you  ojMfned  the  case  " — Jin>- 
mie  Dale  pushed  it  a  little  farther  across  the  table,  and  Bur- 
ton, mechanically,  his  eyes  still  on  Jimme  Dale,  loosened  the 
catch  with  his  thumb  nail — **  until  you  opened  the  case,  saw 
the  ruhie*;.  and " 

"  The  ( Iray  Seal !  "  Burton  had  snatched  the  case  toward 
him,  and  was  straining  his  eyes  at  the  inside  cover.  "  Yoo— 
the  Gray  Seal !  " 

m 

•*\Vell?"  said  Jimmie  Dale  whimsically. 

Motionless,  the  case  held  oi>en  in  his  hands.  Burton  stood 
there. 

"  The  Gray  Seal !  "  he  whispered.  Then,  with  a  catch  » 
his  voice :  "  You  mean  this  ?  You  mean  to  let  me  have  these 
Kick — v(»u  mean — vou  mean  all  you've  said?  For  God*» 
sake,  don't  play  with  me — the  Ciray  Seal,  the  most  notori- 
ous criminal  in  the  country,  to  give  back  a  fortune  like  thi»- 
You — vou " 


"  Hoi:  with  a  l)ad  name,"  said  Jimmie  Dale,  with  a 
smile;  then,  a  little  gruffly:    **  Put  it  in  your  |KX'kct!'* 

Slowly,  almoNi   as  though   he  ex|)ected   the  case  to  be 
snatched  It.uk  from  him  the  next  instant.  Burton  obrved. 

•'  I  duTi'i  iindiTNtaiid — I  cant  understand!  *'  he  mumiurvii 
"  Tln-v   >;iv  that   vnii — ninl  vet   I   In'Heve  vou  now — voo'it 

*  ■  ■  ■  «  ^ 

sa\«d  nie  fruTii  a  riiiiud  life  to-nii^ht.    The  Grav  Seal!    If— 

if  everv  oiu-  kin'w  what  vou  had  dtMie,  ihev *" 

•*  But  every  **uv  won't."  Jimmie  Dale  broke  in  blnnth 
"Who  i^  to  tell  them?     You?     You  couldn't  very  wdl 
when   you  come  to  think   of   it — could  you?     WeD.  «4o 
knows,  (K-rhaps  there  have  been  others  like  you!" 
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**  You  mean,"  said  Burton  excitedly,  "  you  mean  that  all 
these  crimes  of  yours  that  have  seemed  without  motive,  that 
have  been  so  inexplicable,  have  really  been  like  to-night 

to " 

"  I  don't  mean  anything  at  all,"  interposed  Jimmie  Dale 
a  little  hurriedly.  "  Nothing,  Burton — except  that  there  is 
still  one  little  thing  more  to  do  to  bolster  up  that  *  childish ' 
story  of  mine — and  then  get  out  of  here."  He  glanced 
sharply,  critically  around  the  room,  his  eyes  resting  for  a 
moment  at  the  last  on  the  form  on  the  floor.  Then  tersely : 
••  I  am  going  to  turn  out  the  light — we  will  have  to  pass  the 
window  to  get  to  the  door,  and  we  will  invite  no  chances. 
Arc  you  ready  ?  " 

*•  No ;  not  yet,"  said  Burton  eagerly.  "  I  haven't  said  what 
rd  like  to  say  to  you,  what  I " 

•*  Walk  straight  to  the  door,"  said  Jimmie  Dale  curtly. 
There  was  the  click  of  an  electric-light  switch,  and  the  room 
was  in  darkness.    "  Now,  no  noise !  "  he  instructed. 

And  Burton,  perforce,  made  his  way  across  the  room — 
and  at  the  door  Jimmie  Dale  joined  him  and  led  him  down 
the  short  flight  of  stairs.  At  the  bottom,  he  opened  the  door 
leading  into  the  rear  of  the  pawnshop  itself,  and,  bidding 
Burton  follow,  entered. 

•*  We  can't  risk  even  a  match ;  it  could  be  seen  from  the 
street,"  he  said  hnisqudy,  as  he  fumbled  around  for  a  mo- 
ment in  the  darkness.  "Ah — here  it  is!"  He  lifted  a 
telephone  receiver  from  its  hook,  and  gave  a  number. 

Burton  caught  him  quickly  by  the  arm. 

"Good  Lord,  man,  what  are  you  doing?"  he  protested 
anxiously.    "  That's  Mr.  Maddon's  house !  " 

"  So  I  believe,"  said  Jimmie  Dale  complacently.  "  Hello ! 
Is  Mr.  Maddon  there?  ...  I  beg  pardon?  .  .  .  Per- 
sonally, yes,  if  you  please." 

There  was  a  moment's  wait.  Burton's  hand  was  still 
nervously  clutching  at  Jimmie  Dale's  sleeve.    Then : 

••  Mr.  Maddon?"  asked  Jimmie  Dale  pleasantly.  "Yes? 
.  .  .  I  am  very  sorry  to  trouble  you,  but  I  called  you  up 
to  tncpiire  if  you  were  aware  that  your  rubies,  and  among 
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them  your  Aracon,  had  been  stolen  ?  .  .  .  I  beg  pardon? 
,  .  .  Rubies — ^yes.  .  .  .  You  weren't.  .  .  .  Oh,  no, 
I  am  quite  in  my  right  mind ;  if  you  will  take  the  troubk  to 
open  your  safe  you  will  finfl  tiicy  arc  gone — shall  I  hold  the 
line  while  you  investigate?  .  .  .  What?  .  .  .  Don't 
shout,  please — and  st;ind  a  little  farther  away  from  the 
mouthpiece."  Jinimic  Dale's  tone  was  one  of  insolent  com- 
posure now.  **  There  is  really  no  use  in  getting  excited. 
...  I  beg  pardon  ?  .  .  .  Certainly,  this  is  the  Gray  Seal 
speaking.  .  .  .  What  ?  "  Jimmie  Dale's  voice  grew  phin- 
tive.  ■•  I  really  can't  make  out  a  word  when  you  yell  like 
that.  .  .  .  Yes.  ...  I  had  occasion  to  use  them  th:s 
afternoon,  and  I  took  the  lilnrrty  of  lx)rrowing  them  tempo- 
rarily— are  yon  still  there,  Mr.  Maddon?  ,  .  .  Oh,  quite 
so!  Yes,  1  hear  vou  punc.  .  .  .  No.  that  is  all.  onlv  I  am 
returning  them  through  your  private  i^ecretarj-,  a  very  esu- 
niable  young  man.  though  I  fear  somewhat  excitable  and 
shakv,  who  is  on  his  wav  to  vou  with  them  now.  .  .  . 
li'hat*s  that  you  siiy?  You  repeat  that,"  snapped  Jimmie 
Dale  suddenlv,  icilv,  "and  Til  take  them  from  under  vour 
no<e  again  l)efore  morning!  .  .  ,  Ah!  That  is  better! 
Goml-night — Mr.  Maddon." 

Jimmie  Dale  hung  up  the  receiver  and  shoved  Bunoa 
toward  the  door. 

"  Now  then.  Hnrton.  we'll  get  out  of  here — and  the  sooner 
vou  reach  I'ifth  Avenue  and  Mr.  Maddon's  house  the  better. 

■ 

No ;  not  that  way !  "  They  had  reached  the  hall,  and  Bur- 
ton had  ttirned  tcjward  the  side  door  that  opened  on  the 
alleyway.  **  Whoever  they  were  who  .Mrttled  their  hst  20 
count  with  I>aac  may  still  \ye  watching.  They've  noihim 
attain  St  anv  one  el<e.  hut  thev  know  some  one  was  in  heie 
at  the  time.  and.  if  thr  police  are  clever  enough  ever  to  pi 
on  their  tr:i':k.  thev  nii^ht  find  it  verv  convenient  to  be  abklO 
say  U'hii  wiis  in  the  ro«»ni  when  I.'^.nac  was  murdered — there's 
nothing  to  *«ho\v.  >'uu\*  Naar  so  ohlit;ingly  opened  the  wi^ 
dow  for  them,  tliat  the  sli(»t  was  fired  through  the  windov 
and  not  from  the  in  si « it*  of  the  room.  And  e\*en  if  ibef 
liavc    already    taken    to   their   heels  ** — Jimmie    Dale   M 
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leading  Barton  up  the  stairs  again  as  he  talked — **  it  might 
prove  exceedingly  inconvenient  for  us  if  some  passer-by 
iluyuld  happen  to  recollect  that  he  saw  two  men  of  our  gen- 
eral appearance  leaving  the  premises.  Now  keep  close — and 
follow  me." 

They  passed  the  door  of  Isaac's  den,  turned  down  a  nar- 
row corridor  that  led  to  the  rear  of  the  house — ^Jimmie 
Dale  guiding  unerringly,  working  from  the  mental  map  of 
the  house  that  the  Tocsin  had  drawn  for  him — descended  an- 
other short  flight  of  stairs  that  gave  on  the  kitchen,  crossed 
the  kitchen,  and  Jimmie  Dale  opened  a  back  door.  He 
paused  here  for  a  moment  to  listen ;  then,  cautioning  Burton 
to  be  silent,  moved  on  again  across  a  small  back  yard  and 
dirough  a  gate  into  a  lane  that  ran  at  right  angles  to  the 
alleyway  by  which  both  had  entered  the  house — and,  a  min- 
ute later,  they  were  crouched  against  a  building,  a  half 
block  away,  where  the  lane  intersected  the  cross  street. 

Here  Jimmie  Dale  peered  out  cautiously.  There  was  no 
one  in  sight.  He  touched  Burton's  shoulder,  and  pointed 
down  the  street 

••  That's  your  way,  Burton — ^mine's  the  other.  Hurry 
while  you've  got  the  chance.    Good-night." 

Burton's  hand  reached  out,  caught  Jimmie  Dale's,  and 

-  God  bless  you !  ••  he  said  huskily.    "  I " 

And  Jimmie  Dale  pushed  him  out  on  to  the  street. 

Burton's  steps  receded  down  the  sidewalk.  Jimmie  Dale 
Btill  crouched  against  the  wall  The  steps  grew  fainter  in 
the  distance  and  died  finally  away.  Jimmie  Dale  straight- 
ened up,  slipped  the  mask  from  his  face  to  his  pocket,. 
fetepped  out  on  the  street — and  five  minutes  later  was  pass- 
ing through  the  noisy  bedlam  of  the  Hungarian  restau- 
rant on  his  way  to  the  front  door  and  his  car. 

''  Sonnet  U  Tocsin,"  Jimmie  Dale  was  saying  softly  to 
himself.  "*  I  wonder  what  shell  do  when  she  finds  I've  got 
lliering?'' 
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'T*  HE  Tocsin !  By  neither  act.  sign,  nor  word  had  the 
evidenced  the  slightest  interest  in  that  ring — and  jct 
she  must  knuw,  she  certainly  must  know  that  it  was  now  ii 
his  possession.  Jinmiie  Dale  was  disappointed.  Somehow, 
he  had  counted  more  than  he  had  cared  to  admit  on  devck)|H 
ments  from  that  rin^. 

He  pulled  a  little  viciously  at  his  cigarette,  as  he  stared 
out  of  the  St.  James  Club  window.  Tliat  was  how  long  afO? 
Ten  days  ?  Yes ;  this  would  be  the  eleventh.  Eleven  dajn 
now  and  no  word  from  her — eleven  days  since  that  night  at 
old  Isaac*.>,  since  she  had  last  called  him,  the  Gray  Seal  to 
arms.  It  wa^  a  lonjj  while — so  lonjj  a  while  even  that  whU 
had  comi*  to  Ik*  hi<  prerojjative  in  the  newspapers,  the  from 
pajje  Willi  thrre-inrh  type  recoimting  some  new  exploit  of 
that  mysterious  criminal  the  Gray  Seal,  was  being  ustnpcd 
The  papers  were  howlim;  now  al>oiit  what  they,  for  the  hck 
of  a  iK-tter  term,  were  pleased  to  call  a  wave  of  crime  thrt 
had  inimdated  New  York,  and  of  which,  for  once,  the  Gfif 
S«/al  was  not  the  storm  centre,  but  rather,  for  the  taatOBtL 
forgotten. 

\\v  dnw  hack  from  the  window,  and,  settling  hamdf 
a'j.iin  in  the  hi^  leather  lounjjinjj  chair,  resumed  the 
II f  the-  fVfiiiiiL:  pajiiT.  His  eye  fell  on  what  was 
evi.  rv  i-'liM'iM  nf»w.  a  crime  editorial — and  the  paper  cracfcM 
Ni:(l<K  nly  under  the  lon^.  slim,  ta|)ering  fingers,  so  cii^ 
tnlly  nurtiind.  whose  sensitive  tips  a  hundred  times  hW 
made  nuKkiry  of  the  human  inf^enuity  squandered  00  tk 
intricate  nuvliani>m  of  safes  and  vaults.  No;  be  on 
wroni,'     tlie  (iray  Seal  had  not  been  forgotten. 

"We  >liuuld  n«»t  Ik.'  surprised,"  wrote  the  editor  nf» 
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Icntly,  "  to  discover  at  the  bottom  of  these  abominable  at- 
trocities  that  the  guiding  spirit,  in  fact,  was  the  Gray  Seal — 
they  are  quite  worthy  even  of  his  diabolical  disregard  for  the 
laws  of  God  and  man/' 

Jimmie  Dale's  lips  straightened  ominously,  and  an  angry 
glint  crept  into  his  dark,  steady  eyes.  There  was  nothing 
then,  nothing  too  vile  that,  in  the  public's  eyes,  could  not 
logically  be  associated  with  the  Gray  Seal — even  this!  A 
series  of  the  most  cold-blooded,  callous  murders  and  rob- 
beries, the  work,  on  the  face  of  it,  of  a  well-organized  band 
of  thugs,  brutal,  insensate,  little  better  than  fiends,  though 
clever  enough  so  far  to  have  evaded  capture,  clever  enough, 
indeed,  to  have  kept  the  police  still  staggering  and  gasping 
after  a  clew  for  one  murder — while  another  was  in  the  very 
act  of  being  committed !  The  Gray  Seal !  What  exquisite 
irony!  And  yet,  after  all,  the  papers  were  not  wholly  to 
blame  for  what  they  said ;  he  had  invited  much  of  it.  Seem- 
ing crimes  of  the  Gray  Seal  had  apparently  been  genuine 
beyond  any  question  of  doubt,  as  he  had  intended  them  to 
appear,  as  in  the  very  essence  of  their  purpose  they  had  to 
be. 

•*  Yes ;  he  had  invited  much — he  and  she  together — the 
Tocsin  and  himself.  He,  Jimmie  Dale,  millionaire,  club- 
man, whose  name  for  generations  in  New  York  had  been 
the  family  pride,  was  "  wanted  "  as  the  Gray  Seal  for  so 
many  ** crimes"  that  he  had  lost  track  of  them  himself — 
but  from  any  one  of  which,  let  the  identity  of  the  Gray  Seal 
be  once  solved,  there  was  and  could  be  no  escape!  What 
exquisite  irony — ^yet  full,  too,  of  the  most  deadly  con- 
sequences! 

Once  more  Jimmie  Dale's  eyes  sought  the  paper,  and  this 
scanned  the  headlines  of  the  first  page : 

BRUTAL  MURDER  OF  MILL  PAYMASTER. 

The  Crime  Wave  Still  At  Its  Height. 

Herman  Roessle  Found  Dead  Near  His  Car. 

Assassins  Escape  With  $20,000. 
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Jinimie  Dale  read  on — and  as  he  nrad  there  came  agam 
that  angry  set  to  his  lips.  The  details  were  not  pleasant 
Herman  Roessle,  the  paymaster  of  the  Martindale-Kensing- 
ton  Mills,  whose  plant  was  on  the  Hudson,  had  gone  that 
morning  in  his  runabout  to  the  nearest  town,  three  miks 
away,  for  the  monthly  pay  roll;  had  secured  the  monq 
from  the  bank,  a  sum  of  twenty-odd  thousand  dollars;  and 
had  started  back  with  it  for  the  mill.  At  first,  it  ht'ag 
broad  daylight  and  a  well- frequented  road,  his  nonappear- 
ance caused  no  apprehension ;  but  as  early  afternoon  camt 
anci  there  was  still  no  sign  of  Rocssle  the  mill  managcnxn! 
took  alarm.  Discovering  that  he  had  left  the  bank  for  the 
return  journey  at  a  few  minutes  before  eleven,  and  that  noth- 
ing had  been  seen  of  him  at  his  home,  the  police  were  noti- 
fied. Followed  then  several  hours  of  fruitless  search,  un- 
til finally,  with  the  whole  countryside  aroused  and  the  efforu 
of  the  police  augumcnted  by  private  search  parties,  the  car 
was  found  in  a  thicket  at  the  edge  of  a  crossroad  some  four 
miles  back  from  the  river,  and,  a  little  way  from  the  car. 
the  IkkIv  of  Roessle,  dead,  the  man's  head  crushed  in  whett 
it  had  i)een  fiendishly  battered  by  some  blunt,  heavy  objca 
There  was  no  clew — no  one  could  be  found  who  had  sees 
the  car  on  the  crossroad — the  murderer,  or  murderers,  and 
the  twciity-cKld  thousand  dollars  in  cash  had  disappeared 
leavini;  no  trace  behind. 

There  were  several  columns  of  this,  which  Jimmie  DJr 
skinimi'<l  throti<;)i  cpiickly ;  l>ut  at  the  end  he  stared  for  a 
Ion;:  time  at  the  last  j)aragraph.  Somehow,  strange,  to  r^ 
latf.  the  pai)cr  had  neglected  to  turn  its  **  sob  "  artist  kioK. 
arul  \hc  few  words,  added  almost  as  though  they  were  ai 
aften)ion«.:lit.  for  once  rang  true  and  fall  of  pathos  in  thnr 
very  -iiniilicitv — at  the  Rt>essle  home,  where  Mrs.  RocssJr 
was  |»rostrated.  two  little  tots  of  five  and  seven,  too  jotff 
to  r.i^lrrst.'ind,  had  gravely  received  the  rejxjrtcr  and  uH 
him  that  some  had  man  had  hurt  their  daddy. 

"Mr.  Dale,  sir!" 

Jimmie  Dale  lowrrerl  his  paper.  A  club  attendant  M 
stanrlinj  fi'fnre  b.im.  respectfully  extending  a  silver  orf 
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tray.  From  the  man,  Jiminic  Dale's  eyes  fixed  on  a  white 
envelope  on  the  tray.  One  glance  was  enough — it  was  hers, 
that  letter.  The  Tocsin  again !  His  brain  seemed  suddenly 
to  be  afire,  and  he  could  feel  his  pulse  quicken,  the  blood 
begin  to  pound  in  fierce  throbs  at  his  heart.  Life  and  death 
lay  in  that  white,  innocent-looking,  unaddressed  envelope, 
datnger,  peril — it  was  always  life  and  death,  for  those  were 
the  stakes  for  which  the  Tocsin  played.  But,  master  of 
many  things,  Jimmie  Dale  was  most  of  all  master  of  himself. 
Not  a  muscle  of  his  face  moved.  He  reached  nonchalantly 
for  the  letter. 

"  Thank  you,"  said  Jimmie  Dale. 

The  man  bowed  and  started  away.  Jimmie  Dale  laid  the 
envelope  on  the  arm  of  the  lounging  chair.  The  man  had 
reached  the  door  when  Jimmie  Dale  stopped  him. 

"  Oh,  by  the  way,"  said  Jimmie  Dale  languidly,  **  where 
did  this  come  from  ?  ** 

••  Your  chauflFeur,  sir,"  replied  the  other.  "  Your  chauffeur 
gave  it  to  the  hall  porter  a  moment  ago,  sir." 

^  Thank  you,"  said  Jimmie  Dale  again* 

The  door  closed. 

Jimmie  Dale  glanced  arotmd  the  room.  It  was  the  cau- 
tion of  habit,  that  glance ;  the  habit  of  years  in  which  his  life 
had  hung  on  little  things.  He  was  alone  in  one  of  the  club's 
private  library  rooms.  He  picked  up  the  envelope,  tore  it 
open,  took  out  the  folded  sheets  inside,  and  began  to  read. 
At  the  first  words  he  leaned  forward,  suddenly  tense  in  hif 
chair.  He  read  on.  turning  the  pages  hurriedly,  incredu- 
lity, amazement,  and,  finally,  a  strange  menace  mirroring  it- 
self in  turn  upon  his  face. 

He  stood  up— the  letter  in  his  hand. 

•*  My  God ! "  whispered  Jimmie  Dale. 

It  was  a  can  to  arms  such  as  the  Gray  Seal  had  never 
received  before — such  as  the  Toc«tn  had  nev^  made  bf  f-^/r*. 

And  if  it  were  true  it True!    He  laughed  aVyyJ  a  l't«V 

jfratingly.  True!  Had  the  Tocsin.  a**owy!tnj^,  ♦;f;V!t*'v- 
able,  mystifjring  as  were  the  mean*  bv  whv*  «he  aA/^ntr*-/! 
her  knowledge  ool  ooljr  ci  ftoK  bat  of  ooumkti  od»r  tl* 
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fairs,  ever  by  so  much  as  the  smallest  detail  been  astray!  If 
it  were  true ! 

He  pulled  out  his  watch.  It  was  half-past  nine.  Benson. 
his  cliaufTeur,  had  sent  the  letter  into  the  club.  Benson  had 
been  waiting  outside  there  ever  since  dinner.  Jimmie  Dale. 
for  the  first  time  since  the  first  communication  that  he  had 
ever  received  from  the  Tocsin,  did  not  immediately  dcstror 
her  letter  now.  lie  slip[>ed  it  into  his  pocket — and  stqiped 
quickly  from  the  room. 

In  the  cloakroom  downstairs  he  secured  his  hat  and  over- 
coat, and.  though  it  was  a  warm  evening,  put  on  the  bner 
since  he  was  in  evening  clothes,  then  walked  leisurely  oat  oi 
the  club. 

At  the  curb.  Renson,  the  chauffeur,  sprang  from  his  seat 
and.  touching  his  cap,  opened  the  door  of  a  luxurious  lim- 
ousine. 

Jimmie  Dale  shook  his  head. 

"  I  shall  not  keep  you  waiting  any  longer,  Benson,"  he 
said.  "  You  may  take  the  car  home,  and  put  it  up.  I  shal 
orolKibly  Ik*  late  to-night." 

"  Very  good,  sir,"  replied  the  chauffeur. 

*'  You  sent  in  a  letter  a  moment  or  so  ago,  Benson?**  ok* 
serve*  1  Jimmie  Dale  casually,  opening  his  cigarette  case. 

"  Yes,  sir,"  said  Benson.  "  I  hope  I  didn't  do  wrong,  sir. 
He  said  it  was  important,  and  that  you  were  to  have  kttt 
oiue." 

•*  lie?"    Jinmiie  Dale  was  lighting  his  cigarette  now. 

"  .\  boy.  sir,"  Renson  amplified.  "  I  couldn't  get  anythioi 
out  of  him.  lie  just  said  he*d  been  told  to  give  it  tome. 
and  tell  nie  to  see  that  you  got  it  at  once.  I  hope,  sir,  1 
nvt'Ti  t 

••  Nr»t  at  all.  Benson."  said  Jimmie  Dale  pleasantly.  "W 
quite  all  riglit.    Goo^l -night.  Renson." 

'*  Good-night,  sir,"  Renson  answered,  climbing  bade  tokil 
seat. 

Tfiere  was  a  queer  little  smile  on  Jimmie  Dale's  lips,  as  ki 
watchcti  the  great  car  swing  around  in  the  street  and  |llr 
noiselessly  away— a  queer  little  smile  that  still  held 
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even  after  he  himself  had  started  briskly  along  the  avenue 
in  a  downtown  direction.  It  was  invariably  the  same,  al- 
ways the  same — ^the  letters  came  unexpectedly,  when  least 
looked  for,  now  by  this  means,  now  by  that,  but  always  in  a 
manner  that  precluded  the  slightest  possibility  of  tracing 
them  to  their  source.  Was  there  anything,  in  his  intimate 
surroundings,  in  his  intimate  life,  that  she  did  not  know 
about  him — who  knew  absolutely  nothing  about  her !  Benson, 
for  instance — that  the  man  was  absolutely  trustworthy — 
or  else  she  would  never  for  an  instant  have  risked  the  letter 
in  his  possession.  Was  there  anything  that  she  did  not — 
yes,  one  thing — she  did  not  know  him  in  the  role  he  was 
going  to  play  to-night.  That  at  least  was  one  thing  that 
surely  she  did  not  know  about  him ;  the  role  in  which,  many 
times,  for  weeks  on  end,  he  had  devoted  himself  body  and 
soul  in  an  attempt  to  solve  the  mystery  with  which  she  sur- 
rounded herself ;  the  role,  too,  that  often  enough  had  been 
a  bulwark  of  safety  to  him  when  hard  pressed  by  the  police ; 
the  role  out  of  which  he  had  so  carefully,  so  painstakingly 
created  a  now  recognised  and  well-known  character  of  the 
underworld — ^the  role  of  Larry  the  Bat. 

Jimmie  Dale  turned  from  Fifth  Avenue  into  Broadway, 
continued  on  down  Broadway,  across  to  the  Bowery,  kept 
along  the  Bowery  for  several  more  blocks — and  finally 
headed  east  into  the  dimly  lighted  cross  street  on  which  the 
Sanctuary  was  located. 

And  now  Jimmie  Dale  became  cautious  in  his  movements. 
As  he  approached  the  black  alleyway  that  flanked  the  miser- 
able tenement,  he  glanced  sharply  behind  and  about  him; 
and«  at  the  alleyway  itself,  without  pause,  but  with  a  curious 
lightning-like  side  step,  no  longer  Jimmie  Dale  now,  but 
die  Gray  Seal,  he  disappeared  from  the  street,  and  was  lost 
in  the  deep  shadows  of  the  building. 

In  a  moment  he  was  at  the  side  door,  listening  for  any 
sound  from  within — none  had  ever  seen  or  met  the  lodger  on 
the  first  floor  either  ascending  or  descending,  except  in  the 
familiar  character  of  I^rry  the  Bat.  He  opened  the  door, 
it  bdiind  him,  and  in  the  utter  blackness  went  noise- 
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Jinimie  Dale  read  on — and  as  he  read  there  came  again 
that  angry  set  to  his  lips.  The  details  were  not  pleasant 
Herman  Koessle,  the  paymaster  of  the  Martindale-Kensing- 
ton  Mills,  whose  plant  was  on  the  Hudson,  had  gone  that 
morning  in  his  runabout  to  the  nearest  town,  three  miles 
away,  for  the  monthly  pay  roll;  had  secured  the  money 
from  the  bank,  a  sum  of  twenty-odd  thousand  dollars:  and 
had  started  back  with  it  for  the  mill.  At  first,  it  btinf 
broad  daylight  and  a  well- frequented  road,  his  nonappear- 
ance caused  nu  apprehension;  but  as  early  afternoon  came 
and  there  was  still  no  sign  of  Rocssle  the  mill  managcmcni 
took  alarm.  Discovering  that  he  had  left  the  bank  for  the 
return  journey  at  a  few  minutes  before  eleven,  and  that  noth- 
ing had  been  seen  of  him  at  his  home,  the  police  were  noti- 
fied. Followed  then  several  hours  of  fruitless  search,  un- 
til finally,  with  the  whole  countryside  aroused  and  the  efforts 
of  the  ])olice  augumented  by  private  search  parties,  the  car 
was  found  in  a  thicket  at  the  edge  of  a  crossroad  some  foor 
miles  back  from  the  river,  and,  a  little  way  from  the  car. 
the  bodv  of  KcK'ssle,  dead,  the  man's  head  crushed  in  whcfY 
it  had  iK'en  fiend i sidy  Yxittcred  by  some  blunt,  heavy  object 
There  was  no  clew — no  one  could  be  found  who  had  sccp 
the  car  o!i  the  crossroad — the  murderer,  or  murderers,  and 
the  twenty-odd  thousand  dollars  in  cash  had  disappcarei 
leavini:  no  trace  bi'hind. 

There  were  several  columns  of  this,  which  Jimmie  Ikk 
skimmed  ttiroui^h  quickly ;  but  at  the  end  he  stared  for  i 
lofi;;  time  at  the  last  paragraph.  Somehow,  strange,  to  re- 
late, the  i>rt|kcr  had  neglected  to  turn  its  "  sob"  artist  kxac 
and  \hr  few  words,  added  almost  as  though  they  were  tf 
aften)inii'j)^t.  for  once  rang  true  and  foil  of  pathos  in  ihnr 
very  vimplii  jty — at  the  Ktiesslc  home,  where  Mrs,  Roe»«it 
was  prostrated,  two  little  tcits  of  five  and  seven,  too  Tooqf 
to  liTiderst.ind.  had  irravely  received  the  reporter  and  uM 
him  that  some  barl  man  had  hurt  their  daddy. 

••Mr.  Dale,  sir!" 

Jimmie  Dale  lowered  his  })a[>er.  A  club  attendant  W 
standing'  l>'  f«>re  him.  respectfully  extending  a  sil\-er  ctfl 
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tray.  From  the  man,  Jimmie  Dale's  eyes  fixed  on  a  white 
envelope  on  the  tray.  One  glance  was  enough — it  was  hers, 
that  letter.  The  Tocsin  again !  His  brain  seemed  suddenly 
to  be  afire,  and  he  could  feel  his  pulse  quicken,  the  blood 
b^n  to  potmd  in  fierce  throbs  at  his  heart.  Life  and  death 
lay  in  that  white,  innocent-looking,  unaddressed  envelope, 
danger,  peril — ^it  was  always  life  and  death,  for  those  were 
the  stakes  for  which  the  Tocsin  played.  But,  master  of 
many  things,  Jimmie  Dale  was  most  of  all  master  of  himself. 
Not  a  muscle  of  his  face  moved.  He  reached  nonchalantly 
for  the  letter. 

•*  Thank  you,"  said  Jimmie  Dale. 

The  man  bowed  and  started  away.  Jimmie  Dale  laid  the 
envelope  on  the  arm  of  the  lounging  chair.  The  man  had 
reached  the  door  when  Jimmie  Dale  stopped  him. 

"  Oh,  by  the  way,"  said  Jimmie  Dale  languidly,  "  where 
did  this  come  from  ?  " 

••  Your  chauflFeur,  sir,"  replied  the  other.  "  Your  chauffeur 
gave  it  to  the  hall  porter  a  moment  ago,  sir." 

*  Thank  you,"  said  Jimmie  Dale  again. 

The  door  closed. 

Jimmie  Dale  glanced  around  the  room.  It  was  the  cau- 
tion of  habit,  that  glance ;  the  habit  of  years  in  which  his  life 
had  hung  on  little  things.  He  was  alone  in  one  of  the  club's 
private  library  rooms.  He  picked  up  the  envelope,  tore  it 
open,  took  out  the  folded  sheets  inside,  and  began  to  read. 
At  the  first  words  he  leaned  forward,  suddenly  tense  in  his 
chair.  He  read  on,  turning  the  pages  hurriedly,  incredu- 
lity, amazement,  and,  finally,  a  strange  menace  mirroring  it- 
self in  turn  upon  his  face. 

He  stood  up— the  letter  in  his  hand. 

"  My  God ! "  whispered  Jimmie  Dale. 

It  was  a  call  to  arms  such  as  the  Gray  Seal  had  never 
received  before — such  as  the  Tocsin  had  never  made  before. 

And  if  it  were  true  it True!    He  laughed  aloud  a  little 

j^jatingly.  True!  Had  the  Tocsin,  astounding,  unbeliev- 
able, m)rstif3ring  as  were  the  means  by  which  she  acquired 
her  koowkdet  not  only  of  this,  but  of  oountless  otber  af« 
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fairs,  ever  by  so  much  as  the  smallest  detail  been  astray !   If 
it  were  true ! 

He  pulled  out  his  watch.  It  was  half-past  nine.  Benson, 
his  cfiauileur,  had  sent  the  letter  into  the  club.  Benson  had 
been  waiting^  outside  there  ever  since  dinner.  Jimmie  Dak. 
for  the  first  time  since  the  first  communication  that  he  ha^ 
ever  received  from  the  Tocsin,  did  not  immediately  destror 
her  letter  now.  lie  slipped  it  into  his  pocket — and  stqtpeii 
quickly  from  the  room. 

In  the  cloakroom  downstairs  he  secured  his  hat  and  o^-er- 
coat,  and,  though  it  was  a  warm  evening;,  put  on  the  laner 
since  he  was  in  evening  clothes,  then  walked  leisurely  oui  of 
the  club. 

At  tlie  curb,  Benson,  the  chauffeur,  sprang  from  his  seiL 
and,  touching  his  cap,  o[)ened  the  door  of  a  luxuricNis  lim- 
ousine. 

Timmie  Dale  shook  his  head. 

"  I  shall  not  keep  you  waiting  any  lonf^er,  Benson,"  be 
sairl.  "  You  may  take  the  car  home,  and  put  it  up.  I  slal 
orobably  he  late  to-night." 

"  Wry  good,  sir."  replied  the  chauffeur. 

"  You  sent  in  a  letter  a  moment  or  so  ago,  Benson?"*  ob- 
served Jimmie  Dale  casually,  ofK^ning  his  cigarette  case. 

**  Yes.  sir,"  said  Reiison.  "  I  hope  I  didn't  do  wrong,  stf 
IK'  said  it  was  im]X)rtant,  and  tliat  you  were  to  have  il  tf 


(HUT." 


"  He?"    Jimmie  Dale  was  lighting  his  cigarette  now. 

••  .\  hoy,  sir."  Benson  amplified.  "  I  couldn*t  get  anythaf 
out  (»f  him.  He  ju<t  said  he'd  l)een  told  to  give  it  to  bk. 
ami  tell  mv  to  see  that  you  got  it  at  once.     I  hope,  sir.  I 

ll.'IVt'Tl  t 

'*  Nr»t  at  all.  Benson."  said  Timmie  Dale  pleasantly.  "W 
quite  all  riirht.     rino<l -night,  Benson." 

"  Goofl-niglit.  sir."  Benson  answered,  climbing  hack  10 !■ 
seat. 

There  was  a  queer  little  smile  on  Jimmie  Dale's  lipSgai It 
w?.tr]icd  the  ^Trat  rar  swinj»  around  in  the  street  and  |Hl 
noiselessly  away^a  queer  little  smile  that  still  held 
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even  after  he  himself  had  started  briskly  along  the  avenue 
in  a  downtown  direction.  It  was  invariably  the  same,  al- 
ways the  same — the  letters  came  unexpectedly,  when  least 
looked  for,  now  by  this  means,  now  by  that,  but  always  in  a 
manner  that  precluded  the  slightest  possibility  of  tracing 
them  to  their  source.  Was  there  anything,  in  his  intimate 
surroundings,  in  his  intimate  life,  that  she  did  not  know 
about  him — who  knew  absolutely  nothing  about  her !  Benson, 
for  instance — that  the  man  was  absolutely  trustworthy — 
or  else  she  would  never  for  an  instant  have  risked  the  letter 
in  his  possession.  Was  there  anything  that  she  did  not — 
yes,  one  thing — she  did  not  know  him  in  the  role  he  was 
going  to  play  to-night.  That  at  least  was  one  thing  that 
surely  she  did  not  know  about  him ;  the  role  in  which,  many 
times,  for  weeks  on  end,  he  had  devoted  himself  body  and 
soul  in  an  attempt  to  solve  the  mystery  with  which  she  sur- 
rounded herself ;  the  role,  too,  that  often  enough  had  been 
a  bulwark  of  safety  to  him  when  hard  pressed  by  the  police ; 
the  role  out  of  which  he  had  so  carefully,  so  painstakingly 
created  a  now  recognised  and  well-known  character  of  the 
underworld — ^the  role  of  Larry  the  Bat. 

Jimmie  Dale  turned  from  Fifth  Avenue  into  Broadway, 
continued  on  down  Broadway,  across  to  the  Bowery,  kept 
akmg  the  Bowery  for  several  more  blocks — and  finally 
headed  east  into  the  dimly  lighted  cross  street  on  which  the 
Sanctuary  was  located. 

And  now  Jimmie  Dale  became  cautious  in  his  movements. 
As  he  approached  the  black  alleyway  that  flanked  the  miser- 
able tenement,  he  glanced  sharply  behind  and  about  him; 
and,  at  the  alleyway  itself,  without  pause,  but  with  a  curious 
It|^htning-like  side  step,  no  longer  Jimmie  Dale  now,  but 
the  Gray  Seal,  he  disappeared  from  the  street,  and  was  lost 
in  the  deep  shadows  of  the  building. 

In  a  moment  he  was  at  the  side  door,  listening  for  any 
sotmd  from  within — none  had  ever  seen  or  met  the  lodger  on 
Ae  first  floor  either  ascending  or  descending,  except  in  the 
familiar  character  of  Larry  the  Bat.  He  opened  the  door, 
it  behind  him,  and  in  the  utter  blackness  went  noise- 
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lessly  up  the  stairs — stairs  so  rickety  that  it  seemed  a  mouse's 
tread  alone  would  have  set  them  creaking.  There  seemed 
an  art  in  the  play  of  Jimmie  Dale's  every  muscle;  in  the 
movements,  lithe,  l)alanccd,  quick,  absolutely  silent.  C)n  the 
First  landing  he  stopped  before  another  door,  there  W2S  the 
faint  click  of  a  key  turning  in  the  lock ;  and  then  this  door, 
too,  closed  l)ehind  him.  Sounded  the  faint  click  of  the  key 
as  it  turned  again,  and  Jinmiie  Dale  drew  a  long  breath, 
stepped  across  the  room  to  assure  himself  that  the  window 
blind  was  down,  and  lighted  the  gas  jet. 

A  yellow,  murky  flame  spurted  up,  pitifully  weak,  almott 
as  though  it  were  ashamed  of  its  disreputable  surround- 
ings. Dirt,  disorder,  squalour,  the  evidence  of  low  livinf 
testified  elo(|ucntly  enough  to  any  one,  the  police,  for  »- 
stance,  in  times  past  inquisitive  until  they  were  fatuoiuh 
content  with  the  belief  that  they  knew  the  occupant  for 
what  he  was,  that  the  place  was  quite  in  keeping  with  in 
tenant,  a  mute  prototy[)e,  as  it  were,  of  Larry  the  Bat,  the 
(Iu()e  Hend. 

For  a  little  space.  Jimmie  Dale,  immaculate  in  his  ercn- 
ing  clothes,  stood  in  the  centre  of  the  miserable  room,  hit 
dark  eyes,  keen,  alert,  critical,  sweeping  comprehenyiith 
i>ver  every  object  about  him — the  position  of  a  chair,  of  i 
cracked  drinking  glass  on  the  broken-legged  table,  of  <■ 
ujd  coat  thrown  with  apparent  carelessness  on  the  floor  M 
(he  foot  of  the  bed.  of  a  broken  bottle  that  had  innftrff*^ 
strewn  some  sort  of  white  powder  close  to  the  threshoU 
inviting  unwary  foot  tracks  across  the  floor.  And  that 
taking  out  the  Tocsin's  letter,  he  laid  it  upon  the  lakk 
placed  what  money  he  had  in  his  pockets  beside  it.  and  bcj^ 
rapidly  to  remove  his  clothes.  The  Sanctuary  had  not  IM 
invaded  bince  his  la>i  vi^ii  there. 

He  turned  h  ick  the  oilcloth  in  the  far  comer  of  the 
took  up  the  piece  of  loose  flooring,  which,  however, 
en(iui;)i.  fitteii  so  iloscly  as  to  give  no  sign  of  its  exitfcM 
even  »«l!OuM  it  inadverieiiily,  by  some  curious  visitor 
l>e  trml  i::  n*: ;  aiiil  fniin  tli<*  ai>erture  beneath  lifted  001  i I 
bundle  of  clotb.es  and  a  small  box. 
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Undressed  now,  he  carefully  folded  the  clothes  he  had 
taken  off,  laid  them  under  the  flooring,  and  began  to  dress 
again,  his  wardrobe  supplied  by  the  bundle  he  had  taken 
out  in  exchange — an  old  pair  of  shoes,  the  laces  broken; 
mismated  socks;  patched  trousers,  frayed  at  the  bottoms; 
a  soiled  shirt,  collarless,  open  at  the  neck.  Attired  to  his 
satisfaction,  he  placed  the  box  upon  the  table,  propped  up 
a  cracked  mirror,  sat  down  in  front  of  it,  and,  with  a  deft, 
artist's  touch,  began  to  apply  stain  to  his  hands,  wrists, 
neck,  throat,  and  face — but  the  hardness,  the  grim  menace 
that  now  grew  into  the  dominant  characteristic  of  his  fea- 
tures was  not  due  to  the  stain  alone. 

"  Dear  Philanthropic  Crook  " — his  eyes  were  on  the  Toc- 
sin's letter  that  lay  before  him.  He  read  on — for  once, 
even  to  Jimmie  Dale's  keen,  facile  mind,  a  first  reading  had 
failed  to  convey  the  full  significance  of  what  she  had  writ- 
ten. It  was  too  amazing,  almost  beyond  belief — the  series 
of  crimes,  rampant  for  the  past  few  weeks,  at  which  the 
community  had  stood  aghast,  the  brutal  murder  of  Roessle 
but  a  few  hours  old,  lay  bare  before  his  eyes.  It  was  all 
there,  all  of  it,  the  details,  the  hellish  cleverness,  the  per- 
ionnel  even  of  the  thugs,  all,  everything — except  the  proof. 

•*  Get  him,  Jimmie — the  man  higher  up.  Get  him,  Jim- 
mie— before  another  pays  forfeit  with  his  life" — ^the  words 
seemed  to  leap  out  at  him  from  the  white  page  in  red,  danc- 
ing lines — "  Get  him — Jimmie — the  man  higher  up." 

Jimmie  Dale  finished  the  second  reading  of  the  letter, 
read  it  ai^in  for  the  third  time,  then  tore  it  into  tiny  frag- 
ments. His  fingers  delved  into  the  box  again,  and  the  trans- 
rormation  of  Jimmie  Dale,  member  of  New  York's  most 
exclusive  social  set,  into  a  low,  vicious- featured  denizen  of 
the  underworld  went  on — a  little  wax  applied  skilfully  be- 
bind  the  ears»  in  the  nostrils  and  under  the  upper  lip. 

It  was  all  there — all  except  the  proof.  And  the  proof — 
be  bughed  aloud  suddenly,  unpleasantly.  Hiere  seemed 
■omething  sardonic  in  it ;  ay,  more  than  that,  all  that  was 
Ipim  in  irony.  The  proof,  in  Stangeist's  own  writing,  sworn 
lo  before  witnesses  in  the  presence  of  a  notary,  the  text  of 
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the  document,  of  course,  unknown  to  both  witnesses  and 
notary,  evidence,  absohitc  and  final,  that  would  be  admitted 
in  any  court,  for  St^ingeist  was  a  lawyer,  and  would  see  to 
that,  was  in  Stangeist's  own  safe,  for  Stangeist*s  own  pro- 
tection— Stangcist,  who  was  himself  the  head  and  brains 
of  this  murder  gang — Stangeist,  who  was  the  man  higher 
up! 

It  was  amazing,  without  parallel  in  the  history  of  crime 
— and  yet  ingenious,  clever,  full  of  the  craft  and  cunninf 
that  had  built  up  the  shyster  lawyer's  reputation  below  the 
dead  line. 

Jiniinie  Dale*s  lips  were  curiously  thin  now.  So  it  was 
Stangcist !  A  Doctor  Jekyll  and  Mr.  Hyde  with  a  ven- 
geance !  Ho  knew  Stangeist — not  personally  ;  not  by  the  rep- 
utation Stangeist  held.  low  even  as  that  was.  among  htf 
hrother  memlK.'r<i  of  the  profession ;  but  as  the  man  was 
known  for  what  he  really  was  among  the  crooks  and  crim- 
inals of  the  underworld,  where,  in  that  strange  undcrgronMJ 
exchange,  whi>pt.Tcd  confidences  passed  lietween  those  wbcne 
common  eiuiny  was  the  law.  where  LsLTvy  the  Bat  hiimdf 
wa"^  trusted  in  the  innermost  circles. 

Stangeist  was  a  p<»wer  in  the  Bad  Lands.  There  weit 
few  among  that  unholy  commimity  that  Stangeist.  at  one 
time  or  another,  in  one  wav  or  another,  had  not  moxd 
fr«»m  the  clutches  of  the  law,  resorting  to  any  trick  or  cmh 
nintr.  l)Ut  with  perjury,  that  he  could  handle  like  the  matfcr 
of  it  that  he  was.  em])1oyed  as  the  nu)st  common  weapon  of 
deff-nre  for  his  client < — provided  he  were  jiaid  well  cnoi^ 
fr»r  it.  The  man  had  iH'come  more  than  the  attomev  f<* 
the  crime  worM — he  had  l)ecome  part  of  it.  Ciiiniin|. 
shn  wd.  craftv.  con.<!cienceless,  cold-blooded — that  was  Stt^ 
geist. 

The  form  and  feature*;  of  the  man  pictured  themseha 
in  Jimmie  Oale^  mind — the  six-foot  nuiscular  frame,  itat 
wa'i  invariafily  el(»thed  in  attire  of  the  moM  f ashionabic  ctf : 
tlie  tliin  lips  with  their  oily,  plau^^ible  smile,  the  straii^ 
hlaik  liair  that  stracL'Ied  into  pin  fioint.  little  black  i 
the  dark  face  with  its  high  cheek  bones,  which,  with  the 
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nounced  aquiline  nose  and  the  persistent  rumour  that  he  was 
a  quarter  caste,  had  led  the  underworld*  prejudiced  always 
in  favour  of  a  "  monaker,"  to  dub  the  man  the  "  Indian 
Chicf.^ 

Jimmie  Dale  laughed  again — still  unpleasantly.  So  Stan- 
^st  had  taken  the  plunge  at  last  and  branched  out  into  a 
wider  field,  had  he  ?  Well,  there  was  nothing  surprising  in 
that — except  that  he  had  not  done  it  before!  The  irony 
of  it  lay  in  the  fact  that  at  last  he  had  been  too  clever, 
overstepped  himself  in  his  own  cleverness,  that  was  all. 
It  was  Australian  Ike,  Tlie  Mope,  and  Clarie  Deane  that 
Stangcist  had  gathered  around  him,  the  Tocsin  had  said — 
and  there  were  none  worse  in  Larry  the  Bat's  wide  range  of 
acquaintanceship  than  those  three.  Stangeist  had  made  him- 
self master  of  Australian  Ike,  The  Mope,  and  Garie  Deane — 
and  he  had  driven  them  a  little  too  hard  on  the  division  of  the 
spoils — and  laughed  at  them,  and  cracked  the  whip  much 
after  the  fashion  that  the  trainer  in  the  cage  handles  the 
g^rowling  beasts  around  him. 

A  dozen  of  the  crimes  that  had  appalled  and  staggered 
New  York  they  had  committed  under  his  leadership;  and 
then,  it  seemed,  they  had  quarrelled  furiously,  the  three 
pitted  against  Stangeist,  threatening  him,  demanding  a  more 
equitable  share  of  the  proceeds.  None  was  better  aware 
than  Stangeist  that  threats  from  men  of  their  calibre  were 
likely  to  result  in  a  grim  aftermath — and  Stangeist,  yester- 
day, the  Tocsin  said,  had  answered  them  as  no  other  man 
than  Stangeist  would  either  have  thought  of  or  have  dared 
to  do.  One  by  one,  at  separate  times,  covering  the  other 
with  a  revolver,  Stangeist  had  permitted  them  to  read  a 
document  that  was  addressed  to  the  district  attorney.  It 
was  a  confession,  complete  in  every  detail,  of  every  crime 
the  four  together  had  committed,  implicating  Stangeist  as 
fully  and  unreservedly  as  it  did  the  other  three.  It  required 
vio  commentary!  If  anything  happened  to  Stangeist,  a  stab 
in  the  dark,  for  instance,  a  bullet  from  some  dark  alleyway, 
^  blackjack  deftly  wielded,  as  only  Australian  Ike,  The 
or  Clarie  Deane  knew  how  to  wield  it — the  document 
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automatically  became  a  death  sentence  for  Australian  Ike. 
The  Mope,  and  Clarie  Deane! 

It  was  very  simple — and,  evidently,  it  had  been  effective, 
as  witness  the  renewal  of  their  operations  in  the  murder  of 
Roessle  that  afternoon.  Fear  and  avarice  had  both  prob- 
ably played  their  part ;  fear  of  the  man  who  would  with  such 
constmimate  nerve  flin^  his  life  into  the  balance  to  turn  the 
tables  upon  them,  while  he  jeered  at  them ;  avarice  that 
prompted  them  to  pet  what  they  could  out  of  StanRei*t'f 
brains  and  leadership,  and  to  be  satisfied  with  what  ther 
could  j^it — since  they  could  jjet  no  more ! 

Sriti>tK(I?  Jimmie  Dale  shook  his  head.  No;  that  was 
hardly  the  word — cowed.  [)erhaps,  for  the  moment,  would 
be  Inrtter.  I  hit  afterward,  with  a  docimient  like  that  in  exist- 
ence, wiu-n  they  would  never  be  safe  for  an  instant — welL 
beasts  ill  tlu-  caijes  had  been  known  to  pet  the  better  of  the 
man  with  the  whi]),  and  l>ea<ts  were  f^entle  things  compared 
with  .Australian  Ike,  The  Moy>e.  and  Clarie  Deane?  Seme 
day  they  would  reverse  the  tables  on  the  Indian  Chief— if 
thev  cnuld.  And  if  thev  couldn't  it  would  not  be  for  the 
lack  of  tryinjj. 

There  would  be  another  act  in  that  drama  of  the  Howe 
nividrd  before  the  ctirtain  fell!  And  there  would  be  a  wit 
of  crim.  portic  justice  in  it.  a  temptation  almost  to  let  the 
l»l:iy  work  itself  out  to  it<  own  inevitable  conclusion,  onhr— 
liTiiiiiic  n.ile.  the  fmnl  tnnohes  piven  to  his  features.  sJooJ 
v.]\  and  his  h.uuls  clrnchcd  suddenlv,  tiercel v — it  was  Bfll 
jii^t  the  man  lii'^'her  up  alone,  there  were  the  other  thne 
as  Will,  the  win  lie  fr»ur  «if  them,  all  of  them,  crimes  wtthfl* 
ini'ili'T  at  their  tlanr,  brutal,  fiendish  acts,  damnable 
ra:;*-.  iiuirdrr  to  au'iwer  for.  with  which  the  public  now 
lH'i:iiiTiinir  tu  connect  the  name  of  the  Cirav  Seal!    The  Gnf 

Se.il* 

limniTe  ^.^^■^  hand-.  who<o  delicate  fincers  were  arifl^F 
L'riiT!' «1  :i!i'!  Mirkeiied  iimw  hi  Tiea'fi  the  nails,  clenched  fd 
fi-*iT' T  iiTi'l  rl.iii.  with  a  iinii-k  *linii:  of  his  shouklcri  I 
tI'v'TTv  ,,;'  t'  .  firmlv  i«.!^i'  rr--ril  lips,  lu*  picked  upthf  catf 
from  wlurc-  it  lay  upun  the  door,  put  it  on.  put  the 


THE  MAN  HIGHER  UP  218 

that  was  on  the  tabic  in  his  pocket,  and  replaced  the  box 
under  the  flooring. 

In  quick  succession,  from  the  same  hiding  place,  an 
automatic,  a  black  silk  mask,  an  electric  flashlight,  that  thin 
metal  box  like  a  cigarette  case,  and  a  half  dozen  vicious- 
looking  little  blued-steel  burglar's  tools  were  stowed  away 
in  his  pockets,  the  flooring  carefully  replaced,  the  oilcloth 
spread  back  again ;  and  then,  pulling  a  slouch  hat  well  down 
over  his  eyes,  he  reached  up  to  turh  off  the  gas. 

For  an  instant  his  hand  held  there,  while  his  eyes,  sweep- 
ing around  the  apartment,  took  in  every  single  detail  about 
him  in  that  same  alert,  comprehensive  way  as  wHen  he  had 
entered — then  the  room  was  in  darkness,  and  the  Gray  Seal, 
ss  Larry  the  Bat,  a  shuffling,  unkempt  creature  of  the  under- 
world, alias  Jimmie  Dale,  the  lionised  of  clubs,  the  matri- 
monial target  of  exclusive  drawing-rooms,  closed  the  door 
of  the  Sanctuary  behind  him,  shuffled  down  the  stairs, 
shuffled  out  into  the  lane,  and  shuffled  along  the  street  to- 
ward the  Bowery. 

A  policeman  on  the  comer  accosted  him  familiarly. 

••  Hello,  Larry ! "  grinned  the  officer. 

••  'Ello !  **  returned  Jtmmie  Dale  affably  through  the  side 
of  his  mouth.  "  Fine  night,  ain't  it  ?  ** — and  shuffled  on 
along  the  street 

And  now  Jimmie  Dale  began  to  hurry — still  with  that 
ahuffling  tread,  but  covering  the  ground  nevertheless  with 
amazing  celerity.  He  had  lost  no  time  since  receiving  the 
Tocsin's  letter,  it  was  true,  but,  for  all  that,  it  was  now 
^fter  ten  o'clock.  Stai^eist  s  house  was  **  dark  **  that  even- 
ing, she  had  said,  meaning  that  the  occupants,  Sungef%t  at 
ymidl  as  whatever  servants  there  might  be,  for  Sungd%t  ha/1 
aio  family,  were  oat — the  st  -vants  in  town  for  a  xhrztre.  m 
picture  show  probably — and  Sungei^  himself  a«  yet  tuA 
iHick,  presumably  from  that  ks  affair.  The  titib  of  an 
«fttd  cigar,  unl^fhted.  shifted  a  f^vMen,  «ava|r«r  twr%t  of 

lips  from  one  side  of  Ji  DaleS  nv>ufh  to  ^Y^  f^ft^r 

w       f  .    T      e      .1  no  t^lljnjf  wj^^i  S^;*o 


might  g  c-       El  vams.  that  dyJ  r^/f  rriMtt^ 
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fairs,  ever  by  so  much  as  the  smallest  detail  been  astray!  If 
it  were  true ! 

He  pulled  out  his  watch.  It  was  half-past  nine.  Benson. 
his  chaufTeur,  had  sent  the  letter  into  the  club.  Benson  had 
been  waiting  outside  there  ever  since  dinner.  Jimmie  Dak. 
for  the  first  time  since  the  first  communication  that  he  ha<! 
ever  n-ceived  from  the  Tocsin,  did  not  immediately  dcstrcr 
her  letter  now.  lie  slipped  it  into  his  pocket — and  stqiptd 
quickly  from  tlie  room. 

In  the  cloakroom  down.stairs  he  secured  his  hat  and  over- 
coat, and,  though  it  was  a  warm  evening,  put  on  the  lattrr 
since  he  was  in  evening  clothes,  then  walked  leisurely  out  ot 
tlie  clul). 

At  the  curb.  Kenson,  the  chauffeur,  spran|^  from  his  scat 
anri.  touching  his  ca[),  o}>ened  the  door  of  a  luxurious  lim- 
ousine. 

Jimmie  Dale  shook  his  head. 

w 

**  I  shall  not  kee[)  you  waiting  any  longer,  Benson,"  he 
said.  "  You  may  take  the  car  home,  and  put  it  up.  I  shal 
orokibly  be  late  lo-nij^ht." 

**  Very  gorxl.  sir."  replied  the  chauffeur. 

"  You  sent  in  a  letter  a  moment  or  so  ago,  Benson?**  ok* 
served  Jimmie  Dale  casually,  opening  his  cigarette  case. 

"  Yes.  sir/'  said  Ben*ion.  "  I  hope  I  didn't  do  wrong,  sir. 
lie  said  it  was  im])ortant,  and  that  you  were  to  have  it  tf 
(Hire." 

**  lie?"    Jimmie  Dale  was  lighting  his  cigarette  now. 

•*  .\  hoy.  sir."  Benson  amplified.  "  I  couldn't  get  anytime 
nu\  of  liiin.  lie  '}\\<t  said  he'd  been  told  to  give  it  to  mc. 
aTnl  tell  inr  to  see  that  you  got  it  at  once.     I  hope,  sir.  I 

i.'tvrii  t 

"  Not  at  all.  Ben<on."  said  Jimmie  Dale  pleasantly.  ""W 
quite  all  riirht.     riocMlnight.  Benson." 

**  rr()o<l-iiight,  sir,"  Benson  answered,  climbing  bock  tohii 
seat. 

Tlicre  waii  a  queer  little  smile  on  Jimmie  Dale's  lipSgaskl 
w.itchetl  the  errat  r.ir  ^wini;  around  in  the  Street  and  gSfc 
noisele>sly  away-  a  queer  little  smile  that  still  held  that 
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even  after  he  himself  had  started  briskly  along  the  avenue 
in  a  downtown  direction.  It  was  invariably  the  same,  al- 
ways the  same — the  letters  came  unexpectedly,  when  least 
looked  for,  now  by  this  means,  now  by  that,  but  always  in  a 
manner  that  precluded  the  slightest  possibility  of  tracing 
them  to  their  source.  Was  there  anything,  in  his  intimate 
surroundings,  in  his  intimate  life,  that  she  did  not  know 
about  him — who  knew  absolutely  nothing  about  her !  Benson, 
for  instance — ^that  the  man  was  absolutely  trustworthy — 
or  else  she  would  never  for  an  instant  have  risked  the  letter 
in  his  possession.  Was  there  anything  that  she  did  not — 
yes,  one  thing — she  did  not  know  him  in  the  role  he  was 
going  to  play  to-night.  That  at  least  was  one  thing  that 
surely  she  did  not  know  about  him ;  the  role  in  which,  many 
times,  for  weeks  on  end,  he  had  devoted  himself  body  and 
soul  in  an  attempt  to  solve  the  mystery  with  which  she  sur- 
rounded herself;  the  role,  too,  that  often  enough  had  been 
a  tmlwark  of  safety  to  him  when  hard  pressed  by  the  police ; 
the  role  out  of  which  he  had  so  carefully,  so  painstakingly 
created  a  now  recognised  and  well-known  character  of  the 
underworld — the  role  of  Larry  the  Bat. 

Jimmie  Dale  turned  from  Fifth  Avenue  into  Broadway, 
continued  on  down  Broadway,  across  to  the  Bowery,  kept 
along  the  Bowery  for  several  more  blocks — and  finally 
headed  east  into  the  dimly  lighted  cross  street  on  which  the 
Sanctuary  was  located. 

And  now  Jimmie  Dale  became  cautious  in  his  movements. 
As  he  approached  the  black  alleyway  that  flanked  the  miser- 
able tenement,  he  glanced  sharply  behind  and  about  him; 
and,  at  the  alleyway  itself,  without  pause,  but  with  a  curious 
lightning-like  side  step,  no  longer  Jimmie  Dale  now,  but 
the  Gray  Seal,  he  disappeared  from  the  street,  and  was  lost 
in  the  deep  shadows  of  the  building. 

In  a  moment  he  was  at  the  side  door,  listening  for  any 
sound  from  within — none  had  ever  seen  or  met  the  lodger  on 
the  first  floor  either  ascending  or  descending,  except  in  the 
familiar  character  of  I-arry  the  Bat.  He  opened  the  door, 
closed  it  behind  him,  and  in  the  utter  blackness  went  noise- 
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lessly  up  the  stairs — stairs  so  rickety  that  it  seemed  a  moose's 
tread  alone  would  have  set  thcin  creaking.  There  seemed 
an  art  in  the  play  of  Jimmie  Dale's  every  muscle;  in  the 
movements,  lithe,  l)alanced,  quick,  absolutely  silent.  On  the 
first  landing  he  stopped  before  another  door,  there  was  the 
faint  click  of  a  key  turning  in  the  lock ;  and  then  this  door, 
too,  closed  behind  him.  Sounded  the  faint  click  of  the  kev 
as  it  turned  again,  and  Jinmiie  Dale  drew  a  long  breath, 
stepped  across  the  room  to  assure  himself  that  the  v^indow 
blind  was  down,  and  lighted  the  gas  jet. 

A  yellow,  murky  flame  spurted  up,  pitifully  weak,  almost 
as  though  it  were  ashamed  of  its  disreputable  surround- 
ings. Dirt,  disorder,  squalour,  the  evidence  of  low  lining 
testified  clo<iuently  enough  to  any  one,  the  police,  for  in- 
stance, in  times  past  inquisitive  until  they  were  fatuously 
content  with  the  belief  that  they  knew  the  occupant  for 
what  he  was,  that  the  place  was  quite  in  keeping  with  its 
tenant,  a  mute  prototy{)e,  as  it  were,  of  Larry  the  Bat,  the 
dofK!  fiend. 

P'or  a  little  space.  Jimmie  Dale,  immaculate  in  his  eren- 
ing  clothes,  stood  in  the  centre  of  the  miserable  room,  hn 
dark  eyes,  keen,  alert,  critical,  sweeping  comprehen>ivch 
over  every  object  about  him — the  position  of  a  chair,  of  a 
cracked  drinking  g!a>s  on  the  broken-legged  table,  of  tf 
old  coat  thrown  uiih  apparent  carelessness  on  the  floor  M 
(he  foot  of  the  bed,  of  a  broken  bottle  that  had  itii^^H^ff*^ 
<trewn  some  sort  of  white  ))owder  close  to  the  threshoii 
inviting  unwary  foot  tracks  across  the  floor.  And  tbca 
taking  out  the  Tocsin's  letter,  he  laid  it  upon  the  takk 
{•laced  what  money  he  had  in  his  pockets  beside  it.  and  bc|^ 
rapidly  to  remove  his  clothes.  The  Sanctuary  had  not  bett 
invaded  since  his  la^t  visit  there. 

He  turned  hick  the  oilcloth  in  the  far  comer  of  the 
took  up  the  piece  of  Ioonc  flooring,  which,  however, 
(-noiiL^li.  fitted  so  iloxly  as  to  give  no  sign  of  its  cxitfCMI 
even  stioiild  it  iiindvertently.  by  some  curious  visitor  afM 
l>e  troi!  r;iM!]:  aii.j  fruni  tlie  a|>erture  beneath  Uftcd  OOli 
Imndle  of  i  luihes  and  a  sniall  box. 
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Undressed  now,  he  carefully  folded  the  clothes  he  had 
tmken  off,  laid  them  tinder  the  flooring,  and  began  to  dress 
tgain,  his  wardrobe  supplied  by  the  bundle  he  had  taken 
)ut  in  exchange — an  old  pair  of  shoes,  the  laces  broken; 
mismated  socks;  patched  trousers,  frayed  at  the  bottoms; 
ft  soiled  shirt,  collarless,  open  at  the  neck.  Attired  to  his 
mtisfaction,  he  placed  the  box  upon  the  table,  propped  up 
ft  cracked  mirror,  sat  down  in  front  of  it,  and,  with  a  deft, 
ftrtist's  touch,  began  to  apply  stain  to  his  hands,  wrists, 
neck,  throat,  and  face — but  the  hardness,  the  grim  menace 
that  now  grew  into  the  dominant  characteristic  of  his  fea- 
tures was  not  due  to  the  stain  alone. 

*•  Dear  Philanthropic  Crook  " — his  eyes  were  on  the  Toe- 
tin's  letter  that  lay  before  him.     He  read  on — for  once, 
nren  to  Jimmie  Dale's  keen,  facile  mind,  a  first  reading  had 
[ailed  to  convey  the  full  significance  of  what  she  had  writ- 
ten.   It  was  too  amazing,  almost  beyond  belief — ^the  series 
)f  crimes,  rampant  for  the  past  few  weeks,  at  which  the 
ommunity  had  stood  aghast,  the  brutal  murder  of  Roessle 
3t  a  few  hours  old,  lay  bare  before  his  eyes.    It  was  all 
ere,  all  of  it,  the  details,  the  hellish  cleverness,  the  per- 
wiel  even  of  the  thugs,  all,  everything— except  the  proof. 
*Get  him,  Jimmie — the  man  higher  up.    Get  him,  Jim- 
• — before  another  pays  forfeit  with  his  life  " — the  words 
ned  to  leap  out  at  him  from  the  white  page  in  red,  danc- 
Knes — "  Get  him — Jimmie — the  man  higher  up." 
mmie  Dale  finished  the  second  reading  of  the  letter. 
It  a^in  for  the  third  time,  then  tore  it  into  tiny  frag- 
s.  His  fingers  delved  into  the  box  again,  and  the  trans- 
ition of  Jimmie  Dale,  member  of  New  York's  most 
live  social  set,  into  a  low,  vicious- featured  denizen  of 
Kkrworld  went  on — a  little  wax  applied  skilfully  be- 
^  ears,  in  the  nostrils  and  under  the  upper  lip. 
as  all  there — all  except  the  proof.    And  the  proof — 
^hed  aloud  suddenly,  unpleasantly.     There  seemed 
mg  sardonic  in  it ;  ay,  more  than  that,  all  that  was 
irony.    The  proof,  in  Stangeist's  own  writing,  sworn 
e  witnesses  in  the  presence  of  a  notary,  the  text  of 
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the  document,  of  course,  unknown  to  both  witnesses  and 
notary,  evidence,  absolute  and  final,  that  would  be  admitted 
in  any  court,  for  Stangeist  was  a  lawyer,  and  would  s«e  to 
that,  was  in  Stangeist's  own  safe,  for  Stangeist's  own  pro- 
tection— Stangeist,  who  was  himself  the  head  and  brain« 
of  this  murder  gang — Stangeist,  who  was  the  man  higher 
up! 

It  was  amazing,  without  parallel  in  the  history  of  crime 
— and  yet  ingenious,  clever,  full  of  the  craft  and  cunnini; 
that  had  built  up  the  shyster  lawyer's  reputation  below  the 
dead  line. 

Jimmio  Dale's  lips  were  curiously  thin  now.  i>o  it  was 
Stangei^t!  A  Doctor  Jekyll  and  Mr.  Hyde  with  a  ven- 
geance !  lie  know  Stangeist — not  personally  ;  not  by  the  rep- 
utation Stangeist  held,  low  even  as  that  was,  among  hb 
hnither  nU'iiiln-rs  of  the  profession;  but  as  the  man  W2$ 
known  for  what  he  really  was  among  the  crooks  and  crim- 
inals of  t!ie  underworld,  where,  in  that  strange  underground 
exchange.  whi>percd  confidences  passed  l)etwcen  those  whose 
commr»n  enmiy  was  the  law.  where  Larry  the  Bat  himsdf 
was  tnistrd  in  the  innermost  circles. 

Stan.i;ri<t  wa<  a  power  in  the  Bad  I^nds.     There  weft 
few  among  tliat  unholy  community  that  Stangeist,  at 
time  or  anothrr,  in  one  way  or  another,  had  not 
from  the  clutches  of  the  law.  resorting  to  any  trick  or 
nintr.  hut  with  perjury,  that  he  could  handle  like  the  master 
of  it  tli:it  he  was,  em]iloyed  as  the  most  common  weapon  of 
dof»Mii*«'  ftir  \u<  client < — i)rovided  he  were  |«iid  well  enoi^ 
for  it.     'rh«'  man  had  Invome  more  than  the  attomev  for 
the   crime    wnrM — lie   had   l)ecome   part   of    it.      Cunnioi- 
shri'wd.  crafty,  conscienceless,  cold-blooded — that  was  Su^ 
geist. 

Tlie  form  ami  features  of  the  man  pictured  themsrho 
in  Jimmie  Dale^  mind — the  six-foot  muscular  frame,  iht 
wa^;  invariably  clutlied  in  attire  of  the  most  fashionable  ctf. 
the  thin  lip<  witli  their  oily.  plau«^ible  smile,  the  stra^ 
black  hair  that  strairu'lt'd  into  pin  point,  little  black  tftk 
the  dark  face  with  its  high  cheek  bones,  which,  with  the  pi^  l< 
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nounced  aquiline  nose  and  the  persistent  rumour  that  he  was 
a  quarter  caste,  had  led  the  underworld,  prejudiced  always 
in  favour  of  a  **  monaker,"  to  dub  the  man  the  **  Indian 
Chief.** 

Jimmie  Dale  laughed  again — still  unpleasantly.  So  Stan- 
geist  had  taken  the  plunge  at  last  and  branched  out  into  a 
wider  field,  had  he  ?  Well,  there  was  nothing  surprising  in 
that^-except  that  he  had  not  done  it  before!  The  irony 
of  it  lay  in  the  fact  that  at  last  he  had  been  too  clever, 
overstepped  himself  in  his  own  cleverness,  that  was  all. 
It  was  Australian  Ike,  The  Mope,  and  Clarie  Deane  that 
Stangeist  had  gathered  around  him,  the  Tocsin  had  said — 
and  there  were  none  worse  in  Larry  the  Bat's  wide  range  of 
acquaintanceship  than  those  three.  Stangeist  had  made  him- 
self master  of  Australian  Ike,  The  Mope,  and  Garie  Deane — 
and  he  had  driven  them  a  little  too  hard  on  the  division  of  the 
spoils — and  laughed  at  them,  and  cracked  the  whip  much 
after  the  fashion  that  the  trainer  in  the  cage  handles  the 
growling  beasts  around  him. 

A  dozen  of  the  crimes  that  had  appalled  and  staggered 

New  York  they  had  committed  under  his  leadership;  and 

then.  It  seemed,  they  had  quarrelled  furiously,  the  three 

pitted  against  Stangeist,  threatening  him,  demanding  a  more 

equitable  share  of  the  proceeds.     None  was  better  aware 

than  Stangeist  that  threats  from  men  of  their  calibre  were 

likely  to  result  in  a  grim  aftermath — and  Stangeist,  yester- 

day*  the  Tocsin  said,  had  answered  them  as  no  other  man 

than  Stangeist  would  either  have  thought  of  or  have  dared 

to  do.    One  by  one,  at  separate  times,  covering  the  other 

m*ith  a  revolver,  Stangeist  had  permitted  them  to  read  a 

document  that  was  addressed  to  the  district  attorney.     It 

was  a  confession,  complete  in  every  detail,  of  every  crime 

the  four  together  had  committed,  implicating  Stangeist  as 

fully  and  unreservedly  as  it  did  the  other  three.    It  required 

no  commentary!    If  anything  happened  to  Stangeist,  a  stab 

in  the  dark,  for  instance,  a  bullet  from  some  dark  alleyway, 

;^   blackjack  deftly  wielded,  as  only  Australian   Ike,  The 

Jtf  ope  or  Qarie  Deane  knew  bow  to  wield  it — the  document 
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automatically  became  a  death  sentence  for  Australian  Ike. 
The  Mojxr.  and  Clarie  Deane! 

It  was  very  simple — and.  evidently,  it  had  been  effective, 
as  witness  the  renewal  of  their  0])erations  in  the  murder  of 
Roessle  that  afternoon.  Fear  and  avarice  had  both  prob- 
ably played  their  part ;  fear  of  the  man  who  would  with  such 
consummate  nerve  flin^  his  life  into  the  balance  to  turn  the 
tables  upon  them,  while  he  jeered  at  them ;  avarice  thai 
prompted  them  to  fjet  what  they  could  out  of  Stangeist'i 
brains  and  leadership,  and  to  be  satisfied  with  what  thej 
could  i^vx — since  they  could  get  no  more! 

Sati>tietl?  Jinimie  Dale  shook  his  head.  No;  that  was 
hardly  the  word — cowed.  ])erhaps.  for  the  moment,  would 
be  l>eiter.  Hut  afterward,  with  a  document  like  that  in  exist- 
ence, when  they  would  never  be  safe  for  an  instant — wdL 
bea»it^  in  the  caijes  had  been  known  to  get  the  better  of  the 
man  with  the  whip,  and  t)easts  were  gentle  things  co»nared 
with  Australian  Ike,  The  Mo|>e,  and  Clarie  Deane*  fvme 
day  they  woidd  revcr»4e  the  tables  on  the  Indian  Chief— H 
thev  could.  And  if  thcv  couldn't  it  would  not  be  for  the 
lark  rif  trying. 

Tliere  wonid  be  another  act  in  that  drama  of  the  Hon* 
Pivirli-d  before  the  curtain  fell!  And  there  would  be  a  scft 
of  ijrim.  poetic  justice  in  it.  a  temptation  almost  to  kt  the 
I'lriy  wfirk  itself  out  to  its  own  inevitable  conclusion,  onhr— 
liTiiiiiir  Hale,  the  final  touches  given  to  his  features,  stooJ 
1!!'.  nivl  liis  iLnidN  ch'urhed  sud«lenlv.  fiercelv — it  was  l*t 
JM^i  the  man  lii:,'l:»T  up  alone,  there  were  the  other  thru 
a-  v.rll.  the  wl;n!e  fnur  nf  them,  all  of  them,  crimes 
ir:iiil>tT  at  their  (h>or.  brutal,  fiendish  acts,  damnable 
r.iLTrN.  ruurdiT  to  answer  for,  with  which  the  public  now 
iKLMnnini:  tu  ccmnect  the  name  of  the  Gray  Seal!    The  Gfif 

Sr:tr 

liuiriiie  Pair's  han«!'«.  \\!io<e  drhVate  fmgers  were  aftfri^ 
L'riui-  •!  au'l  li!.i'k<-iir»I  v.*»\\  !»» iieaMi  the  nails,  clenched  rtJ 
tii'*i»'r  .iTi-l  thiii.  with  a  (luirk  »ihruc  of  his  shooldrnL  I 
ll^iMrrn"  nf  t'  »  t'lrnily  rii!^!'^-^^!  lip-i.  he  picked  up  thecotf 
from  wluTr  it  lay  upon  the  Hoor.  put  it  on.  put  the 


THE  MAN  HIGHER  UP  218 

that  was  on  the  table  in  his  pocket,  and  replaced  the  box 
under  the  flooring. 

In  quick  succession,  from  the  same  hiding  place,  an 
automatic,  a  black  silk  mask,  an  electric  flashlight,  that  thin 
metal  box  like  a  cigarette  case,  and  a  half  dozen  vicious- 
looking  little  blued-steel  burglar's  tools  were  stowed  away 
in  his  pockets,  the  flooring  carefully  replaced,  the  oilcloth 
spread  back  again ;  and  then,  pulling  a  slouch  hat  well  down 
over  his  eyes,  he  reached  up  to  turfi  off  the  gas. 

For  an  instant  his  hand  held  there,  while  his  eyes,  sweep- 
ing around  the  apartment,  took  in  every  single  detail  about 
htm  in  that  same  alert,  comprehensive  way  as  wKen  he  had 
entered — then  the  room  was  in  darkness,  and  the  Gray  Seal, 
MS  Larry  the  Bat,  a  shuffling,  unkempt  creature  of  the  under- 
world, alias  Jimmie  Dale,  the  lionised  of  clubs,  the  matri- 
monial target  of  exclusive  drawing-rooms,  closed  the  door 
of  the  Sanctuary  behind  him,  shuffled  down  the  stairs, 
shufiled  out  into  the  lane,  and  shuflled  along  the  street  to- 
ward the  Bowery. 

A  policeman  on  the  comer  accosted  him  familiarly. 
•*  Hello,  Larry !  ^  grinned  the  officer. 
•*  'Ello !  ^  returned  Jimmie  Dale  affably  through  the  side 
of  his  mouth.     "  Fine  night,  ain't  it  ?  " — and  shuffled  on 
akxig  the  street. 

And  now  Jimmie  Dale  began  to  hurry — still  with  that 
shuffling  tread,  but  covering  the  ground  nevertheless  with 
amazing  celerity.  He  had  lost  no  time  since  receiving  the 
Tocsin's  letter,  it  was  true,  but,  for  all  that,  it  was  now 
after  ten  o'clock.  Stangeist's  house  was  "  dark  "  that  even- 
in^.  she  had  said,  meaning  that  the  occupants,  Stangeist  as 
wrell  as  whatever  servants  there  might  be,  for  Stangeist  had 
«io  family,  were  out — ^the  servants  in  town  for  a  theatre  or 
f>icture  show  probably — and  Stangeist  himself  as  yet  not 
iMck,  presumably  from  that  Roessle  affair.  The  stub  of  an 
^Dld  cigar,  unlighted.  shifted  with  a  sudden,  savage  twist  of 
lips  from  one  side  of  Jimmie  Dale's  mouth  to  the  other. 
was  need  for  haste.  There  was  no  telling  when  Stan- 
might  get  back — as  for  the  servants,  that  did  not  matter 
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so  much ;  servants  in  suburban  homes  had  a  marked  aflinitj 
for  "  last  trains !  " 

Jimniie  Dale  boarded  a  cross-town  car,  efFectcd  a  transfer. 
and  in  a  f|uartcr  of  an  hour  after  leavinjj  the  Sanctuar>'  was 
huddled,  an  inoffensive  heap,  like  a  tired-out  workinicmar. 
in  a  corner  seat  of  a  Lonj^  Island  train.  From  here,  thire 
was  only  a  .short  nm  ahead  of  him,  and,  twenty  minutes 
later,  descendinjj  from  the  train  at  Forest  Hills,  he  hid 
passed  throuj^h  the  more  thickly  settled  portion  of  the  lit- 
tle ])lace.  ancl  was  walking  briskly  out  along  the  countn- 
road. 

Stan^eist's  house  lay,  approximately,  a  mile  and  a  half 
from  the  station,  (juite  by  itself,  and  set  well  hack  fror 
the  road.  Jimniie  Dale  could  have  found  it  with  his  fjt* 
blindfolded — the  Tocsin's  directions  had  lacked  none  of 
their  u>ual  explicit  minuteness.  The  road  was  quite 
deserted.  Jimniie  Dale  met  no  one.  Even  in  the  hoose* 
tliat  he  jiassed  the  lights  were  in  nearly  every  instance  al* 
ready  out. 

Sonu'tliinj^,  merciless  in  its  rage,  swept  suddenly  <mr 
Jimniie  Dale,  as.  unhidden,  of  its  own  volition,  the  la« 
para^'raph  he  had  read  in  that  evening's  paper  bqsian  to  ft" 
|>eat  itself  over  and  over  aijain  in  his  mind.  The  twt> 
little  kiddies — it  seemed  as  though  he  could  sec  them  stand- 
ing there— and  from  Jimniie  Dale's  lips,  not  fnven  to  pit*- 
faiiity.  there  came  a  bitter  oath.  It  might  possibly  be  thU 
even  if  he  were  successful  in  what  was  before  him  t(Mii|Bll 
tlie  autliors  (if  the  Roessle  munler  would  never  be  kno«& 
That  confession  of  Stangeisi*s  was  written  prior  to 
h:i(l  liapjM-ned  tliat  afternoon,  .md  there  would  be 
lion,  natur.illv.  of  Roessle.  And,  for  a  moment,  that 
to  Jiniinie  Dale  the  one  thing  })aramount  to  all  others^  Ar 
one  ihiiii;  that  was  vital :  then  he  shook  his  head,  and  bqifM 
out  -slinrilv.  .\fier  all.  it  did  not  matter — whether  StanenH 
antl  the  IiIihkI  wolves  he  had  gathered  around  him  paidlht 
prijilty  specifically  for  one  particular  crime  or  for  aaocte 
iMiiliI  make  little  difference — they  would  /*fly,  just  as  suRi(F- 
)v^\  a^  certainly,  once  that  |)a|Hrr  was  in  his  possc^siuo! 
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Jimmie  Dale  was  counting  the  houses  as  he  passed — ^they 
were  more  infrequent  now,  farther  apart.  Stangeist  was 
no  fool — not  the  fool  that  he  would  appear  to  be  for  keeping 
a  document  like  that,  once  he  had  had  the  temerity  to  ex- 
ecute it,  in  his  own  safe ;  for,  in  a  day  or  two,  the  Tocsin 
had  hinted  at  this,  after  holding  it  over  the  heads  of  Aus- 
tralian Ike,  The  Mope,  and  Clarie  Deane  again  to  drive  the 
force  of  it  a  little  deeper  home,  he  would  undoubtedly  de- 
stroy it — and  the  supposition  that  it  was  still  in  existence 
would  have  equally  the  same  effect  on  the  minds  of  the  other 
three !  Stangeist  was  certainly  alive  to  the  peril  that  he  ran 
with  such  a  thing  in  his  possession,  only  the  peril  had  not 
appealed  to  him  as  imminent  either  from  the  three  thugs 
with  wh(»n  he  had  allied  himself,  or,  much  less,  from  any 
cxie  else,  that  was  all. 

Jimmie  Dale  halted  by  a  low,  ornamental  stone  fence, 
some  three  feet  high,  and  stood  there  for  a  moment,  glanc- 
ing about  him.  This  was  Stangeist's  house — ^he  could  just 
make  out  the  building  as  it  loomed  up  a  shadowy,  irr^^lar 
shape,  perhaps  two  hundred  yards  back  from  the  fence. 
The  house  was  quite  dark,  not  a  light  showed  in  any  win- 
dow. Jimmie  Dale  sat  down  casually  on  the  fence,  looked 
carefully  again  up  and  down  the  road — then,  swinging  his 
leers  over,  quick  now  in  every  action,  he  dropped  to  the  other 
side,  and  stole  silently  across  the  grass  to  the  rear  of  the 
house. 

Here  he  stopped  again,  reached  up  to  a  window  that  was 
about  on  a  level  with  his  shoulders,  and  tested  its  fastenings. 
The  window — it  was  the  window  of  Stangeist's  private 
sanctum,  according  to  the  plan  in  her  letter — was  securely 
locked.  Jimmie  Dale's  hands  went  into  his  pocket — and 
the  black  silk  mask  was  slipped  over  his  face.  He  listened 
intently — then  a  little  steel  instnunent  began  to  gnaw  like 
a  rat. 

A  minute  passed — two  of  them.  Again  Jimmie  Dale  lis- 
tened. TTiere  was  not  a  sound  save  the  night  sounds — the 
light  breeze  whispering  through  the  branches  of  the  trees; 
the  far-off  nmible  of  a  train;  the  whir  of  insects;  the 
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hoarse  croaking  of  a  frog  from  some  near-by  creek  or  pood. 
The  window  sash  was  raised  an  inch,  another,  and  gradually 
to  the  top.  Like  a  shadow,  Jinimie  Dale  pullfd  himself  up  to 
the  sill.  and.  j)oi>ed  there,  his  hand  parted  the  heavy  portieres 
that  hung  within.  It  was  too  dark  to  di>tinj;uish  even  a  single 
ohjcct  in  the  room.  He  lowered  himself  to  the  floor,  and 
5lii>['ed  cautiously  between  the  portieres. 

From  somewliere  in  the  house,  a  clock  began  to  strike: 
Jimniie  Dale  counted  the  strokes.  Eleven  o'clock.  It  wM 
getiin;;  late — loo  late!  Stangeist  was  likely  to  be  back  at 
any  moment.  The  flashlight,  in  Jimmic  Dale's  hand  now. 
circled  tl'.e  room  with  its  little  round  white  ray,  lingering 
an  instant  in  a  queer,  inquisitive  sort  of  way  here  and  there 
on  tfiis  ohject  and  that — and  went  out.  Jinunie  Dale  nod- 
ded— li.c  flat  desk  in  the  centre  of  the  floor,  the  safe  in  the 
corner  hy  the  rear  wall,  the  po>ition  of  everything  in  the 
room,  even  to  the  chairs,  was  pi  autographed  on  his  mind. 

He  step]Kd  from  the  portieres  to  the  safe,  and  the  flaslh 
li^'i.t  {ilayrd  a^ain — thi^  time  reflecting  back  from  the  glisten- 
in;;  nickellfd  knobs.  Jinmiie  Dale's  lips  tightened.  It  wast 
small  safe,  almost  ludicrously  small;  but  to  such  height  tf 
the  art  of  safe  doip'n  had  been  carried,  that  design  wH 
enii»«Kiied  in  the  <»ne  l)efore  him. 

"  Type  K-fcair-two-eiu'ht-Colby,"  muttered  Jimmic  Dik. 
•*  .\  na-^ty  little  hej^'^'ar — and  it's  eleven  o'clock  now!  I'd 
u^t-  *  soup  '  for  once,  it  it  weren't  that  it  would  put  Stangeisi 
w:«c.  and  j^ive  him  a  chance  to  make  his  get-away  be  lore  the 
di>trict  attonuy  ^ot  the  nipjiers  on  the  four  of  them." 

The  li^ht  wetit  out.  Jimmie  Dale  dropped  to  his  knees: 
and.  while  his  left  fiand  {>;L>sed  swiftly,  tentati\xly  o«tr 
(Ii.:!-  .tii<i  handle,  he  rulilK-d  the  Angers  of  his  right  hand 
ra|  I'ily  lu  atnl  i'r«»  ovi-r  the  carpet.  Wonderful  Anger  tipi 
Will-  thti-e  of  I  in  in  lie  Dale,  s«nsiiive  to  an  abnormal  degree; 
and  now.  tiiiL^hn;^'  \\:\h  tl.e  fnetuin.  the  nerves  throbbiiy  tf 
thf  skin  -.Tiri.i'  f.  'Jm  >  tl.  mi!  in  a  li^rht.  delicate  touch 
tht'  kniih  Ml  ti;c  (h.i:  cii.'l  jii^iinie  Dale's  car  pressed 
a^.mi-t  I  III-  l.ice  ol  the-  s.iic. 

Time  pa-sul.     11  ic  silence  ^rew  hoaxy — seemed  to  [ttlpiitfl 
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tfiroqgh  die  roooi.  Thea  a  dees  irscx.  hkjf  Sis  ^  b^ 
hdf  like  a  flmtcfing  sob  as  of  a  «,'x<g  nso:  tzxsc  is  ins 
Qttennost  of  his  cndmooc  c^int  z'tx:  ^  ii.ii'.ut  .JsJc.  sm 
his  left  hand  swept  awaj  the  svcar  uoiti 
to  his  forehead. 


There  was  a  didc,  a  low  naetal^c  aad  tn  rot  irJa  bud 
hade,  and  the  door  swun^  opera 

And  now  the  flashhgfat  a 
the  inner  door — then  darkness  oor*  r-jort. 

Five  minutes,  ten  mimxtes  wee:  br.     Tbe 
again — and  the  single  stroke  yt^j^rA  :•:  \r.rxz  -xr  r 
the  house  in  a  weird,  rancoos.  ihrckvszsjzq  ztyx.  srnc  f^. 
to  finger,  throbbii^  in  the  air. 

The  inner  door  was  open — the  fe?>:!5z^'5  rzj  w&f  ?.'»5- 
ing  a  nest  of  pigeonholes  and  Htt>  drcirtri  Tse  parwo 
holes  were  crammed  with  papers,  z^,  sr*-«-^x\irr.  t'x  -i^*-^ 
the  drawers.  Jimmie  Dale  sucked  hi  Hs  lr^s.rr.  H*  ':c-^ 
already  been  there  well  over  half  ar.  >.-:• 
now,  every  second  was  counting  agais^  Y. 
that  mass  of  papers  before  Si 

"  Ah ! " — it  came  in  a  fierce  little  e^acrlarvDr  frcrr  ^rrrrae 
Dak.  From  the  centre  pigeonhok.  alrTcrt  th?  ?r«t  v^VW" 
he  had  touched,  he  drew  a  long.  j^aW  err^Vx*?.  ar.^  *•  a 
ungle  swift  glance  had  read  the  inscriptioo  upoo  h,  wrirteo 
in  kxighandi 

To  THS  DXSTWCT  ATTOtNET, 

Kcw  Yoa»  Cmr. 
ImporUuU.  Vrgeni. 

The  words  in  the  comers  were  undervrorH  three  times. 

Swiftly,  deftly,  Jimmie  Dale's  fingers  rolled  the  rounded 
end  of  one  of  his  collection  of  little  steel  instruments  under 
the  flap  of  the  envelope,  turned  the  flap  back,  and  drew  out 
the  folded  document  inside.  There  were  four  sheets  of  legal 
foolscap,  neatly  fastened  tocher  at  the  top  left-hand  comer 
with  green  tape.    He  opened  them  out,  read  a  few  words 
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here  and  there,  and  tume<l  the  pages  hurriedly  over  to 
scrutinise  the  last  one — and  noded  grimly.  Three  witncsst* 
had  testified  to  the  signature  of  Stangeist,  and  a  notan'i 
seal,  accumpanied  by  the  usual  legal  formula,  was  dulv 
affixed. 

Jiininie  Dale  slipped  the  document  into  his  pocket,  and. 
uitli  the  enveloi)e  in  his  hand,  moved  to  the  desk.  Hf 
0])ened  t'irst  one  drawer  and  then  another,  and  finally  i\^ 
covering  a  pilr  of  blank  foolscap,  took  out  four  sheets,  folded 
them,  and  ])Iaced  them  in  the  envelo|)e,  sealing  the  flap  of  the 
latter  again.  That  it  <lid  not  seat  very  well  now  brou^t  i 
quizzical  twitch  to  Jininiie  Dale's  lips.  Sealed  or  unscakiL 
perhaps,  it  made  little  di (Terence :  but,  for  all  that,  he  was  ncc 
through  with  it  yet.  .\i)art  from  bringing  the  four  to  justice, 
there  wa^.  after  all.  a  chance  to  vindicate  the  Gray  Seal  ia 
tfiis  matter  at  least,  and  repudiate  the  newspaper  ihcorr 
which  tin*  public,  to  whom  the  Gray  Seal  was  already  a 
monster  of  iniquity,  would  seize  upon  with  avidity. 

There  wa'^  no  further  need  of  light  now.  Jinnnie  We 
ref)Iaced  the  fla^jhlight  in  his  pocket,  took  out  the  thin,  mctil 
ca<e.  oiKMn-d  it.  and  with  the  tiny  pair  of  tw*eezers  that  Kk^ 
wise  nestled  there,  lifted  out  one  of  the  gray,  diamood- 
shaped  ivijut  sviiU.  There  was  no  question  but  that,  oKt 
nnrk-r  arrest.  Stancrei<t*s  effects  would  be  immediately  3ad 
tli(iro!iir!:1v  searchecl  bv  the  authorities !  Tinunie  Dale's  aaSt 
from  (jui/zical  brranie  ironic.  It  would  aflPord  the  poBet 
a  not  her  littK*.  bewi!«lrring  reminder  of  the  Gray  ScaL  arf 
i'ive  Carrntbers.  porirj  «»ld  Carruthers  of  the  Morning  Stn^ 
.  Ir.tus,  so  innocH-ntly  icnorant  that  the  Gray  Seal  was  hi*  cH 
C'llli'ire  ]  .il.  yrt  tbi*  one  editor  of  them  all  who  was  not  f«^ 
evrr  b.irktnt:  and  yrljiing  at  the  Gray  Seal's  heels,  a  cha«» 
to  vinrlirate  bim<elf  a  little,  too!  Timmie  Dale  WOiMStfi 
tlie  :i«l!)r»»ive  *iide  of  the  gray  seal,  and,  still  mindful  of  •* 
tale  finmr  printN,  laid  it  with  the  tweezers  on  the  flap  ollk 
envtlMpc.  and  prt'».*»ed  it  firmly  into  place  with  his  elbov. 

And  tbrn.  ^urldmly.  every  facuhy  instantly  on  the  ik*^ 
hv  ^nritrbf«|  iin  \hv  envelofx?  from  the  de^k.  and  lislCBtA 
Was  it  imagination,  a  trick  of  ner\*es,  or — no*  there  it  ^ 
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again  I — a  footfall  on  the  gravel  walk  at  the  front  of  the 
house.  The  sound  became  louder,  clearer — two  footfalls 
instead  of  one.  It  was  Stangeist,  and  somebody  was  with 
him. 

In  an  instant  Jimmie  Dale  was  across  the  room  and  kneel- 
ing again  before  the  safe.  His  fingers  were  flying  now.  The 
envelope  shot  back  into  the  pigeonhole  from  which  he  had 
taken  it — the  inner  door  of  the  safe  closed  silently  and 
swiftly. 

A  dry  chuckle  came  from  Jimmie  Dale's  lips.  It  was  just 
like  fiction,  just  precisely  time  enough  to  have  accomplished 
what  he  had  come  for  before  he  was  interrupted,  not  a 
second  more  or  less,  the  villain  foiled  at  the  psychological 
moment !  The  key  was  rattling  in  the  front  door  now — they 
were  in  the  hall — he  could  hear  Stangeist *s  voice — there  came 
a  dull  glow  from  the  hallway,  following  the  click  of  an 
electric-light  switch.  The  outer  door  of  the  safe  swung 
shut,  the  bolts  slid  into  place,  the  dial  whirled  under  Jimmie 
Dale's  fingers.  It  was  only  a  step  to  the  portieres,  the  open 
window — and  escape.  He  straightened  up,  stepped  back, 
the  portieres  closed  behind  him — and  the  chuckle  died  on 
Jimmie  Dale's  lips. 

He  was  trapped — caught  without  so  much  as  a  comer  in 
which  to  turn!  Stangeist  was  even  then  coming  into  the 
room — and  outside,  darkly  outlined,  two  forms  stood  just 
beneath  the  window.  Instinctively,  quick  as  a  flash.  Jimmie 
Dale  crouched  below  the  sill.  Who  were  they?  What  did 
ft  mean?  Questions  swept  in  swift  sequence  through  his 
brain.  Had  they  seen  him  ?  It  would  be  very  dark  against 
the  background  of  the  portieres,  but  yet  if  they  were  watch- 
ing— he  drew  a  breath  of  relief.  He  h.id  not  been  seen. 
Their  voices  reached  him  in  low.  guarded  whispers. 

*•  5^ay,  youse,  Ike.  pipe  it !  Dere's  a  window  open  in  the 
snitdi's  room.  Come  on,  we'll  get  in  dere.  It'll  make  the 
hair  stand  up  on  the  back  of  his  neck  fer  a  starter." 

••  Aw.  ferget  it !  "  replied  another  voice.  "  Can  the  tee- 
ayter  stunt !  Garie  leaves  the  front  door  unfastened,  don't 
he?    An'  deyll  be  in  dere  in  a  minute  now.    Wotcher  want 
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ter  do?  Crab  the  game?  He  might  hear  us  an*  fix  Gane 
before  we  had  a  chanst,  the  skinny  old  fox!  An'  dere's  the 
lifjht  now — see!  Beat  it  on  yer  toes  fer  the  front  of  ihc 
house !  " 

The  room  was  flooded  with  h'ght.  Through  the  portierrs. 
that  Jimmie  Dale  i>arted  by  the  barest  fraction  of  an  inch, 
he  could  see  Stangeist  and  another  man,  a  thick-set.  u^rly- 
faced-looking  customer — Clarie  Deane.  according  to  that 
brief,  whispered  colloquy  that  he  had  heard  outside.  He 
looked  again  through  the  window.  The  two  dark  forms  had 
disappeared  now,  but  they  had  disapi^eared  just  a  fcv 
seconds  too  late — with  the  two  other  men  now  in  the  room. 
and  one  of  them  so  close  that  Jimmie  Dale  could  ahno»; 
have  reached  out  and  touched  him,  it  was  impossible  to  get 
through  t!ie  window  without  being  detected,  when  the 
slij^htcst  sound  would  attract  instant  attention  and  equalh 
instant  suspicion.  It  was  a  chance  to  be  taken  only  as  a  la?; 
resort. 

Jinmu'c  Dale's  fare  grew  hard,  as  his  fingers  closed  around 
his  automatic  and  drew  the  wea|K)n  from  his  pocket.  It  vas 
all  plain  enough.  That  last  act  in  the  drama  which  he  had 
^speculatively  anticipated  was  being  staged  with  little  lo$s  of 
tiinr — and  in  a  grim  sort  of  way  the  thought  flashed  across 
his  mind  that,  perilou*^  as  his  own  position  iK'as,  Stanget< 
at  tfiat  moment  was  in  even  greater  peril  than  hnmdf 
A'lstralian  Ike.  The  Moj)e,  and  Clarie  Deane.  ipvcn  the 
rli.'ince,  arul  thev  <ioemed  to  have  made  that  chance  nam, 
wf-rr  not  likely  to  deal  in  half  measures — Clainc  Deane 
h-.'A  i\T**yyri\  into  a  chair  iH'Nide  the  desk ;  and  The  Mope  aad 
.Xiistrali.'in  Ike  were  iTerping  around  to  the  front  door! 

'Vhc  parti!!'.,'  in  the  portieres  widened  a  little  more,  a  JtfJ 
liftli'  nv.rr.  viowly.  inifXTceptihly,  until  Jimmie  Dale,  by  the 
^:!v;le  r\4>'  ilii-nt  of  nii^ving  his  head,  could  obtain  an  a^ 
iili-tnii  t'd  vit\v  nf  thr  entire  room. 

'^M!v.vi-t  tn^-nl  a  Imi!  he  had  l>een  carrying  on  the 
T  "II'  •!  lip  a  ilinir  (ip;»n.ite  to  (lario  Deane.  and  sat 
I^'Hi  men  Wf-rr  -!<lr  fare  to  Jimmie  Dale. 

"  Vou  tell  the  hoys/*  said  Stangeist  abruptly,  "to  twk 
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away  after  this  for  a  while.  Things  are  getting  too  hot. 
And  you  tcU  The  Mope  I  dock  him  five  hundred  for  that 
extra  crunch  on  Roessle's  skull.  That  sort  of  thing  isn't 
necessary.  That's  the  kind  of  stunt  that  gets  the  public 
sore — the  man  was  dead  enough  as  it  was.    See  ?  " 

"  Sure !  "  Clarie  Deane's  ejaculation  was  a  gnmt. 

Stangeist  opened  the  bag,  and  dumped  the  contents  on  the 
desk — pile  after  pile  of  banknotes,  the  pay  roll  of  the  Mar- 
tindale-Kensington  Mills. 

"  Some  haul ! "  observed  Qarie  Deane,  with  a  hoarse 
chuckle.    "  The  papers  said  over  twenty  thousand." 

••  You  can't  always  believe  what  the  papers  say,"  returned 
Stangeist  curtly ;  and,  taking  a  scribbling  pad  from  the  desk, 
began  to  check  up  the  packages. 

Qarie  I>eane's  cigar  had  gone  out.  He  rolled  the  short 
stub  in  his  mouth,  and  leaned  forward. 

The  bills  were  evidently  just  as  they  had  been  delivered 
to  the  murdered  paymaster  at  the  bank,  done  up  with  little 
narrow  paper  bands  in  packages  of  one  hundred  notes  each, 
save  for  a  small  bundle  of  loose  bills  which  latter,  with  the 
rolls  of  silver,  Stangeist  swept  to  one  side  of  the  desk. 

Package  by  package,  Stangeist  went  on  jotting  the  amounts 
down  on  the  pad. 

•*  Nix ! "  growled  Qarie  Deane  suddenly.  **  Cut  that  out ! 
Them's  fivers  in  that  wad.  Make  that  five  hundred  instead 
of  one — I'm  outer  yer ! " 

•*  Mistake,"  said  Stangeist  suavely,  changing  the  figures 
with  his  pencil.  "  You're  pretty  wide  awake  for  this  time 
of  night,  aren't  you,  Qarie  ?  " 

"  Oh,  I  dunno  1 "  responded  Clarie  Deane  grufHy.  **  Not 
so  very ! " 

Stangeist,  finished  with  the  packages,  picked  up  the  loose 
bills,  and,  with  a  short  laugh,  tossed  them  into  the  bag  and 
(oQowtd  them  with  the  rolls  of  silver.  He  pushed  the  bag 
toward  Clarie  Deane. 

•*  That's  a  little  extra  for  you,"  he  said.  "  The  trouble 
with  you  feHows  is  that  you  don't  know  when  you're  well 
off — but  the  sooner  you  find  it  out  the  better,  unless  you 
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so  much ;  servants  in  suburban  homes  had  a  marked  aflinitT 
for  "  last  trains !  " 

Jinimic  Dale  bairdcd  a  cross-town  car,  efFccted  a  transfer, 
and  in  a  rjuartcr  of  an  hour  after  leavinj[»  the  Sanctiiar>  w^* 
luiddk'd.  an  inoffensive  heap,  like  a  tired-out  workimnrir^. 
in  a  cnnuT  seat  of  a  Lonj^  Island  train.  From  here,  tlurr 
was  only  a  short  run  ahead  of  him,  and,  twenty  minirtr* 
later,  descendinjj  from  the  train  at  Forest  Hills,  he  had 
passed  thnni^^h  the  more  thickly  settled  portion  of  the  H- 
tie  place,  and  was  walking  briskly  out  along  the  countn 
road. 

Stanj^eist's  house  lay,  approximately,  a  mile  and  a  half 
from  the  station,  (|uite  by  itself,  and  set  well  back  fror 
the  road.  Jimmie  Dale  could  have  found  it  with  his  fy<< 
blindfolded — the  Tocsin's  directions  had  lacked  none  of 
their  umkiI  explicit  minuteness.  The  road  was  quite 
deserted.  Jimmie  Dale  met  no  one.  Even  in  the  hou«* 
that  he  passed  the  lights  were  in  nearly  every  instance  ai- 
readv  out. 

Somethinji.  merciless  in  its  rage,  swept  suddenly  Offf 
Jimnn'e  Dale,  as.  unbidden,  of  its  own  volition,  the  U< 
para^'raph  he  had  read  in  that  evening's  paper  bqsian  tort- 
peat  it^^ejf  over  and  over  again  in  his  mind.  The  fo 
little  kiddies — it  >eeme<l  a>  though  he  coulil  sec  them  5tai>i- 
ing  there — and  fmin  Jinunie  Dale's  lips,  not  given  to  ft> 
fanity.  there  came  a  bitter  oath.  It  might  possibly  be  tht 
even  if  he  were  successful  in  what  was  before  him  to-ntd<- 
the  aurhurs  o!  the  K<K'ss|e  nuirder  would  never  be  kxiovx 
That  cnnfrssion  of  Stangei>i's  was  written  prior  to  wte 
h.iil  haj.j.i  iinl  that  a f tern* Kin.  and  there  would  be 
lini],  natur.ilK  .  nf  RtK-ssle.  And,  for  a  moment,  that 
to  lirnrnif  Dale  the  one  thing  paramount  to  all  others,  tbr 
one  thin:;  that  wa^  vital :  then  he  shook  his  head,  and  bn^M 
out  -ht.rtlv.  After  all.  it  did  not  matter — whether  StanrnC 
and  thr  liluiwl  Wdlve^  he  had  gathered  around  him  paid  Ac 
j'lii  ilty  specifically  f«)r  one  particular  crime  or  for  aoccbtf 
»•  •■.:!•!  make  little  difference — they  would  f^ay,  just  as  *"J 
j"'t  a-  ceriaiidy,  once  that  i>a|KT  was  in  his  possc^kc! 
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Jiinmie  Dale  was  counting  the  houses  as  he  passed — ^they 
were  more  infrequent  now,  farther  apart.  Stangeist  was 
no  fool — not  the  fool  that  he  would  appear  to  be  for  keeping 
a  document  like  that,  once  he  had  had  the  temerity  to  ex- 
ecute it,  in  his  own  safe ;  for,  in  a  day  or  two,  the  Tocsin 
had  hinted  at  this,  after  holding  it  over  the  heads  of  Aus- 
tralian Ike,  The  Mope,  and  Clarie  Deane  again  to  drive  the 
force  of  it  a  little  deeper  home,  he  would  undoubtedly  de- 
stroy it — and  the  supposition  that  it  was  still  in  existence 
would  have  equally  the  same  effect  on  the  minds  of  the  other 
three !  Stangeist  was  certainly  alive  to  the  peril  that  he  ran 
with  such  a  thing  in  his  possession,  only  the  peril  had  not 
appealed  to  him  as  imminent  either  from  the  three  thugs 
with  whom  he  had  allied  himself,  or,  much  less,  from  any 
one  else,  that  was  all. 

Jimmie  Dale  halted  by  a  low,  ornamental  stone  fence, 
some  three  feet  high,  and  stood  there  for  a  moment,  glanc- 
ing about  him.  This  was  Stangeist's  house — ^he  could  just 
make  out  the  building  as  it  loomed  up  a  shadowy,  irr^^lar 
shape,  perhaps  two  hundred  yards  back  from  the  fence. 
The  house  was  quite  dark,  not  a  light  showed  in  any  win- 
dow. Jimmie  Dale  sat  down  casually  on  the  fence,  looked 
carefully  again  up  and  down  the  road — then,  swinging  his 
Ic^  over,  quick  now  in  every  action,  he  dropped  to  the  other 
side,  and  stole  silently  across  the  grass  to  the  rear  of  the 
house. 

Here  he  stopped  again,  reached  up  to  a  window  that  was 
about  on  a  level  with  his  shoulders,  and  tested  its  fastenings. 
The  window — it  was  the  window  of  Stangeist's  private 
sanctum,  according  to  the  plan  in  her  letter — was  securely 
locked.  Jimmie  Dale's  hands  went  into  his  pocket — and 
the  black  silk  mask  was  slipped  over  his  face.  He  listened 
intently — then  a  little  steel  instnunent  began  to  gnaw  like 
a  rat. 

A  minute  passed — two  of  them.  Again  Jimmie  Dale  lis- 
tened. TTiere  was  not  a  sound  save  the  night  sounds — the 
light  breeze  whispering  through  the  branches  of  the  trees; 
^  far-off  nmible  of  a  train;  the  whir  of  insects;  the 
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hoarse  croaking  of  a  frog  from  some  near-by  creek  or  pond 
The  window  sash  was  raised  an  inch,  another,  and  gradually 
to  tlic  tf)p.  Like  a  shadow.  Jinimic  U.ile  piiiird  himself  up  to 
tlic  sill,  and.  poi>cd  there,  his  hand  parted  the  heavy  portieres 
that  hung  within.  It  was  to(i  dark  to  distinguish  even  a  singk 
object  in  tlie  room.  Me  lowered  himself  to  the  floor,  and 
slipped  cautiously  l)etween  the  portieres. 

I'Voni  somewhere  in  the  house,  a  clock  began  to  strike. 
Jimniie  Dale  counted  the  strokes.  Eleven  o'clock.  It  w-as 
getting  late — /(>/)  late!  Stangcist  was  likely  to  be  back  at 
any  nuHuent.  Tlie  flashlight,  in  Jimmie  Dale's  hand  now. 
cir;'!i<l  th.e  room  with  its  little  round  white  ray,  lingern^ 
an  instant  in  a  cjueer.  inquisitive  sort  of  way  here  and  there 
on  this  (ihject  and  that — and  wetU  out.  Jimmie  Dale  nod- 
dr<I  -the  flat  desk  in  the  centre  of  the  floor,  the  safe  in  the 
corner  by  the  rear  wall,  the  po-iiion  of  everything  in  the 
room,  even  to  the  chairs,  was  ] photographed  on  his  mind. 

He  stepped  from  the  portieres  to  the  safe,  and  the  flaslh 
li;:!it  p!a\«d  again — this  time  reflecting  back  from  the glistcn- 
in;;  nickellcd  kno!)s.  Jintmie  I)ale*s  lips  tightened.  It  «-as  a 
small  safe,  alnio>t  huIicrou>ly  small;  but  to  such  height  as 
the  art  of  safe  rle>i;*n  had  been  carried,  that  design  was 
cnil"Mliod  in  the  one  before  him. 

•■  I  ype  K-four-two-vii^ht-C'ulby,"  muttered  Jimmie  Drie. 
**  .\  n;i-ty  little  Ikj^'^mf — and  it's  eleven  o'clock  now!  Vi 
xi^r  '  ^oiip  *  for  (Mue,  it  it  weren't  that  it  would  put  Stangeist 
wi-^e.  :ind  give  liiii:  a  chance  to  make  his  get-away  before  tbe 
district  attonuy  ^oi  tlje  nip|)ers  on  the  four  of  them." 

The  light  went  out.  Jinunie  Dale  drop|>ed  to  his  knees: 
and.  while  his  left  li.md  pa>sed  swiftly,  tentatively  oitf 
dial-  .iii<l  handle,  lu  rubbed  the  fingers  of  hi^  fight  hind 
r.i;:'iiy  to  and  iro  r.vrr  the  carpet.  Wonderful  linger  tip» 
\\v\K  tiiii-r  oi  JiTMiiir  I  ).ilr.  Mii>itive  to  an  abnumial  degree; 
an«l  n»»w,  lini^lm-  \\::li  ilic  frictson.  the  nerves  throbbing  tf 
till"  skin  N':r:.ii.-.  :1.  .  <  I.  .i  il  in  ^  iiijlii,  delicate  touch  npoi 
thr  kiinli  I.:  tlie  <l:.ii  ..:.•!  jiiiuiiie  Dale's  ear  pressed  clM 
ag.iiii-t  tl.r  :.Ke  oi  ti.L-  N.ile. 

lime  pa •*-*.«!.     1  he  silence  grew  heavy — seemed  to  palpitJll 


THE  MAN  HIGHER  UP  217 

through  the  room.  Then  a  deep  breath,  half  like  a  sigh, 
half  like  a  fluttering  sob  as  of  a  strong  man  taxed  to  the 
uttermost  of  his  endurance,  came  from  Jimmie  E)ale,  and 
his  left  hand  swept  away  the  sweat  beads  that  had  spurted 
to  his  forehead. 

••  Ei^t — ^thirteen — twenty-two,"  whispered  Jimmie  Dale. 

There  was  a  click,  a  low  metallic  thud  as  the  bolts  slid 
back,  and  the  door  swung  open. 

And  now  the  flashlight  again,  searching  the  mechanism  of 
the  inner  door — then  darkness  once  more. 

Five  minutes,  ten  minutes  went  by.  The  clock  struck 
again — and  the  single  stroke  seemed  to  boom  out  through 
the  house  in  a  weird,  raucous,  threatening  note,  and  seemed 
to  linger,  throbbing  in  the  air. 

The  inner  door  was  open — the  flashlight's  ray  was  flood- 
ing a  nest  of  pigeonholes  and  little  drawers.  The  pigeon- 
holes were  crammed  with  papers,  as.  presumably,  too.  were 
the  drawers.  Jimmie  Dale  sucked  in  his  breath.  He  had 
already  been  there  well  over  half  an  hour — every  minute 
now,  every  second  was  counting  against  him,  and  to  search 
that  mass  of  papers  before  Stangeist  returned  was 

**  Ah !  ** — it  came  in  a  fierce  little  ejaculation  from  Jimmie 
Dale.  From  the  centre  pigeonhole,  almost  the  first  paper 
be  had  toudied,  he  drew  a  long,  sealed  envelope,  and  at  a 
tingle  swift  glance  had  read  the  inscription  upon  it,  written 
in  kinghanda 

To  THE  District  Attorney, 

New  York  City. 

Impariami.  Urgent 

The  words  In  the  comers  were  underscored  three  times. 

Swiftly,  deftly,  Jimmie  Dale's  fingers  rolled  the  rounded 
end  of  one  of  his  collection  of  little  steel  instruments  under 
Ac  flap  of  the  envelope,  turned  the  flap  back,  and  drew  out 
the  folded  doctunent  inside.  There  were  four  sheets  of  legal 
foolscap,  neatly  fastened  together  at  the  top  left-hand  comer 
with  preen  tape.    He  opened  them  out,  read  a  few  words 
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here  and  there,  and  turned  the  pages  hurriedly  over  to 
scrutinise  the  last  one — an<l  noded  grimly.  Three  witnes<«« 
had  testified  to  the  signature  of  Stangeist.  and  a  notar>'» 
seal,  accumi^anied  by  the  usual  legal  formula,  was  duly 
affixed. 

Jininiie  Dale  slipped  the  document  into  his  pocket,  and. 
with  tlie  envel()i)e  in  his  hand,  moved  to  the  desk.  He 
oi)eiied  tjrst  one  drawer  and  then  another,  and  tlnally  d:^ 
coveriu}^^  a  ]>i1e  of  blank  foolscap,  took  out  four  sheets,  folded 
them,  and  jilaced  them  in  the  cnvcloi>e,  sealing  the  flap  of  the 
latter  a;::n*n.  That  ii  did  not  seal  very  well  now  brought  i 
c{ui/7.ical  twitch  to  Jimmie  Dale's  lij>s.  Sealed  or  unscalei 
IK-rhaps,  it  niacle  little  difference ;  but,  for  all  that,  he  wai  nc< 
through  with  it  yet.  Apart  from  bringing  the  four  to  justice, 
there  was.  after  all.  a  chance  to  vindicate  the  Gray  Seal  ia 
{hU  matter  at  least,  and  repudiate  the  newspaper  theocy 
which  the  public,  to  whom  the  Gray  Seal  was  already  a 
mcm^ter  of  ini<|uity.  would  seize  Uf>on  with  avidity. 

There  was  no  further  need  of  light  now.  Jimmie  We 
replaced  the  fla»;hli«;ht  in  his  j)Ocket,  took  out  the  thin,  metal 
case,  opened  it.  and  with  the  tiny  pair  of  tweezers  that  Ilk^ 
wi<e  iu"*tled  there,  lifted  out  one  of  the  gray,  diamoiM!- 
>hai)efl  pajxT  se;il<.  There  was  no  question  but  that,  once 
under  arre«»t.  Stan'/ei^t's  effects  would  lie  immediateW  arf 
thoroutrhly  srarcluf  1  by  the  authorities !  Jimmie  Dale's usSt 
from  cjuiz/Ical  berame  ironic.  It  would  aflFord  the  police 
another  little.  bewiMering  reminder  of  the  Gray  Seal  and 
L'ive  Carrutliers.  gof.d  old  rarruthers  of  the  Morning  .Vflr^ 
.  Ir.nts,  so  innoet-ntly  ii;nnrant  that  the  Gray  Seal  was  hi>  cM 
CMiIiMff  pal.  yet  the  one  editor  of  them  all  who  was  no(  f<f' 
ever  barkini;  and  yelping  at  the  Gray  Seal's  heels,  a  chaact 
to  vindiiate  him^ielf  a  little,  too!  Jimmie  Dale  moistttt' 
the  adhesive  ^\<\v  c»f  the  ijray  seal,  and,  still  mindful  of  »* 
tale  fini:er  prints,  laici  it  with  the  tweezers  on  the  flap  of  ik 
envrlnTH'.  and  pn'^sfd  it  firmlv  into  place  with  his  elbov. 

\n«l  then,  suddenly,  every  faculty  instantly  on  the  alrt 
hr  sTiati-fied  n!»  the  envelojH?  from  the  desk,  and  lirtHW^ 
Was  it  imagination,  a  trick  of  nerves,  or — no,  there  it  ^ 
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again  I — a  footfall  on  the  gravel  walk  at  the  front  of  the 
house.  The  sound  became  louder,  clearer — two  footfalls 
instead  of  one.  It  was  Stangeist,  and  somebody  was  with 
him. 

In  an  instant  Jimmie  Dale  was  across  the  room  and  kneel- 
ing again  before  the  safe.  His  fingers  were  flying  now.  The 
envelope  shot  back  into  the  pigeonhole  from  which  he  had 
taken  it — the  inner  door  of  the  safe  closed  silently  and 
swiftly. 

A  dry  chuckle  came  from  Jimmie  Dale's  lips.  It  was  just 
like  fiction,  just  precisely  time  enough  to  have  accomplished 
what  he  had  come  for  before  he  was  interrupted,  not  a 
second  more  or  less,  the  villain  foiled  at  the  psycholc^ical 
moment !  The  key  was  rattling  in  the  front  door  now — they 
were  in  the  hall — he  could  hear  Stangeist's  voice — there  came 
a  dull  glow  from  the  hallway,  following  the  click  of  an 
electric-light  switch.  The  outer  door  of  the  safe  swung 
shut,  the  bolts  slid  into  place,  the  dial  whirled  under  Jimmie 
Dale's  fingers.  It  was  only  a  step  to  the  portieres,  the  open 
window — and  escape.  He  straightened  up,  stepped  back, 
the  portieres  closed  behind  him — and  the  chuckle  died  on 
Jimmie  Dale's  lips. 

He  was  trapped— caught  without  so  much  as  a  comer  in 
which  to  turn!  Stangeist  was  even  then  coming  into  the 
room — and  outside,  darkly  outlined,  two  forms  stood  just 
beneath  the  window.  Instinctively,  quick  as  a  flash,  Jimmie 
Dale  crouched  below  the  sill.  Who  were  they?  What  did 
it  mean?  Questions  swept  in  swift  sequence  through  his 
brain.  Had  they  seen  him  ?  It  would  be  very  dark  against 
the  background  of  the  portieres,  but  yet  if  they  were  watch- 
ing— ^he  drew  a  breath  of  relief.  He  had  not  been  seen. 
Their  voices  reached  him  in  low,  guarded  whispers. 

"  5>ay,  youse,  Ike.  pipe  it !  Dere's  a  window  open  in  the 
snitch's  room.  Come  on,  well  get  in  dere.  Itll  make  the 
hair  stand  up  on  the  back  of  his  neck  fer  a  starter." 

**  Aw,  ferget  it ! "  replied  another  voice,  **  Can  the  tee- 
ayter  stunt!  Qarie  leaves  the  front  door  unfastened,  don't 
he  ?    An'  deyll  be  in  dere  in  a  minute  now.    Wotcher  want 
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ter  do?  Crab  the  game?  He  might  hear  us  an'  fix  Gane 
before  we  had  a  chaiist,  the  skinny  old  fox!  An'  derc's  the 
li^hl  now — see!  Beat  it  on  yer  toes  fer  the  front  of  thf 
house !  " 

The  room  was  flooded  with  light.  Through  the  portierf*. 
that  Jimniie  Dale  ))artc<I  by  the  barest  fraction  of  an  inch, 
he  couUl  see  Slangeisi  and  another  man,  a  thick-set.  ui:i>- 
facod-lnoking  customer — C'larie  Ueane.  according  lo  that 
t)rief.  whispered  cullociuy  that  he  had  heard  omside.  He 
looked  .'igain  through  the  window.  The  two  dark  forms  had 
disappeared  now.  but  they  had  disap])eared  just  a  few 
seconds  too  late — with  the  two  other  men  now  in  the  room, 
and  one  uf  tliem  so  close  that  Jimmic  Dale  could  almo: 
have  reached  out  and  touched  him,  it  was  impossible  to  get 
through  the  window  without  In-ing  detected,  when  the 
slii^diteNt  sound  would  attract  instant  attention  and  equally 
instant  suspicion.  It  was  a  chance  to  be  taken  only  as  a  U>: 
report. 

limmie  Dnle's  fare  grew  hard,  as  his  fingers  closed  around 
1m<  automatic  anrl  drew  the  weapm  from  his  pocket.  It  wa* 
all  plain  enough.  That  last  act  in  the  drama  which  he  hid 
^speculatively  anticijated  was  being  staged  with  little  los*  of 
time-  :ind  in  a  grim  sort  of  way  the  thought  flashed  acTO*5 
his  mind  that,  perilous;  as  his  own  jKxition  was.  Stangct*? 
:it  that  moment  was  in  even  greater  peril  than  himself 
A'l  trali.m  fke.  The  Mo|)e,  and  Clarie  Deane.  given  ihr 
tli.inre.  nv.A  thev  »*eemed  to  have  made  that  chance  now. 
w.-rr  n^'t  likelv  to  deal  in  half  measures — Clarie  Deane 
)i  ,|  .Irnvj..-.!  into  a  chair  beside  the  desk  ;  and  The  Mope  aad 
.\i:-TraIi.iii  I!«-  \v«Te  en-eping  around  to  the  front  door! 

I  I'.e  p:r!:'i'.:  in  tlie  jmrtieres  widened  a  little  more,  a  xrrj 
I'M  If  IV'. '^'•,  -^  fv.lv.  'TiMHTreiitiMv,  until  limmie  Dale,  br  the 
J..  ..1..  ,  >;.  ..»:,.. It  i.f  mnvini:  his  head,  could  obtain  an  i»- 
i.>.  'rv' t'lj  \'''.v  iif  tb'-  entire  room, 

«^f  i-v-.'-t  •■i-^i-.l  .1  li  ij  }\r  I'.ad  Ihtu  carn'ing  on  the  drtL 
T"ll«!  '!p  a  r^':jir  ».!'"»-!tr  to  Clarie  DiMne.  and  sat  dova. 
I^i'li  mi-n  •VfT'-  «!•!•■  i:irr  to  limmie  Dale. 

"  Vou  irll  the  liovs,"  .said  Stangeist  abruptly,  "to  Iwk 
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awmy  after  this  for  a  while.  Things  are  getting  too  hot. 
And  you  tell  The  Mope  I  dock  him  five  hundred  for  that 
extra  crunch  on  Roessle's  skull.  That  sort  of  thing  isn't 
necessary.  That's  the  kind  of  stunt  that  gets  the  public 
sore — the  man  was  dead  enough  as  it  was.    See  ?  " 

**  Sure  I  "  Garie  Deane's  ejaculation  was  a  gnmt. 

Stangeist  opened  the  bag,  and  dumped  the  contents  on  the 
desk — pile  after  pile  of  banknotes,  the  pay  roll  of  the  Mar- 
tindale-Kensington  Mills. 

"  Some  haul ! "  observed  Qarie  Deane,  with  a  hoarse 
diuckle.    "  The  papers  said  over  twenty  thousand." 

•*  You  can't  always  believe  what  the  papers  say,"  returned 
Stangeist  curtly ;  and,  taking  a  scribbling  pad  from  the  desk, 
began  to  check  up  the  packages. 

Clarie  Deane's  cigar  had  gone  out.  He  rolled  the  short 
stub  in  his  mouth,  and  leaned  forward. 

The  bills  were  evidently  just  as  they  had  been  delivered 
to  the  murdered  paymaster  at  the  bank,  done  up  with  little 
narrow  paper  bands  in  packages  of  one  hundred  notes  each, 
save  for  a  small  bundle  of  loose  bills  which  latter,  with  the 
rolls  of  silver,  Stangeist  swept  to  one  side  of  the  desk. 

Package  by  package,  Stangeist  went  on  jotting  the  amounts 
down  on  the  pad. 

"  Nix  !  "  growled  Qarie  Deane  suddenly.  "  Cut  that  out ! 
Them's  fivers  in  that  wad.  Make  that  five  hundred  instead 
of  one — I'm  outer  yer ! " 

**  Mistake,"  said  Stangeist  suavely,  changing  the  figures 
with  his  pencil.  "  You're  pretty  wide  awake  for  this  time 
of  night,  aren't  you,  Qarie  ?  " 

"  Oh,  I  dunno  I "  responded  Qarie  Deane  gruffly.  "  Not 
so  very ! " 

Stangeist,  finished  with  the  packages,  picked  up  the  loose 
bills,  and,  with  a  short  laugh,  tossed  them  into  the  bag  and 
followed  them  with  the  rolls  of  silver.  He  pushed  the  bag 
toward  Qarie  Deane. 

•*  That's  a  little  extra  for  you,"  he  said.  "  The  trouble 
with  you  fellows  is  that  you  don't  know  when  you're  well 
off — but  the  sooner  you  find  it  out  the  better,  unless  you 
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want  another  lesson  like  yesterday."  He  made  the  additkn 
on  the  pad.  '*  Fifteen  thousand,  eight  hundred  dollars,"  be 
announced  softly.  '*  That's  seven  thousand,  nine  hundred 
for  the  three  of  vou  to  divide,  less  live  hundred  from  The 
Mope." 

Clarie  I)eane*s  eves  narrowed.  His  hands  were  on  liis 
knees,  hidden  hv  the  desk. 

"  There's  niore'n  twenty  there,"  he  said  sullenly — and 
drew  a  niaicli  across  the  under  edge  of  the  de>k  with  a  long, 
cracklinjj  noi^e. 

Staui^eistV  face  lost  its  suavity,  a  snarl  curled  his  lt|)s:b'Jt, 
ahont  to  reply,  he  sprang:  suddenly  to  his  feet  instead,  hu 
head  turned  >harj>ly  toward  the  door. 

"  WhatV  that !  "  he  said  hoarsely.  **  It's  not  the  servanu. 
thev  wouldn't  dare  to—" 

Stanj^'eist*<;  wonN  ended  in  a  gulp.  He  was  staring  in:o 
the  nuizzle  nf  a  heavv-calilxTed  revolver  that  Clarie  Dane 
had  jerked  up  fnini  under  the  de^k. 

"  ^'ou  sit  down,  or  Til  !)low  your  block  off! "  said  Garie 
Deane.  with  a  <udden  leer. 

It  har»i>enril  then  almn<t  htforc  Timmie  Dale  could  grasp 
the  detaiN  :  Iwforc  even  Clarie  Deane  himself  could  interfere: 
The  door  hiir^t  open,  two  men  nished  in — and  one.  with  a 
iKMind.  flnn*;  himself  nt  Stanijeist.  The  man's  hand,  grasj^ 
•inij  a  chihhefl  revolver,  roQc  in  the  air.  do  vended  <* 
.*^t:nvje'-t*<  hrnd  -uid  Stanpei^^t  went  down  in  a  limp  hea^ 
rrn-hed  into  the  cliair,  an<i  slid  from  the  chair  with  a  tbnc 
to  the  flof>r. 

There  wni  nn  onth  from  Clarie  Dcane.  He  jumped  ftt» 
hU  «pnt.  :i»id  with  a  violent  shove  sent  the  man  reeling  h>2 
arro^N  »l'i»  ronm. 

"  niast  vrv]  Mri^M' !  ••  he  «!narled.  "  You're  too  blamed  *y' 
n*ve  wnnter  nti'-rr  the  whole  hi7?  " 

"  \w.  wn»*s  f«  o  mntfAf  wid  you«»!"  The  Mope.  porrV^ 
farid  with  riTe.  little  hbrk  rve<  ch'tterincf,  mouth  workinc 
iind'T  a  Pitt«'nof|  no«e  t>nf  ^onr  nrcvion*  rnrnTmter  to 
hri»ki'«i  and  hrnt  over  the  side  of  his  faee,  advanced  bcDir 
crently. 
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Australian  Ike,  who  had  entered  the  room  with  him,  pulled 
htm  back. 

**  Ferget  it ! "  he  flung  out.  "  Clarie's  dealin'  the  deck. 
Ferget  it ! " 

The  Mope  glared  from  one  to  the  other ;  then  shook  his 
fist  at  Stangeist  on  the  floor. 

**  Youse  two  make  me  sick ! "  he  sneered.  "  Wot's  the 
use  of  waitin*  all  night  ?  We  was  to  bump  him  off,  anyway, 
wasn't  we?  Dat's  wot  youse  said  yerselves,  'cause  wot  was 
ter  stop  him  writin'  out  another  paper  if  we  didn't  fix  him 
fer  keeps?" 

"  That's  all  right,"  rejoined  Qarie  Deane ;  **  but  that's 
the  second  act,  you  bonehead,  see !  We  ain't  got  the  paper 
yet,  have  we?  Say,  take  a  look  at  that  safe!  It's  easier 
ter  scare  him  inter  openin*  it  than  ter  crack  it,  ain't  it?  " 

Jimmie  Dale,  from  his  crouched  position,  began  to  rise 
to  his  feet  slowly,  making  but  the  slightest  movement  at  a 
time,  cautious  of  the  least  sound.  His  h'ps  were  like  a  thin 
line,  his  fingers  tightly  pressed  over  the  automatic  in  his 
hand.  There  was  not  room  for  him  between  the  portieres 
and  the  window ;  and,  do  what  he  could,  the  hangings  bulged 
a  little.  Let  one  of  the  three  notice  that,  or  inadvertently 
brush  against  the  portieres,  and  his  life  would  not  be  worth 
an  instant's  purchase. 

They  were  lifting  Stangeist  up  now,  propping  him  up  in 
the  chair.  Stangeist  moaned,  opened  his  eyes,  stared  in  a 
dazed  way  at  the  three  faces  that  leered  into  his,  then  dawn- 
ii^^  intelligence  came,  and  his  face,  that  had  been  white  be- 
fore, took  on  a  pasty,  grayish  pallor. 

*•  You— the  three  of  you !  "  he  mumbled.  "  What's  this 
mean?"  ^ 

And  then  Oarie  Deane  laughed  in  a  low,  brutal  way. 

"  Wot  d'ye  think  it  means  ?  We  want  that  paper,  an'  we 
want  it  damn  quick — see !  D'ye  think  we  was  goin'  ter  stand 
fcr  havin*  a  trip  ter  Sing  Sing  an'  the  wire  chair  danglin' 
over  our  heads !  " 

Stangeist  closed  his  eyes.  When  he  opened  them  again, 
something  of  the  old-time  craftiness  was  in  his  face. 
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"Well,  what  arc  you  going  to  do  about  it?"  he  inquired 
almost  sharply.  "  S'^ou  know  what  will  happen  to  you.  if 
anything  hapj>cns  to  me." 

*•  Don't  yousc  kid  ycrseli !  "  retorted  Clarie  Deane.  "  D'>c 
think  we're  fools?  This  ain't  like  it  was  yesterday — >«' 
We  yets  the  paper  this  time — so  there  won't  noihin*  ha:- 
pen  to  us.  You  come  acro.ss  with  it  blasted  quick  now.  r>r 
The  MopcMl  give  you  another  on  the  bean  that'll  put  yoc 
to  sleep  for  keeps !  " 

The  blood  was  running  down  Stangeist's  face.  He  wiped 
it  away  from  liis  eyes. 

"  It's  not  here,"  he  said  innocently.  "  It's  in  my  box  in 
the  safi'iy-dc|H}sit   vaults." 

'*  Aw.*'  blurted  out  Australian  Ike,  pushing  suddenly  {or- 
ward.  "  vouse  can't  work  dat  craw!  on — 


(1.      yousc  can  i  wofk  uai  rrawx  on " 

««  --     ^  —  -  - 


Cut  it  out.  Ike!"  snapped  Clarie  Dane.  "I'm  ninnin' 
this!  So  it's  in  the  vaults,  eh?"  He  shoved  his  face  to- 
ward Stangcisi's. 

"Yes."  said  Stangeist  easily.  "You  sec — I  was  looking 
for  something  like  this." 

Clarie  Dcane's  fist  clenched. 

•'  ^'ou  lie !  "  he  choked.  "  The  Mope,  here,  was  the  last 
of  US  you  showed  the  paper  to  yesterday  afemoon.  an*  t!« 
vauhs  was  cK»»ird  then — an'  vnu  ain't  been  there  to-<Iif. 
'cause  vou'vf  hfon  watched.  That's  why  we  fixed  it  ftf 
ti>-nicht  after  tlie  cljvvy  that  you've  just  tried  ter  do  ns  Oi 
again.  Vause  we  knew  you  had  it  here.** 

'*  f  tell  you.  it's  not  here."  said  Stangeist  evmly. 

'*  You  lie!"  said  Clarie  Deane  again.  "  It's  in  that  safe 
The  Mojk:  heard  you  tell  the  girl  in  yer  office  that  if  aa^ 
thini:  ]i:ipj)oncd  you  she  was  ter  wise  u]|  the  district  att€r* 
n*'v  that  there  was  a  parser  in  your  safe  at  home  fer  Mb 
that  w:i»i  imr>'>rtnnt.  Now  then,  you  lieat  it  over  ter  ita 
safe,  an'  oi)cn  it  tip — we'll  give  you  a  minute  ter  do  it  ia* 

"  The  paper'*,  not  there.  I  tell  you,"  said  Stangeist 
mon* 

"limit's    .'ill    riv:l:t."    submitted    Clarie    Deane 
•*  Then'*N  a  rjuarter  of  that  minute  gone." 


«4 
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"  I  won't ! "  Stangeist  flashed  out  violently. 

•'  That's  all  right."  repeated  Clarie  Deane.  "  There's  half 
of  that  minute  gone." 

Jimmie  Dale's  eyes,  in  a  fascinated  sort  of  way,  were  on 
Stangeist.  The  man's  face  was  twitching  now,  moisture 
began  to  ooze  from  his  forehead,  as  the  callous  brutality  of 
the  scowling  faces  seemed  to  get  him — and  then  he  lurched 
suddenly  forward  in  his  chair. 

•*  My  God ! "  he  cried  out,  a  ring  of  terror  in  his  voice. 
*•  WTiat  do  you  mean  to  do?  You'll  pay  for  it !  They'll  get 
you !    The  servants  will  be  back  in  a  minute." 

•*  Two  skirts ! "  jeered  Clarie  Deane.  We  ain't  goin' 
tcr  run  away  from  them.  If  they  comes  before  we  goes, 
we'll  fix  'em.    That  minute's  up ! " 

Stangeist  licked  his  lips  with  his  tongue. 
Suppose — suppose  I  refuse?"  he  said  hoarsely. 
You  can  suit  yerself ,"  said  Clarie  Deane,  with  a  vicious 
grin.  "We  know  the  paper's  there,  an'  we  gets  it  before 
wc  leaves  here — see  ?  You  can  take  yer  choice.  Either  you 
goes  over  ter  the  safe  an'  opens  it  yerself,  or  else  "—he 
paused  and  produced  a  small  bottle  from  his  pocket — "  this 
is  nitro-glycerin',  an'  we  opens  it  fer  you  with  this.  Only 
if  wc  does  the  job  we  does  it  proper.  We  ties  you  up  and 
sets  you  against  the  door  of  the  safe  before  we  touches  off 
the  *  soup/  an'  mabbe  if  yer  a  good  guesser  you  can  guess 
the  rest." 

There  was  a  short,  raucous  guffaw  from  The  Mope. 

Stangeist  turned  a  drawn  face  toward  the  man,  stared  at 
him,  and  stared  in  a  miserable  way  at  the  other  two  in  turn. 
He  licked  his  lips  again — none  was  in  a  better  position  than 
hmisclf  to  know  t||at  there  would  be  neither  scruples  nor 
hesitancy  to  interfere  with  carrying  out  the  threat. 

*•  Suppose,"  he  said,  trying  to  keep  his  voice  steady,  "  sup- 
pose I  open  the  safe — what  then — afterward?" 

**  Wc  ain't  got  the  safe  open  yet,"  countered  Qarie  Deane 
uncompromisingly.  '*  An'  we  ain't  got  no  more  time  ter 
fool  over  it,  either.  You  get  a  move  on  before  I  cotmts 
five,  or  The  Mope  an'  Ike  ties  you  up !    One        " 
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Stangcist  staggered  to  his  feet,  wiped  the  blood  out  of  his 
i'vcs  for  tlic  .second  time,  and,  with  lips  working,  went  un- 
steadily  across  the  room  to  the  safe. 

m 

I  le  knelt  Ik* fore  it,  and  l>egan  to  manipulate  the  dial ;  whiiic 
the  others  crowded  around  Ixrhind  him.  The  Mope  wa* 
fiMf^ering  his  revolver  a;^'ain  diih  fashion.  Australian  lke'» 
ellK)w  just  j^razcd  the  portirres,  and  Jimmie  Dale  flattmci 
In'mself  a^^iinst  the  window,  holding  his  breath — a  smile  en 
his  lips  that  was  mirthless,  deadly,  cold.  The  end  was  noc 
far  olT  now  ;  and  then — what? 

.**^tanj^'ri>t  had  the  outer  d<x)r  of  the  safe  open  now — and 
now  tlie  inner  drK)r  swimg  back.  He  reached  in  his  hand  :o 
the  pigeonhole,  drew  out  the  envelope — and  with  a  suddcc 
wild  crv.  reeled  to  his  feet. 

"  My  ( ;«h1  !  ••  he  screamed  out.    "  WTiat's— what's  this'" 

C'larie  Deane  snatched  the  envelope  from  him. 

"  7/ir  (iniy  Sralf  ** — the  words  came  with  a  jerk  from  hii 
lipN.  He  ri]»prd  the  envelope  ojien  frantically — and  like  i 
man  stnnru-d  L^.izcd  at  the  four  blank  sheets,  while  the  colocr 
K-ft  his  face.    "  It's  nnnc!  "  he  cried  out  hoarsely. 

"<ji»nc!"  Tlirre  was  a  burst  of  oaths  from  Austnfia 
Ike.    "  Cone!     Hen  we're  nij)iH'd^-de  lot  of  us!** 

The  Mdpc's  face  was  like  a  maniac's  as  he  whirled  oi 

Staiiirei^t. 

•■.<iin!'*    he    croaked.      "But    youse    gets    yen    fifH. 


VoU'-r 


\\"^\h  .1  -TV,  Stanu'ei'-t.  to  elude  the  blow,  dtidced  UindK 
li.i. 'kv.  .1!'!  v-.to  \\\r  portiere^  -and  with  a  rip  and  tear  tht 
lMnL:in''N  wrri-  w  rr ni-lu'd  .-ipart. 

Ii      '.■:.i-  "•^■*  ::T:tneoii-ly — a  yell  of  minglefl  surprise  aad 

f-ry  fr '111  'Vt  •'  r-i   -ti:e  crash  and  si>it  of  Jimmie  Dale's  r^ 

-.■■'.-'•  ..    ■  t    !>.  !  (.Tie  shot  at  the  floor  to  stop  their  n»K— 

•■  ■  Ti  '  r  \\'\:  :  I  iv>'  if  at  the  window,  through  it,  and  drofpfi 

•»r:i\v!:f.:  •«»  !!.•■  «^r»ir.!i»!. 

\  "^  ■■'.Ml  if  fl.trn*  n:?  t!ir  darkness  atiove  him.  a  bdkt 
".!.■!!' il  Sv  I  i-  head  aiiotlier — an*l  another.  He  wis  tf 
Iiis  feet.  < 'vrk  .'is  a  cat,  ami  nnining  close  alonj^ide  of  Ar 
'*  t!1  of  '^  •    !  '^v  r^      IT  ■  Vo'^'-d  a  thud  liehind  him.  still  l^ 
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other,  and  yet  a  third — they  were  dropping  through  the  win- 
dow after  him.  Came  another  shot,  an  angry  hum  of  the 
bullet  closer  than  before — then  the  pound  of  racing  feet. 

Jtmmie  Dale  swung  around  the  corner  of  the  house,  run- 
ning at  top  speed.  Something  that  was  like  a  hot 'iron  sud- 
denly burned  and  seared  along  the  side  of  his  head  just 
above  the  ear.  He  reeled,  staggered,  recovered  himself,  and 
dashed  on.  It  nauseated  him,  that  stinging  in  his  head,  and 
all  at  once  seemed  to  be  draining  his  strength  away.  The 
shouts,  the  shots,  the  running  feet  became  like  a  curious 
buzzing  in  his  ears.  It  seemed  strange  that  they  should  have 
hit  him.  that  he  should  be  wounded !  If  he  could  only  reach 
the  low  stone  wall  by  the  road,  he  could  at  least  make  a  fight 
for  his  life  on  the  other  side! 

Red  streaks  swam  before  Jimmie  Dale's  eyes.  The  wall 
H-as  such  a  long  way  off — a  yard  or  two  was  a  very  lone: 
way  more  to  go^the  weakness  seemed  to  be  creeping  up 
now  even  to  numb  his  brain.  No.  here  was  the  wall — they 
hadn't  hit  him  again — ^he  laughed  in  a  demented  way — and 
rolled  his  body  over,  and  fell  to  the  other  side. 

The  cry  seemed  to  reach  some  inner  consciousness,  revive 
him.  send  the  blood  whipping  through  his  veins.  That 
voice !  It  was  her — hers!  The  Tocsin !  There  was  an  auto- 
mobile, engine  racing,  standing  there  in  the  road.  He  won 
to  his  feet — dark,  rushing  forms  were  almost  at  the  wall. 
He  fired — once — twice — fired  again — and  turned,  staggering 
for  the  car. 

••  Jimmie !    Jimmie — quick ! " 

Panting,  gasping,  he  half  fell  into  the  tonneau.  The  car 
leaped  forward,  yells  filled  the  air — but  only  one  thing  was 
dominant  in  Jimmie  Dale's  reeling  brain  now.  He  pulled 
himself  up  to  his  feet,  and  leaned  over  the  hack  of  the  seat, 
reaching  for  the  slim  figure  that  was  bent  over  the  wheel. 

"  It's  you — ^you  at  last !  "  he  cried.  **  Your  face — let  me 
•ee  your  face !  " 

A  bullet  split  the  back  panel  of  the  car — little  spurting 
lames  were  dancing  out  from  the  roadway  behind. 
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"  Arc  you  mad ! "  she  shouted  back  at  him,  **  Let  me 
steer— do  you  want  them  to  hit  me !  " 

"  Xo-o/'  said  Jiniinic  Dale,  in  a  queer  singsong  son  of 
way,  and  his  head  seemed  to  spin  dizzily  around.     **  No— 

I    guess "      He    choked.      "  The    paper — it's    in — my 

pocket  " — ^and  he  went  down  unconscious  on  the  floor  of  the 
car. 

When  he  recovered  his  senses  he  was  lying  on  a  couch  in 
a  plainly  furnished  room,  and  a  man,  a  stranger,  red.  jov- 
ial-faced, farmerish  looking,  was  bending  over  him. 

*'  Where  am  I  ?  "  he  demanded  finally,  propping  hinueli 
lip  on  his  elbow. 

"  You're  all  right,"  replied  the  man.  **  She  said  yoa'd 
come  around  in  a  little  while." 

"Who  said  so?"  inquired  Jimmie  Dale. 

"  She  did.  The  woman  who  brought  you  here  about  five 
minutes  ago.    She  said  she  ran  you  down  with  her  car." 

"  Oh !  "  said  Jimmie  Dale.  He  feh  of  his  head — it  wn 
bandaged,  and  it  was  bandaged,  he  was  quite  sure,  with  a 
piece  of  torn  underskirt.  He  looked  at  the  man  again. 
"  You  liavi-n't  told  me  yet  where  I  am." 

**  Long  Island.'*  the  other  answered.  My  name's  Hi^ 
son.    I  kvv\y  a  hit  of  a  truck  garden  here." 

"  (")h,"  said  Jininn'c  Dale  again. 

The  man  crosM-d  tlie  room,  picked  up  an  envelope  fi 
the  tahk*.  antl  came  hack  to  Jimmie  Dale. 

"  She  ^ai*l  to  give  you  this  as  soon  as  you  got  your 
and  a>kcd  us  to  put  you  up  for  a  while,  as  long  as  you  m-antrd 
to  vi.iy,  and  paid  us  for  it,  too.  She's  all  right,  she  is.  Yoi 
'inn't  want  to  hold  the  accident  up  against  her.  she  vii 
mJLjhty  sorry  al)Out  it.  .And  now  1*11  go  and  see  if  the  M 
laily's  got  your  room  ready  while  you're  readin'  your  fct:cr.* 

The  man  Kft  the  room. 

Jimmie  D.ilr  sat  up  on  the  couch,  and  tore  the 
open.    The  note,  scrawled  in  |H*ncil,  b^an  abruptly : 

You  were  quite  a  f>r(»hlrm.     I  couldn't  take  you 
could  I  ?    I  couldn't  take  you  to  what  you  call  the 
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could  I?  I  couldn't  take  you  to  a  hospital,  nor  call  in  a 
doctor — the  stain  you  use  wouldn't  stand  it.  But,  thank 
God !  I  know  it's  only  a  flesh  wound,  and  you  are  all  right 
where  you  are  for  the  day  or  two  that  you  must  keep  quiet 
and  take  care  of  yourself.  By  the  time  you  read  this  the 
paper  will  be  on  the  way  to  the  proper  hands,  and  by  morn- 
ing the  four  where  they  should  be.  There  were  a  few  arti- 
cles in  your  clothes  I  thought  it  better  to  take  charge  of  in 
case — well,  in  case  of  accident." 

Jimmie  Dale  tore  the  note  up,  and  smiled  wryly  at  the 
door.  He  felt  in  his  pockets.  Mask,  revolver,  burglar's 
tools,  and  the  thin  metal  insignia  case  were  gone. 

"  And  I  had  the  sublime  optimism,"  murmured  Jimmie 
Dale,  ''to  spend  months  trying  to  find  her  as  Larry  the 
Bat!'' 


CHAPTER  IX 

TWO  CROOKS   AND   A    KNAVE 

T^HE  bnllct  wound  altm^  the  side  of  his  head  and  ju^ 
a!)ovt'  hl's  rar  would  have  been  a  vcn'  awkward  thine 
inflecci,  in  inoro  wavs  than  one,  for  lininiie  Dale,  the  milli'T- 
aire,  to  have  explained  at  hi'^  dnh,  in  his  social  set.  or  even  t-^ 
his  servants,  and  of  these  latter  to  Jason  the  Solicitoa*  rr. 
particular:  hut  for  Timnu'e  Hale  as  I^rrv  the  Bat  it  wa<  a 
mattt-r  of  little  moment.  There  was  none  to  question  Larry 
the  Hat.  ^^ave  in  a  most  casual  and  indifferent  way;  and  a 
Knidaije  of  any  de-icription.  primarily  and  above  all  one  that 
he  could  arrange  himself,  with  onlv  him«ielf  to  take  note  o! 
ihf  inronji^rurjus  hues  of  skin  where  the  stain,  the  jfTeiw 
paint,  at  id  tlu-  make-up  was  wa'ihed  off.  would  excite  lit'k 
attttiiion  in  that  world  where  dailv  afTravs  were  comnwo* 
plai'r  liappfniii.:**.  ancl  a  wound,  for  whatever  rex<on.  had 
Inntr  since  In-t  the  tani'  of  nnvrltv.  W'liv  then  should  t! 
ari.u^e  even  a  pas-^ini;  interc«*t  if  I-arry  the  Rit.  credifed  a« 
thr  ipn-^t  confiniu'd  (»f  dojv  tu-nds,  should  have  fallen  domra 
tl.«-  dark,  rickrtv  -tair-i  of  the  tenement  in  one  of  his  orpe*- 
aii'l.  in  \}\r  exprc^^ive  lanj^ua^e  of  the  Bad  Lands,  cracked 
hi-  hcan ! 

\tiil  ».n  liruMiif  IXak*  had  lu'cn  fi»rce<l  to  maintain  the  ivk 
of  l.arry  iln-  Tiat  f'>r  a  far  l«ini»iT  fKTiod  than  he  had  antic* 
ipit»  •!  v.*'.«ii.  tin  tIavN  l>ffnrr.  he  had  asstimed  it  for  thr 
ni'jl.t'-  W'lrk  !h.!t  l'.:ifl  -•»  ntarlv  ri-Nulted  fatally  for  hinvelf. 
th.i»'".'^i  it  li!'!  I  !  ti  •'!  Iv'm-'^Ic'n  murderer*  tiehind  the  hark 
I'nr  •)  ••  TT  M  •!  tv.  uru^llijiv:  l«»  cnurt  the  risk  of  remainifll 
in  •)  .i!  T'.••'.■'l^. i-ir''"'"!.  hv  fiail  left  Hanson's,  the  farmer*! 
hou^'t*  on  l.t'iXi^  Niantl  wlu-re  the   Tocsin  had  carried  ban  ii 
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an  unconscious  state,  telephoned  Jason  that  he  had  been  un- 
expectedly called  out  of  town  for  a  few  days,  and  returned 
to  the  Sanctuary  in  New  York.  And  here,  to  his  ^rim  dis- 
may, he  had  found  the  underworld  in  a  state  of  furious, 
angry  unrest,  like  a  nest  of  hornets,  stirred  up,  seeking  to 
wreak  vengeance  on  an  unseen  assailant. 

For  years,  as  the  Gray  Seal,  Jimmie  Dale  had  lived  with 
the  slogan  of  the  police,  "  The  Gray  Seal  dead  or  alive — 
but  the  Gray  Seal!"  sounding  in  his  ears;  with  the  news- 
papers screaming  their  diatribes,  arousing  the  people  against 
him,  nagging  the  authorities  into  sleepless,  frenzied  efforts 
to  trap  him;  with  a  price  upon  his  head  that  was  large 
enough  to  make  a  man,  not  too  pretentious,  rich  for  life — but 
in  the  underworld,  until  then,  the  name  of  the  Gray  Seal  had 
been  one  to  conjure  with,  for  the  underworld  had  sworn 
by  the  unknown  master  criminal,  and  had  spoken  his  name 
with  a  reverence  that  was  none  the  less  genuine  even  if 
pungently  tainted  with  unholiness.  But  now  it  was  different. 
Up  and  down  through  the  Bad  Lands,  in  gambling  hells,  in 
vicious  resorts,  in  the  hiding  places  where  thugs  and  crooks 
burrowed  themselves  away  from  the  daylight,  through  the 
heart  and  the  outskirts  of  the  underworld  travelled  the  fiat, 
whispered  out  of  mouths  crooked  to  one  side — death  to  the 
Gray  Seal! 

Gangland  differences  were  forgotten  in  the  larger  issue 
of  the  common  weal.  The  gang  spirit  became  the  spirit  of 
a  united  whole,  and  the  crime  fraternity  buzzed  and  hummed 
poisonously,  spurred  on  by  hatred,  thirst  for  revenge,  fear, 
and,  perhaps  most  potent  of  all,  a  hideous  suspicion  now  of 
each  other. 

The  underworld  had  received  a  shock  at  which  it  stood 
aghast,  and  which,  with  its  terrifying  possibilities,  struck 
consternation  into  the  soul  of  every  individual  of  that 
brotherhood  whose  bond  was  crime,  who  was  already 
••  wanted  **  for  some  offence  or  other,  whether  it  ranered 
from  murder  in  the  first  degree  to  some  petty  piece  of  sneak 
thievery.  Stangeist,  the  Indian  chief,  the  lawyer  whose  cun- 
ning brain  had  stood  as  a  rampart  between  the  undem'orld 
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and  a  prison  cdl.  was  himself  now  in  the  Tombfi  with  the 
certainty  of  the  electric  chair  before  him ;  and  with  him, 
the  same  fate  eciually  assured,  were  Australian  Ike.  The 
Mope,  and  C'larie  Deane!  Ari<t(K*rats  of  the  Bad  I-and*. 
peers  f)f  that  in;:lorinus  reahii  were  t?io<e  four — and  the  !i!«.w 
had  fallen  witli  >tunnin^  force,  a  hlow  that  in  itself  w* •:■}<! 
have  l>een  enou«;h  to  liave  stirred  the  underworld  lo  :t* 
dei)ths.  But  tliat  was  not  all — from  the  cell^  in  the  Tombs, 
from  the  four  came  the  word,  and  pas>ed  from  mouih  •« 
mouth  in  that  -itranfje  mulrriiround  exchange  tmlil  all  had 
heard  it.  tli.it  tlie  Cray  Seal  luid  "  Stjuralcd."  The  Gray  >«I 
who,  tlioui:h  unknown,  they  had  coimted  the  moM  emimr,! 
amonc:  thrmselves,  liad  <'|ueaKfI!  Who  wa-?  the  Gray  Seal" 
If  he  had  lield  the  s«rnt<  r»f  Stantjei-it  and  his  Kiml.  wVo: 
eKe  mityht  he  nnt  know?  Who  rUe  mi^ht  not  fall  next* 
The  Gray  Sea!  had  become  a  «nitch.  a  menace,  a  «onrcr  -v 
danjrrr  that  <talk«d  anionc:  them  h'ke  a  ghastly  s|x?ctre.  Who 
wa-;  the  Cray  Seal?    None  knew. 

"  Death  to  thr  Gray  Seal!  Run  him  to  earth!  *•  went  the 
wlr-p«T  from  Up  to  \\p:  and  with  thr  whimper  mm  rtarrd 
uncertainly  into  eai'h  nMier*<  faces,  fearful  th.it  the  one  lo 
whom  they  *;poke  mii:lit  »*v«*n  be--thc  Gray  5^1? 

liinmie  Dale's  lij^s  twisted  (jueerly  as  he  looked  arrnnd 
him  at  the  ^fjualid  appnintments  of  the  Sanctwar^v  TTk 
|v^hVe  wcrr  IikI  rTioni:h.  the  pap«TS  were  worse:  but  thii 
wa"5  a  <till  ijravrr  T"r:l.  With  ever\'  denizen  of  the  ondef- 
W'l-M  hrlriw  •^1-  •!«■  ul  lin«'  •sU'if^icintis  of  each  other,  tbof 
livi-N.  thf  V'Tiitf  ir-.'fv.  or  a  f^ri-rin  ^rntence  the  stakejB  acain4 
which  «■■•  !i  I'V*'  i'!;«vrfl.  the  r^Me  of  I^irry  the  Bat,  clerrr  H 
wa<  rVr  Tv:i'  r-vf»  :ivt\  rj\'jiu<r.  was  fraught  now  TrK>re  lh*i 
.»vrr  h-  fiiff  wit''  '"'TTjiT  and  peril.  Tt  scvnirfl  as  tbootk 
♦.ImwIv  •^■'   •^' ♦  V.    -  h-  "-nninir  at  la<t  to  titrhten  arntind  him 

Thr  rnvr"  \.  \«'.!. -w  flame  nf  the  ea*;  jVt  flickered  5iM!<!fiiH. 
a^  tVm'!.')!  -n  :ir.:tr'«-^i*«-nrr  with  the  quick,  impulsive  dvMC 
of  T'TTV!  ir  D  W  -hniiM.T- -and  Timmie  Dale,  betidmc  * 
•  i-.r  i?:Ti»  thi-  it.m'miI  Tj^Vrur  that  was  propfKtl  up  on  t^» 
hr<»l,.  II  %■/... .;  •  V!  ..  l,ti,.!tr.l  hi<  dre<s  tie  almost  faMidkNvlr 
Tile  h.air.  if  ji:-t  a  I  ride  ttHi  louj*,  covered  the 
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head  now,  the  wound  no  longer  required  a  bandage,  and 
Larry  the  Bat,  for  the  time  being  at  least,  had  disappeared. 
Across  the  foot  of  the  bed,  neatly  folded,  lay  his  dress  coat 
and  overcoat,  but  little  creased  for  all  that  they  had  lain 
in  that  hiding-place  under  the  flooring  since  the  night  when, 
hurr>'ing  from  the  club,  he  had  placed  them  there  to  assume 
instead  the  tatters  of  Larry  the  Bat.  It  was  Jimmie  Dale  in 
his  own  person  again  who  stood  there  now  in  Larry  the  Bat's 
disreputable  den,  an  incongruous  figure  enough  against  the 
background  of  his  miserable  surroundings,  in  perfect-fitting 
shoes  and  trousers,  the  broad  expanse  of  spotless  white  shirt 
bosom  glistening  even  in  the  poverty-stricken  flare  from  the 
single,  sputtering  gas  jet. 

Jimmie  Dale  took  the  watch  from  his  pocket  that  had  not 
been  wound  for  many  days,  wound  it  mechanically,  set  it 
by  guesswork — it  was  not  far  from  eight  o'clock — and  re- 
placed it  in  his  pocket.  Carefully  then,  one  at  a  time,  he 
examined  his  fingers,  long,  slim,  sensitive,  tapering  fingers, 
magical  masters  of  safes  and  locks  and  vaults  of  the  most 
intricate  and  modem  mechanism — no  single  trace  of  grime 
remained,  they  were  metamorphosed  hands  from  the  filthy 
paws  of  Larry  the  Bat.  He  nodded  in  satisfaction;  and 
picked  up  the  mirror  for  a  final  inspection  of  himself,  that, 
this  time,  did  not  miss  a  single  line  in  his  face  or  neck. 
Again  Jimmie  Dale  nodded.  As  though  he  had  vanished 
into  thin  air,  as  though  he  had  never  existed,  not  a  trace 
of  Larry  the  Bat  remained — except  the  heap  of  rags  upon 
the  floor,  the  battered  slouch  hat,  the  frayed  trousers,  the 
patched  boots  with  their  broken  laces,  the  mismated  socks, 
the  grimy  flannel  shirt,  and  the  old  coat  that  he  had  just  dis- 
carded. 

The  mirror  was  replaced  on  the  table ;  and,  pushing  the 
heap  of  clothes  before  him  with  his  foot,  Jimmie  Dale  knelt 
down  in  the  comer  of  the  room  where  the  oilcloth  had  been 
turned  up  and  the  loose  planking  of  the  floor  removed,  and 
began  to  pack  the  articles  away  in  the  hole.  Jimmie  Dale 
roUed  the  trousers  of  Larry  the  Bat  into  a  compact  little 
bundle,  and  stuffed  them  under  the  flooring.    The  gas  jet 
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seemed  to  blink  a^ain  in  a  sort  of  confidential  approx-al.  a* 
ihoujjh  the  secret  l;iy  inviolate  l)et\veen  itself  and  Jimn.ie 
Dale.  Throiipli  the  closed  window,  shade  tightly  drawn. 
canu',  low  and  muffled,  the  sound  of  distant  life  from  the 
Mowery.  a  few  blcK^ks  away.  The  pas  jet,  suffering  fron 
air  somewhere  within  the  i)i|>es.  hissed  angrily,  the  yellow 
flame  died  to  a  little  blue,  forked  spurt — and  Jimmie  Dak 
was  on  his  feet,  his  face  suddenly  hard  and  white  as  mar- 
ble. 

SitMC  our  7k'(JS  knocking  at  the  door! 
For  the  fraction  of  a  second  Jimmie  Dale  stood  motion- 
less.     Fdiind  as  limmie  Dale  in  the  den  of  Larrv  the  fiat. 
and  tlie  con^e'iuences  required  no  effort  of  the  itnaginatujci 
to  |iicture  tliem :  police  or  denizen  of  the  underworld  wb'"> 
wa^  kn*K'kii)ir  there,  it  was  all  the  same,  the  method  of  dra'.h 
would  Ik-  a  h'ttle  different,  that  was  all^-one  legalised,  the 
oihrr  not.    Jimmie  Dale,  Larry  the  Rat,  the  Gray  Seal,  oooc 
uncovered .  couM  e.xpect  as  much  quarter  a^  would  be  gi\"rn 
to  :i  conn-red  rat.     His  eyes  swept  the  room  with  a  swill. 
critical   ;:1anci — evidences   of    Larry   the   Bat.   the  clothe*, 
were  -till  nliont,  even  if  he  in  the  per»«on  of  Jimmie  DaW. 
aloiu*  d;imiiinj^  enou;;h.   were  not   standing  there  him«rl! 
And  lie  wa^j  even  weaponless — the  Tocsin  had  taken  ihr 
n-volvcr  fn»m  his  po^krt.  together  with  those  other  telhak 
artii  Irs.  tin-  ina-k,  the  flashlight,  t!ie  little  blued-steel  tooL 
Ik  fiifc  -tie  had  iutrustid  him  that  night,  wounded  and  untoih 
>ci«nis,  to  MiiiiNMir-i  iTire. 

linitiiif  I  Vil'-  -H|'|Mil  lii-*  fvvX  out  of  his  low  evening  pumpl 
-!:  .•  '  ' '!  i:;=  tin-  fid  ifKtt  anil  !i:it  from  the  pile,  put  them  on. 

•  •'.   u  •'■!!   a   -oiiiid.   riacheil  the  pas  jet  and  turned  if 
\     '  ■    ti'l  l;.i«l  ^one  hy--no  more — the  knocking  rtl 

-■:■■:!■•.  -t'  irly  on  the  door.  It  was  dark  now.  perfecih 
M  '  !!'■  -Tirtf'l  across  tin-  room,  his  tread  absohndf 
-•.!■  :it  .1  ^  t!  r  »:  l-ih  d  iiiUNi'lf<.  r-'laxini:.  tlirew  the  body 
LT  L'!;:.i!l-.  ':)'i:i  i-ui-  fi.i.t  hei-irc  the  next  step  was 
It  'a:in  1:^«-  a  >'.  mJow.  a  lirtlr  Macker  in  outline  than  the 
roi:!!i!':..:  M.;«  ^  iv    -.  straliuL:  acnw*;  the  floor. 

lIallv^ay    to    the    dour    he   jauscd.     The   knockiof  lil 
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ceased.  He  listened  intently.  It  was  not  repeated.  In- 
stead, his  ear  caught  a  guarded  step  retreating  outside  in 
the  hall.  Jtmmie  Dale  drew  a  breath  of  relief.  He  went  on 
again  to  the  door,  still  listening.  Was  it  a  trap — that  step 
outside  ? 

At  the  door  now,  tense,  alert,  he  lowered  his  ear  to  the 
keyhole.  There  came  the  faintest  creak  from  the  stairs. 
Jimmie  Dale's  brows  gathered.  It  was  strange !  The  knock- 
ing had  not  lasted  long.  Whoever  it  was  was  going  away — 
but  it  required  the  utmost  caution  to  descend  those  stairs, 
rickety  and  tumble-down  as  they  were,  with  no  more  sound 
than  that !  Why  such  caution  ?  Why  not  a  more  determined 
and  prolonged  eflfort  at  his  door — the  visitor  had  been  easily 
satisfied  that  Larry  the  Bat  was  not  within.  Too  easily  sat- 
isfied !  Jimmie  Dale  turned  the  key  noiselessly  in  the  lock. 
He  opened  the  door  cautiously — a  half  inch — an  inch. 
There  was  no  sound  of  footsteps  now.  Occasionally  a  lodger 
moved  about  on  the  floor  above;  occasionally  from  some- 
where in  the  tenement  came  the  murmur  of  voices  as  from 
behind  closed  doors — ^that  was  all.  All  else  was  silence  and 
darkness  now. 

The  door,  on  its  well-oiled  hinges,  swung  wide  open.  Jim- 
mie Dale  thrust  out  his  head  into  the  hall — and  something 
fell  upon  the  threshold  with  a  little  thud — but  for  a  moment 
Jiminie  Dale  did  not  move.  Listening,  trying  to  pierce  the 
darkness,  he  was  as  still  as  the  silence  around  him ;  then  he 
stooped  and  groped  along  the  threshold.  His  hand  closed 
upon  what  seemed  like  a  small  box  wrapped  in  paper.  He 
picked  it  up,  closed  and  locked  the  door  again,  and  retreated 
back  across  the  room.  It  was  strange — unpleasantly  strange 
— a  box  propped  stealthily  against  the  door  so  that  it  would 
fall  to  the  threshold  when  the  door  was  opened !  And  why 
the  stealth  ?  What  did  ft  mean  ?  Had  the  underworld  with 
its  thousand  eyes  and  ears  already  succeeded  in  a  few  days 
where  the  police  had  failed  signally  for  years — had  they  sent 
liim  this,  whatever  it  was,  as  some  grim  token  that  they  had 
run  Larry  the  Bat  to  earth  ?  He  shook  his  head.  No ;  gang- 
stnidc  more  swiftly,  with  less  finesse  than  that — the 
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**  cat-and-mouse  "  act  was  never  one  it  favoured,   for  the 
mouse  ha<l  l)ccn  known  to  get  away. 

Jinunie  Dale  V'\'hted  the  gas  again,  and  turned  the  pack- 
age over  in  iiis  hands.  It  was,  as  he  had  surmised,  a  snul 
cardl>uard  box:  and  it  wa<  wra]i]K'd  in  plain  i^ajier  and  tin! 
with  a  string.  ! '  '  untird  the  string,  and  still  suspicious.  a.<  a 
man  is  sus])icious  in  tlie  knowledge  that  he  is  stalked  by  f«n! 
at  every  turn,  removed  the  wrajUH-T  a  little  gingerly.  It  ua* 
still  witliout  sign  or  marking  upon  it,  just  .in  ordinar}'  card- 
l)oanl  btix.  He  lifted  rilT  the  cover,  and,  with  a  shon,  sud- 
den laugh,  stared,  a  little  out  of  countenance,  at  the  contmt«. 

<  )n  the  top  lay  a  white,  unaddressed  envelojie.  Hrrs' 
Beneath — lie  emptied  the  l)o.x  on  the  tabic — his  Mack  *ilk 
mask.  hi<  automatic  revolver,  the  kit  of  Ane.  small  bluol- 
steel  l)ur;:!ar*s  tools.  \u<  pocket  flashlight,  and  the  thin  mm! 
insi^iu;i  lasc.  The  Tocsin !  Impulsively  Jimmie  Dale  turned 
toward  the  dtnir — an<l  stopped.  His  shoulders  lilted  in  a 
shrug  that,  meant  to  l>e  philoso])hical.  was  far  from  phiky 
sophical.  Ill*  couM  not.  dared  not  venture  far  through  the 
tenement  ilre^s^wl  a<  he  was:  and  even  if  he  could  ihcrt 
were  three  exil<  to  the  S;mctuary,  a  fact  that  now  for  the 
first  time  was  n(»t  wholly  a  source  of  unmixed  sai^faalao 
to  him  :  and  besides — >!ie  was  gone! 

Jinimie  Dale  opened  th**  letter,  a  grim  smile  playing  <■ 
bis  b*|>s.  He  had  forgotten  f«»r  the  moment  that  the  illusioB 
he  had  cherished  for  \ear<  in  the  U'lief  that  she  did  not  kno« 
I.:irrv  the  Hat  :i<  an  alias  of  limmie  Dale  was  no  more  thii 

m 

-  ;iri  il!ti>ii»n.  Well,  it  had  In-en  a  fiiece  of  consumniate  tt> 
tl-TM  i'ti  his  part,  that  was  all.  Hut.  after  all.  what  did  iR 
TiKitti-r?  Ilr  h.nl  had  hi<  innings,  trie<l  in  the  role  of  l.am 
xhr  III!  to  -MJM-  her  identity,  devoted  weeks  on  end  to  the  4h 
t«ni;>:  nxA  i.nli-d.  Some  day.  {KThaps.  his  turn  modi 
I'linc-;  -nine  '!.iv.  jierliap^.  ^hc  wouM  mi  longer  lie  able  M 
eh:il'-  him.  unit  --  ilie  letter  crack  lei  1  smldeiily  in  hi*  fi*- 
'.^•t-T  -  uiilr-s  •»:,•  |.i?!-e  tli.'i!  they  had  built  on  siKrh  straop 
:i:.-\  :::!'". -  f.i':nil.i!:c»n»i  eraslied  at  some  moment.  whlMMl  ! 
an  '.::-'  ,\:l'-  '.:u\v.\r.  in  di-a^ter  and  ruin  to  the  giufi 
W'Im  kii'-v.  h::!  !!.:it  this  letter  now.  another  call  to  the  Gof 
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Seal  to  act,  another  peril  invited,  would  be  the  lastf  There 
must  be  an  end  some  day ;  luck  and  nerve  had  their  limita- 
tions— ^it  had  almost  ended  last  week ! 

"  Dear  Philanthropic  Crook  " — it  was  the  same  inevitable 
be^nning.  **  You  are  well  enough  again,  aren't  you,  Jim- 
mie  ? — I  am  sending  these  little  things  back  to  you,  for  you 
will  need  them  to-night." — Jimmie  Dale  read  on,  muttering 
snatches  of  the  letter  aloud :  "  Michael  Breen  prospecting  in 
Alaska — map  of  location  of  rich  mining  claim — Hamvert, 
his  former  partner,  had  previously  fleeced  him  of  fifteen 
thousand  dollars — his  share  of  a  deal  together — Breen  was 
always  a  very  poor  man — Breen  later  struck  a  claim  alone ; 
but,  taking  sick,  came  back  home — died  on  arrival  in  New 
York  after  giving  map  to  his  wife — wife  in  very  needy  cir- 
cumstances— lives  with  little  daughter  of  seven  in  New 
Rochelle — works  out  by  the  day  at  Henry  Mittel's  house 
on  the  Sound  near-by — wife  intrusted  map  for  safe-keeping 
and  advice  to  Mittel— Hamvert  after  map — telephone  wires 
cut — room  one  hundred  and  forty-eight,  comer,  right,  first 
floor,  Palais-Metropole  Hotel,  unoccupied— connecting 
doors— quarter  past  nine  to-night — the  Weasel — Mittel's 
house  later — the  police — look  out  for  both  the  Weasel 
and  the  police,  Jimmie " 

There  was  more,  several  pages  of  it,  explanations,  speci- 
fic details  down  to  a  minute  description  of  the  locality  and 
plan  of  the  house  on  the  Sound.  Jimmie  £)ale,  too  intent 
now  to  mutter,  read  on  silently.  At  the  end  he  shuffled  the 
sheets  a  little  abstractedly,  as  his  face  hardened.  Then  his 
fingers  began  to  tear  the  letter  into  little  shreds,  tearing  it 
over  and  over  again,  tearing  the  shreds  into  tiny  [articles. 
He  had  not  been  far  wrong.  From  what  the  night  prom- 
ised now,  this  might  well  be  the  last  letter.  Who  knew? 
There  would  be  need  of  all  the  wit  and  luck  and  nerve  to- 
night that  the  Gray  Seal  had  ever  had  before. 

With  a  jerk,  Jimmie  Dale  roused  him«^lf  frrmi  the  mo- 
mentary reverie  into  which  he  had  fallen :  and    all  action 
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now,  stiitTrd  ihc  torn  pieces  of  the  letter  into  his  troti^rr*' 
pocket  to  be  disix)sed  of  later  in  the  street,  took  off  the  fli 
coat  and  slouch  hat  a^^ain,  and  resumed  the  disposal  of  L^rr. 
the  Hal's  effects  under  the  flooring. 

This  acconipli>hed,  he  re])laced  the  planking  and  (i! 
cloth,  stood  up,  put  on  his  dress  coat  and  light  overcoat,  a^i. 
from  the  table,  stowed  the  black  silk  mask,  the  autonuirc. 
the  little  kit  of  tools,  the  flashlight,  and  the  thin  metal  C2x 
away  in  his  j)ockets. 

Jimmie  Dak-  raised  his  hand  to  the  gas  fixture,  rircifi 
the  rcKHU  with  a  glance  that  mi»ised  no  single  detail — thfr 
.he  light  went  out.  the  door  closed  Ix'hind  him,  locked,  a  dir\ 
shadow  crept  silently  down  the  stairs,  out  through  the  svU 
dcior  into  the  alleyway,  along  the  alleyway  dose  to  the  wx! 
of  the  lencnunt  where  it  was  l»lackest,  and,  sati^^fied  that  f'"*^ 
the  mrmiem  there  were  no  pas«iers-bv,  emerged  on  the  strer. 
walking  leisurely  toward  the  Bowery. 

Once  well  away  from  the  Sanctuar\',  however,  Jimrrjc 
Dale  «|uickened  his  steps :  and  twenty  minutes  later,  ha«"^ 
stopi>e(l  but  once  to  telei)hone  to  his  home  on  River^A 
Drive  for  his  lotiring  car,  he  was  briskly  mounting  the  $tq» 
of  t!ie  St.  lames  Cltib  on  I'*iflh  Avenue.  Another  tvcon 
miinites  nfter  that,  and  he  had  dismissed  Kensun.  hi<  chaof* 
feur.  and.  at  the  wheel  of  his  big.  powerful  machine.  W 
sjM-ding  uptown  for  the  Palais-Metrojiole  Hotel. 

It  was  twelve  mintues  nfter  nine  when  he  drew  up  at  t!hr 
niib  in  fr^nit  of  the  *-'m\c  entrance  of  the  hotel — his  watci. 
•^t  I  l.y  gttoss\vf»rk.  harl  l»ren  a  little  slow,  and  he  had  corrrctfd 
ii  .It  the  club,  lie  was  replacing  the  watch  in  his  pocbl 
.1^  hr  s:ni!]tered  around  the  corner,  and  passed  in  throci^  Ar 
i;-.:iiii  rn!r:iiu'e  to  the  bii^  l«il»by. 

lir.niie  D.tli-  .ivoiiled  t!:e  elevators — it  was  only  one  tJ^ 
\.\\  i.rA  »!tv:i!.ir  boys  on  «K'rasions  had  been  known  to  k 
^•^-.  rv.ii;t.  .\t  \\\r  tn;)  of  the  first  landing,  a  lon|t.  wHl 
l'.'M\i!y  iar)i«ti'd  corriclnr  w;is  Ix-fore  him.  "  Number  CK 
l.':ii'!ri  1  and  fnrty-eii^lit.  tlie  corner  room  on  the  ri|^*AK 
1  "H-siii  hail  s.iid.     liinn.ie  Dale  walked  nonchalantiv  al 
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past  Na  148.  At  the  lower  end  of  the  hall  a  group  of  peo- 
ple were  gathered  around  the  elevator  doors ;  halfway  down 
the  corridor  a  bell  boy  came  out  of  a  room  and  went  ahead 
of  Jimmie  Dale. 

And  then  Jimmie  Dale  stopped  suddenly,  and  began  to 
retrace  his  steps.  The  group  had  entered  the  elevator,  the 
bell  boy  had  disappeared  around  the  farther  end  of  the  hall 
into  the  wing  of  the  hotel — the  corridor  was  empty.  In  a 
moment  he  was  standing  before  the  door  of  No.  148 ;  in  an- 
other, under  the  persuasion  of  a  little  steel  instrument,  deftly 
maniptilated  by  Jimmie  Dale's  slim,  tapering  fingers,  the 
lock  clicked  back,  the  door  opened,  and  he  stepped  inside, 
closing  and  locking  the  door  again  behind  him. 

It  was  already  a  quarter  past  nine,  but  no  one  was  as  yet 
in  the  connecting  room — ^the  fanlight  next  door  had  been 
dark  as  he  passed.  His  flashlight  swept  about  him,  located 
the  connecting  door — and  went  out.  He  moved  to  the  door, 
tried  it,  and  found  it  locked.  Again  the  little*  steel  instru- 
ment came  into  play,  released  the  lock,  and  Jimmie  Dale 
opened  the  door.  Again  the  flashlight  winked.  The  door 
opened  into  a  bathroom  that,  obviously,  at  will,  was  either 
common  to  the  two  rooms  or  could,  by  the  simple  expedient 
of  locking  one  door  or  the  other,  be  used  by  one  of  the 
nxHns  alone.  In  the  present  instance,  the  occupant  of  the 
adjoining  apartment  had  taken  "  a  room  with  a  bath." 

Jimmie  IJale  passed  through  the  bathroom  to  the  opposite 
door.  This  was  already  three-quarters  open,  and  swung 
outward  into  the  bedroom,  near  the  lower  end  of  the  room 
by  the  window.  Through  the  crack  of  the  door  by  the 
hinges,  Jimmie  Dale  flashed  his  light,  testing  the  radius  of 
vision,  pushed  the  door  a  few  inches  wider  open,  tested  it 
again  with  the  flashlight — and  retreated  back  into  No.  148, 
closing  the  door  on  his  side  until  it  was  just  ajar. 

•He  stood  there  then  silently  waiting.  It  was  Hamvert's 
room  next  door,  and  Hamvert  and  the  Weasel  were  already 
hte.  A  step  sounded  outside  in  the  corridor.  Jimmie  Dale 
straightened  intently.  The  step  passed  on  down  the  hall- 
way and  died  away.    A  false  alanii !    Jimmie  Dale  smiled 
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whimsically.  It  was  a  strange  adventure  this  that  confronted 
him.  quite  the  stranj^cst  in  a  way  that  the  Tocsin  had  cirr 
l>].iniu'(l — and  the  nij;ht  lay  iK-forc  him  full  of  p  rll  in  r* 
cxlr.inrdiii.'iry  com j)licat ions.  To  win  the  hand  he  ma^ 
hI(K:k  lianivcrt  and  tiu*  Weasel  without  allowing;  theni  an 
inkling  that  his  interference  was  anything  more  than,  sa). 
the  luck  of  a  hotel  sneak  thief  at  most.  The  Weasel  was  i 
<lani;erous  man.  one  of  the  slickest  sccond-stor>'  worker? 
in  the  country,  with  safe  crackinji^  as  one  of  his  favourife  pur- 
suits, a  n;an  most  earnestly  desired  by  the  police,  provided 
the  latter  could  catch  him  **  with  the  goods."  As  for  Ham- 
vert,  lie  did  not  know  Ilamvert,  who  was  a  stranger  in  Nc» 
York.  e\cr])t  that  Ilamvert  had  fleeced  a  man  named  Michael 
Hreen  out  of  his  >hare  in  a  claim  they  had  had  togcthrr 
when  l*r(-i-n  had  first  gone  to  Alaska  to  try  his  luck,  and 
nf)w.  Iiavlu.:  discovered  that  Breen,  when  prospecting  akne 
srmiewluTe  in  the  interior  a  month  or  so  ago,  had  found 
a  Twh  vein  and  had  made  a  map  or  diagram  of  its  locatien. 
\u\  Ilamvert.  had  follr>wed  the  other  to  New  York  for  the 
f>ur|>0'»e  of  petting  it  by  hook  or  crook.  Breen**  "find' 
li.id  h'-en  trKi  late  :  taken  sick,  he  had  never  worked  his  chia 
h.id  hircly  got  hack  home  l>cfore  he  died,  and  only  in  tine 
\n  hand  hi-;  wifr  the  strange  lei;acy  of  a  roughly  scravkd 
liMl.-  jiiece  of  |>aper.  and — Jimmie  Dale  straightened  Bf 
all  rtly  once  more.  Steps  again — and  this  time  convat 
t'rMin  tlie  direction  of  tlie  elevator;  then  voices;  then  tte 
<»;ienin'^'  nf  the  dc^^r  of  the  next  room;  then  a  voice,  d*- 
tiiicily  auc!:l»Ic : 

'•  1*1:11  up  a  chair.  an<l  we'll  get  down  to  business.    Yt 
lite,  aN  it  is.    Wc  haven't  any  time  to  waste,  if  we're 
t«»  u.i^li  jiay-ilirt  to-nii;li!." 

"Aw.  d.it^  all  riirht  I  "  ro>j>onded  another  voi 
evidrtitly  tlic  W  ca^ri'^.     "  l)un*t  youse  worr)'^-dc  {W^ 
ciiK  I'.id  In  a  fadi  away." 

'I  lit  re  ua^  i}:i'  <«iiund  of  chairs  being  moved  acroM  ^j 
tl'ior       limir.i.-   I>.ilv   sli})|)cd  the  black  silk  mask 
f.u r.  .•;■•  Ml]  '1  I-  iluMf  du  his  «;ide  of  the  bathroom  cat 
and.  xMihtiui  a  sound.  >te|)|)cd  into  the  bathroom  dm 
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lifted  now,  of  course,  by  the  light  streaming  in  through  the 
partially  opened  door  of  Ham  vert's  room.  The  two  were 
talking  earnestly  now  in  lower  tones.  Jimmie  Dale  only 
caught  a  word  here  and  there — his  faculties  for  the  moment 
were  concentrated  on  traversing  the  bathroom  silently.  He 
reached  the  farther  door,  crouched  there,  peered  through  the 
crack — and  the  old  whimsical  smile  flickered  across  his  lips 
again. 

The  Palais-Metropole  was  high  class  and  exclusive,  and 
the  Weasel  for  once  looked  quite  the  gentleman,  and,  for  all 
his  sharp,  ferret  face,  not  entirely  out  of  keeping  with  his 
surroundings— else  he  would  never  have  got  farther  than  the 
lobby.  The  other  was  a  short,  thickset,  heavy-jowled  man, 
with  a  great  shock  of  sandy  hair,  and  small  black  eyes  that 
kx)ked  furtively  out  from  overhanging,  bushy  eyebrows. 

**  Well,"  Hamvert  was  saying,  "  the  details  are  your  con- 
cern. What  I  want  is  results.  We  won't  waste  time. 
You're  to  be  back  here  by  daylight — only  see  that  there's  no 
come-back.^ 

•*  Leave  it  to  me ! "  returned  the  Weasel,  with  assurance. 
•  How's  dere  goin'  ter  be  any  come-back?  Mittel  keeps  it 
in  his  safe,  don't  he?  Well,  gentlemen's  houses  has  been 
robbed  before — an'  dis  jobll  be  a  good  one.  De  geographfy 
stunt  youse  wants  gets  pinched  wid  de  rest,  dat's  all.  It 
disappears — see?  Who's  ter  know  youse  gets  yer  claws  on 
it?    It's  just  lost  in  de  shuffle." 

"  Right ! "  agreed  Hamvert  briskly — and  from  his  in- 
side pocket  produced  a  package  of  crisp  new  bills,  yellow- 
backs, and  evidently  of  large  denominations.  "  Half  down 
and  half  on  delivery — that's  our  deal." 

**  Dat's  wot ! "  assented  the  Weasel  curtly. 

Hamvert  began  to  count  the  bills. 

Jimmie  Dale's  hand  stole  into  his  pocket,  and  came  out  with 
his  handkerchief  and  the  thin  metal  insignia  case.  From  the 
latter,  with  its  little  pair  of  tweezers,  he  took  out  one  of  the 
adhesive  gray  seals.  His  eyes  warily  on  the  two  men,  he 
dropped  the      '  on  his  handkerchief,  restored  the  thin  metal 
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case  to  his  i)Ocket — <ind  in  its  stead  the  blue-black  ugly  muz- 
zle of  liis  automatic  pcci>ed  from  between  his  fingers. 

"  Five  thousand  down/*  said  Hamvert,  pushing  a  pile  of 
notes  across  the  table,  and  tucking  the  remainder  back  !n!o 
his  pocket ;  "  and  the  other  five's  here  for  you  when  you  crt 
back  with  the  map.  Ordinarily,  I  wouldn't  jwiy  a  penny  tr. 
advance,  but  since  you  want  it  that  way  and  the  map**  r/^ 

g<KKl  to  you  while  the  rest  of  the  long  green  is.  1 **    H' 

swallowed  his  words  with  a  startled  gulp,  clutched  ha>!!:> 
at  the  money  on  the  table,  and  began  to  struggle  up  from  hi« 
chair  to  his  ft-ft. 

With  a  swift,  noiseless  side-step  through  the  o|)en  door. 
Jininiie  Dale  wa'^  standing  in  the  room. 

Jimniic  Dale's  tones  were  conversational.  "  Don't  pfJ 
up."  said  Jimmie  Dale  coolly.  "  And  take  your  hand  o£ 
that  monev !  " 

The  \N\'a*-rl,  wliose  hack  had  U'en  to  the  door,  squirmed 
arounri  in  hi>  chair — an<l  in  his  turn  stared  into  the  mnzzk 
of  Jinimie  Dale's  revolver,  while  his  jaw  dropped  9si 
sagged. 

"  (i«K)d-evening.  Weasel."  ol)served  Jimmie  Dale  casuaHy 
"  I  seem  to  l»e  in  luck  to-night.  I  got  into  that  room  nrr 
d<»or,  but  an  empty  nnim  is  slim  picking.  .Xnd  then  it  ^ecrvi 
to  me  I  heard  some  one  in  here  mention  five  thousand  <iv 
la  re  twice,  which  n  lakes  ten  thousand,  and  which  happnv 
t«)  1k'  just  exactly  the  sum  I  need  at  the  present  moment— if » 
can't  get  any  morr !  I  havt-n't  the  honour  of  your  weaWit 
friend's  ac«|uaintance.  hut  I  am  really  charmed  to  meet  hica 
Y«ni — cr  -  iiiiil»Tstan<l.  l>f}th  of  you,  that  the  slightest  5oa>d 
nii'.:lit  ]>rovi'  t\!remely  ernKirras-^inp." 

II:iniv«il'-  f.'tce  wa"5  white,  and  he  stirred  nnea^ih*  in  h» 
chair :  h*:!  iii!o  thr  Wra^iel'-i  face,  the  first  shiKk  of  surpn*^ 
di<nuy  |»:i't.  c.r.ur  n  dull,  angry  red.  and  into  the  €>"«  i 
viciiMiN  i^lt  .iT:i  -ri'vl  stuMi-nly  he  l;iughe<l  shortly. 

"  Whv.  VMii-f  d:iTniu'<l  f*Mil."  ifcred  the  Weasel.  ""dV 
I'iiik  von<o  i:\n  tr^-t  awav  will  d;it !  S.iv,  take  it  from 
von-^r  :in'  a  nik«T !    Sav.  v«nise  make  me  tired.    Wol  dV 

■  ■  «         -  ■ 

t'ink  yoiise  are  ?  D'youse  t'ink  dis  is  a  tee-ayter,  an*  dal 
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are  a  cheap-skate  actor  strollin'  acrost  de  stage  ?  Aw,  beat 
it«  yotise  make  me  sick !  Why,  say,  youse  pinch  dat  money, 
an*  youse  have  got  de  same  chanst  of  gettin'  outer  dis  hotel  as 
a  guy  has  of  breakin'  outer  Sing  Sing!  By  de  time  youse 
gets  five  feet  from  de  door  of  dis  room  we  has  de  whole 
works  on  yer  neck." 

"  Do  you  think  so,  Weasel?"  inquired  Jimmie  Dale  po- 
litely. He  carried  his  handkerchief  to  his  mouth  to  cloak  a 
cough — and  his  tongue  touched  the  adhesive  side  of  the  little 
diamond-shaped  gray  seal.  Hand  and  handkerchief  came 
back  to  the  table,  and  Jimmie  Dale  leaned  his  weight  care- 
lessly upon  it,  while  the  automatic  in  his  right  hand  still 
covered  the  two  men.  "  Do  you  think  so,  Weasel  ?  "  he  re- 
peated softly.  "  Well,  perhaps  you  are  right ;  and  yet ;  some- 
how, I  am  inclined  to  disagree  with  you.  Let  me  see.  Weasel 
— it  was  Tuesday  night,  two  nights  ago,  wasn't  it,  that  a 
trifling  break  in  Maiden  Lane  at  Thorold  &  Sons  disturbed 
the  police?  It  was  a  three-year  job  for  even  a  first  offender, 
ten  for  one  already  on  nodding  terms  with  the  police  and 
fifteen  to  twenty  for — well,  say,  for  a  man  like  you.  Weasel 
— </  he  were  caught!    Am  I  making  myself  quite  plain?" 

The  colour  in  the  Weasel's  cheeks  faded  a  little — his  eyes 
were  holding  in  sudden  fascination  upon  Jimmie  Dale. 

•*  I  sec  that  I  am,"  observed  Jimmie  Dale  pleasantly.  "  I 
sakl,  '  if  he  were  caught/  you  will  remember.  I  am  going 
to  leave  this  room  in  a  moment.  Weasel,  and  leave  it  entirely 
to  your  discretion  as  to  whether  you  will  think  it  wise  or 
not  to  stir  from  that  chair  for  ten  minutes  after  I  shut  the 
door.  And  now  " — Jimmie  Dale  nonchalantly  replaced  his 
handkerchief  in  his  pocket,  nonchalantly  followed  it  with 
the  banknotes  which  he  picked  up  from  the  table — and 
Smiled. 

With  a  gasp,  both  men  had  strained  forward,  and  were 
staring,  wild-eyed,  at  the  gray  seal  stuck  between  them  on 
the  tabktop. 

••  The  Gray  Seal !  "  whispered  the  Weasel,  and  his  tongue 
circled  his  lips. 

Jimmie  Dale  shrugged  his  shoulders. 
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"  That  zi-as  a  hit  theatrical,  Weasel/'  he  said  apolo^i- 
caliy ;  *  and  yet  not  wholly  unnecessary.     You  will  reca!! 
Stanijeisi,  The  Mope.  Australian  Ike,  and  Claric  Deanc.  .in4 
can  draw  your  own  inference  as  to  what  might  happen  in 
the  ThoroUl  atTair  if  you  should  \)C  so  ill-advised  as  to  force 
my  hand.     iVrmil  me  " — the  slim,  deft  fingers,  like  a  streak 
of  lij;htnini;.  were  inside  Hamvert's  coat   pocket   and  <'Ut 
apain   with  the  remainder  of  the  banknotes — and   Jmimir 
Dale  was  backing  for  the  door — not  the  door  of  the  liath- 
room  hy  whicii  he  had  entered,  but  the  door  of  the  ruom  ::- 
self  thai  ojjenrd  on  the  corridor.    There  he  stopjHrd.  and  h:» 
hand  swipt  around  iK'hind  his  back  and  turned  the  key  t 
the  loi'ked  door.     He  nod<led  at  the  two  men,  who^  fa-rc* 
wtTc  working  with   incongruously  mingled  expression!^  o: 
inij'oirnt  ratje,  bewildennent,  fear,  and  fury — and  opened 
tlu'  dn(»r  a  little.     **  Ten  minutes.  Weasel,"  he  said  ger?l> 
"  I  tru^t  you  will  not  have  to  use  heroic  measures  to  restrain 
your  frii  inl  for  that  length  of  time,  though  if  it  is  necessary 
1  should  aflvi^c  vou  for  votir  own  sake  to  resort  almost — to 
murcKr.     I  wi>h  you  gocnl  evening,  gentlemen." 

The  dnor  opened  farther:  Jinmiie  Dale,  still  facitif^  ir- 
ward.  ^lipiK'd  In'tween  it  and  the  jamb,  whipped  the  muk 
frnni  his  face,  closed  the  door  softly,  stepped  briskly  be: 
without  any  ap])earance  of  haste  along  the  corridor  to  the 
^t;iir^,  ch'Nccndeil  the  stairs,  mingled  with  a  crowd  in  the 
liihhy  f«tr  an  instant,  walked,  seemingly  a  part  of  h.  with  a 
«^r<iiip  of  ladies  and  gentlemen  down  the  hall  to  the  side  »- 
tr^iiu'c.  pa^std  out — and  a  moment  later,  after  drawing  od 
a  liiK-n  du^t  coat  which  he  took  from  under  the  seat,  and  a- 
cluiiiiiin;.:  his  hat  ftir  a  tweed  cap.  the  car  glided  from  the 
curb  .md  wMs  |.i-t  in  a  press  of  traffic  around  the  eomer. 

litr.iiiii-  l);tli-  l.iiii;lied  a  little  har>hly  to  himself.  So  fir. 
so  v;»Mid  h':t  il:r  u.mie  was  not  ended  yet  fcir  all  the  cracik 
of  the  iTiM'  ti'iti-*  in  hi'*  pfvket.  There  was  still  the  m^k 
vtill  tlie  r.il»l»fTy  at  Mitti'^  house — the  ten -thousand-dote 
"  tlu  ft  "  wiir.M  rt'it  in  any  wav  change  that,  and  it  was  a 
(lurstion  of  time  now  to  forestall  any  move  the  Weasel  mfll 
make. 
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Through  the  city  Jimmie  Dale  alternately  dodged,  spurted, 
and  dragged  his  way,  fuming  with  impatience;  but  once 
out  on  the  cotmtry  roads  and  headed  toward  New  Rochelle, 
the  big  machine,  speed  limits  thrown  to  the  winds,  roared 
through  the  night — a  gray  streak  of  road  jumping  under  the 
powerful  lamps ;  a  village,  a  town»  a  cluster  of  lights  flashing 
by  him,  the  steady  pur  of  his  sixty-horse-power  engines; 
the  gray  thread  of  open  road  again. 

It  was  just  eleven  o'clock  when  Jimmie  Dale,  the  road 
to  himself  for  the  moment  at  a  spot  a  little  beyond  New 
Rochelle,  extinguished  his  lights,  and  very  carefully  ran  his 
car  off  the  road,  backing  it  in  behind  a  small  clump  of  trees. 
He  tossed  the  linen  dust  coat  back  into  the  car,  and  set  off 
toward  where,  a  little  distance  away,  the  slap  of  waves  from 
the  stiff  breeze  that  was  blowing  indicated  the  shore  line  of 
the  Sound.  There  was  no  moon,  and,  while  it  was  not  partic- 
ularly dark,  objects  and  surroundings  at  best  were  blurred 
and  indistinct ;  but  that,  after  all,  was  a  matter  of  little  con- 
cern to  Jimmie  Dale — the  first  house  beyond  was  Mittel's. 
He  reached  the  water's  edge  and  kept  along  the  shore. 
There  should  be  a  little  wharf,  she  had  said.  Yes ;  there  it 
was — and  there,  too,  was  a  gleam  of  light  from  the  house 
itself. 

Jimmie  Dak  began  to  make  an  accurate  mental  note  of 
his  surroundings.  From  the  little  wharf  on  which  he  now 
stood,  a  path  led  straight  to  the  house,  bisecting  what  ap- 
peared to  be  a  lawn,  trees  to  the  right,  the  house  to  the  left. 
At  the  wharf,  beside  him,  two  motor  boats  were  moored, 
one  on  each  side.  Jimmie  Dale  glanced  at  them,  and,  sud- 
denly attracted  by  the  familiar  appearance  of  one,  inspected 
it  a  little  more  closely.  His  momentarily  awakened  interest 
passed  as  he  nodded  his  head.  It  had  caught  his  attention, 
that  was  all — it  was  the  same  type  and  design,  quite  a  popu- 
hr  make,  of  which  there  were  hundreds  around  New  York, 
ts  the  one  he  had  bought  that  year  as  a  tender  for  his  yacht. 

He  moved  forward  now  toward  the  house,  the  rear  of 
Which  faced  him — the  light  that  flooded  the  lawn  came  from  a 
tide  wtndoi       Jimmie  Dale  was  figuring  the  time  and  dis* 


t 
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tance  from  New  York  as  he  crept  cautiously  along.  How 
quickly  could  the  Weasel  make  the  journey?  The  Weasd 
would  undoubtedly  conic,  and  if  there  was  a  convenient  train 
it  nii^ht  prove  a  close  race — but  in  his  own  favour  was  the 
fact  that  it  would  prokdily  take  the  Weasel  quite  sonic  ittk 
time  to  recover  his  equilibrium  from  his  encounter  with  the 
Gray  Seal  in  the  Palais-Mctropole,  also  the  further  fact  that, 
from  the  Weasel's  view|X)int.  there  was  no  desfK^ratc  need  of 
haste.  Jimmie  Dale  crossed  the  lawn,  and  edged  along  in  the 
shadows  of  the  house  to  where  the  light  streamed  out  frixn 
what  now  f)roved  to  Ik*  0]>en  French  windows.  It  «i^5  a 
fair  f)resumptiun  that  he  would  have  an  hour  to  the  good  on 
the  Weasel. 

The  sill  was  little  more  than  a  couple  of  feet  from  ihf 
^rfKind.  and.  from  a  crouched  position  on  his  knees  below  the 
window.  Jinurie  Dale  raised  himself  slowly  and  peered 
puardfdly  iiiNidi*.  The  n»nm  was  empty.  He  listened  a  rrf^ 
mciu — tlir  Mark  *iilk  mask  was  on  his  face  again — and  »ith 
a  (juick.  ai^'ilr.  ^iK-Tit  <i>rinir  he  was  in  the  room. 

And  tlien.  in  the  centre  of  the  room.  limmie  Dale  stoc^t 

m 

mf>tii»nlcss,  starini;  around  him.  an  expression,  ironical.  «?• 
<l«rtiic.  crrrf>r!ii:  into  iiis  face.  The  rotfbcry  had  already  hfra 
Ciov.miticdf  At  the  lower  end  of  the  room  everything  wx*  'r\ 
confusion:  the  dnor  cjf  a  <'ife  swimg  wide,  the  drawer*  o* 
a  desk  had  N-en  wrenclu-fl  out.  even  a  liqueur  Hand,  w 
whii'h  were  well-fillftl  decant er<5.  had  l>cen  broken  open.  a»rf 
fl'i'  mutents  of  <\iv  and  fle^k.  the  thief's  discards  as  h  weft 
littrred  tlif  tlnur  in  all  ilireetions. 

I'tif  an  'ii-tani  limmie  Hale,  his  eves  narrowed  ominooflv. 
snrveyetl  the  so-ne :  then,  with  a  sort  of  professional  tnmrt 
arMi'sfil.  lie  strpiK-d  forward  to  examine  the  safe — and  «♦■ 
rltnlv  darted  In-hind  the  desk  instead.  Steps  sounded  inlte 
hall      'l"he  rjfKir  ofK-ned — a  voice  reached  him: 

*'  'I*h«*  master  ^^aid  1  was  to  shut  the  windows,  and  I  hivc*^ 
da^t  to  t'o  in.     And  he'll  Ik*  back  with  the  police  in  a 
Tinw     (*nme  on  in  with  me.  Minni«'." 

'*  1  ffil !  '*  exelaimed  another  voice.    "  Ain't  it  a  good 
the  tnjssus  i>  away.     Slu-*d  have  highsteericks !  ** 
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SttpB  came  somewhat  hesitantly  across  the  floor — from 
behind  the  desk,  Jimmie  Dale  could  see  that  it  was  a  maid, 
accompanied  by  a  big,  rawboned  woman,  sleeves  rolled  to  the 
elbows  over  brawny  arms,  presumably  the  Mittels'  cook. 

The  maid  closed  the  French  windows,  there  were  no 
others  in  the  room,  and  bolted  them ;  and,  having  gained  a 
little  confidence,  gazed  about  her. 

"  My,  but  wasn't  he  cute ! "  she  ejaculated.  "  Cut  the 
telephone  wires,  he  did.  And  ain't  he  made  an  awful  mess ! 
But  the  master  said  we  wasn't  to  touch  nothing  till  the  police 
saw  it." 

**  And  to  think  of  it  happening  in  our  house ! "  observed 
the  cook  heavily,  her  hands  on  her  hips,  her  arms  akimbo. 
**  Itll  all  be  in  the  papers,  and  mabbe  they'll  put  our  pictures 
in,  toa" 

•*  I  won't  get  over  it  as  long  as  I  live !  "  declared  the  maid. 
•"  The  yell  Mr.  Mittel  gave  when  he  came  downstairs  and 
put  his  head  in  here,  and  then  him  shouting  and  using  the 
most  terrible  language  into  the  telephone,  and  then  finding 
the  wires  cut.  And  me  following  him  downstairs  half  dead 
with  fright.  And  he  shouts  at  me.  *  Bella,'  he  shouts,  *  shut 
those  windows,  but  don't  you  touch  a  thing  in  that  room. 
I'm  going  for  the  police.'  And  then  he  rushes  out  of  the 
house.** 

"  I  was  going  to  bed,"  said  the  cook,  picking  up  her  cue 
for  what  was  probably  the  twentieth  rehearsal  of  the  scene, 
*  when  I  heard  Mr.  Mittel  yell,  and — Lord,  Bella,  there  he 
is  now!" 

Jimmie  Dale's  hands  clenched.  He,  too,  had  caught  the 
•cufBe  of  footsteps,  those  of  three  or  four  men  at  least,  on 
the  front  porch.  There  was  one  way,  only  one.  of  escape — 
throi^  the  French  windows!  It  was  a  matter  of  seconds 
only  before  Mittel,  with  the  police  at  his  heels,  would  be  in 
tfie  roono— and  Jimmie  Dale  sprang  to  his  feet.  There  was  a 
wild  scream  of  terror  from  the  maid,  echoed  by  another 
from  the  cook — ^and,  still  screaming,  both  women  fled  for  the 
floor. 

*"  Mr.  Mittel  I    Mr.  Mittel ! "  shrieked  the  maid— she  had 
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fliinff    herself    out     into    the    hall.       "  He's — he's    bade 
again ! " 

Jimniie  Dale  was  at  the  French  windows,  tearing  at  the 
holts.  They  stuck.  Shouts  came  from  the  front  entryway. 
He  wronclu'fl  viciously  at  the  fastenings.  They  gave  now. 
The  windows  flew  open.  He  glanced  over  his  shoulder.  A 
man.  Mittcl  presumably,  since  he  was  the  only  one  not  in 
uniform,  was  *ipringing  into  the  room.  There  was  a  blur  of 
forms  and  brass  buttons  IxMiind  Mitlel — and  Jinunie  Dale 
leapt'*!  to  the  lawn,  speeding  across  it  like  a  deer. 

Hut  tpiick  a^  ho  ran.  Jimmie  Dale's  brain  was  quicker, 
pointint,'  the  sin;;le  chance  that  seemed  ojvn  to  him.  The 
motor  linat!  It  scenu-d  like  a  God-given  piece  of  luck  th.a! 
he  had  noticrd  it  wa-;  like  his  own; there  would  be  no  blind. 
and  that  nuant  fatal,  blunder«i  in  the  dark  over  its  mechan- 
ism, and  he  could  <tart  it  uj*  in  a  moment — just  the  time  to 
ca*it  hiT  f»fT,  that  wa^  .all  be  ne<'ded. 

The  Nb(iut<  <wrlk<l  iK'hind  htm.  Jimmie  Dale  was  runnin^p 
for  h\<  life.  He  flnnij  a  glance  backward.  One  form— Mit- 
trl.  he  wa-^  certain — wa*?  jH-rhaps  a  hundred  yard*  in  the  rear 
The  ntht-rs  were  ju^^t  enuTi:?ng  from  the  French  windows- 
grotesque,  leai>ing  things  they  looked,  in  the  light  thil 
streamrd  out  behind  them  from  the  room. 

Jimmie  Dale's  feet  y>ounded  the  planking  of  the  wharf- 
He  «:toojH'd.  and  snatchi'd  at  the  mooring  line.  Mtttel  wa» 
almost  at  the  wharf.  It  seemed  an  age,  a  year  to  Tmunit 
Dale  Ix'fore  the  line  wa*i  clear.  Shouts  rang  still  louder 
arrows  tlie  lawn — the  p<ilii'e.  racing  in  a  pack,  were  more 
than  halfway  from  the  hou<e.  He  flung  the  line  into  thr 
bf»at.  <T'ran'/  in  after  it — and  Mittel.  looming  over  Mai 
grasprt!  at  thv  boat's  eun whale. 

!?«»*b  nii-n  wrre  pnntinc  from  their  exertions. 

•'  T.rt  i:«»!  '*  '-narled  Jimmie  Dale  Ixrtween  clenched  ferdt 

Mi!?«-rs  an^wrr  wa*^  a  hoarse,  ga^^ping  shout  to  the  pofcff 
to  htirrv — and  tlitti  Mittel  reeled  Kick,  measuring  his  kopk 
upon  tfic  wb.arf  fmtn  a  blnw  with  a  l>oat  hook  full  across  lk 
fai  r.  ilrivi-n  witli  a  *»ndtlin.  untamed  savagery  that 
for  the  moment  to  have  mastered  Jimmie  Dale. 
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There  was  no  time — not  a  second — not  the  fraction  of  a 
second.  Desperately,  frantically  he  shoved  the  boat  clear 
of  the  wharf.  Once — twice — three  times  he  turned  the 
engine  over  without  success — ^and  then  the  boat  leaped  for- 
ward. Jimmie  Dale  snatched  the  mask  from  his  face,  and 
jumped  for  the  steering  wheel.  The  police  were  rushing 
otit  along  the  wharf.  He  could  just  faintly  discern  Mittel 
now — the  man  was  staggering  atx>ut,  his  hands  clapped  to 
his  face.  A  peremptory  order  to  halt,  coupled  with  a  threat 
to  fire,  rang  out  sharply — ^and  Jimmie  E>ale  flung  himself 
flat  in  the  bottom  of  the  boat.  The  wharf  edge  seemed  to 
open  in  little,  crackling  jets  of  flame,  came  the  roar  of  re- 
ports like  a  miniature  battery  in  action,  then  the  flop,  flop, 
flop,  as  the  lead  tore  up  the  water  aroimd  him,  the  duller 
thud  as  a  bullet  buried  its  nose  in  the  boat's  side,  and  the 
curious  rip  and  squeak  as  a  splinter  flew.  Then  Mittel's 
voice,  high-pitched,  as  though  in  pain: 

"  Can't  any  of  you  run  a  motor  boat?  He's  got  me  bad, 
I'm  afraid.    That  other  one  there  is  twice  as  fast." 

"  Sure ! "  another  voice  responded  promptly.  "  And  if 
that's  right,  he's  run  his  head  into  a  trap.  Cast  loose,  there, 
MacVeay,  and  pile  in,  all  of  you !  You  go  back  to  the  house, 
Mr.  Mittel.  and  fix  yourself  up.    Well  get  him ! " 

Jimmie  Dale's  lips  thinned.  It  was  true!  If  the  other 
boat  had  any  speed  at  all,  it  was  only  a  question  of  time  be- 
fore he  woidd  be  overtaken.  The  only  point  at  issue  was  how 
much  time.  It  was  dark — that  was  in  his  favour — but  it  was 
not  so  dark  but  that  a  boat  could  be  distinguished  on  the 
water  for  quite  a  distance,  for  a  longer  distance  than  he 
could  hope  to  put  between  them.  There  was  no  chance  of 
eluding  the  police  that  way !  The  keen,  facile  brain  that  had 
saved  the  Gray  Seal  a  hundred  times  before  was  weaving. 
planning,  discarding,  eliminating,  scheming  a  way  out — with 
death*  niin,  disaster  the  price  of  failure.  His  eyes  swept 
the  dim,  irregular  outline  of  the  shore.  To  his  right,  in  the 
opposite  direction  from  where  he  had  left  his  car.  and  per- 
haps a  mile  ahead,  as  well  as  he  could  judge,  the  land  seemed 
to  run  out  into  a  point.    Jimmie  Dale  headed  for  it  instantly. 
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If  he  could  reach  it  with  a  little  lead  to  the  Rood,  there  wu 
a  chance!  It  would  lake,  say,  six  minutes,  ^rantin^  the 
!)oat  a  sTK'c'd  of  trii  iniK's  an  hour — and  she  could  <lo  thai. 
The  others  could  hardlv  overtake  him  in  that  time — ihev 
hadn't  ^ot  starti-d  yet.  He  could  hear  them  still  shouting 
an<!  talkinsj  at  the  wharf.  And  Mittel's  "twice  as  fa>i" 
was  unrloiihtrdly  an  exaijjjeration,  anyhow. 

A  minute  more  j»asscd.  another — and  then,  astern.  Jimmie 
Dale  cau;^ht  the  racket  from  the  exhaust  of  a  hijjh-powcreJ 
engine,  and  a  white  streak  seemed  to  shoot  out  upon  the 
surface  of  tlie  water  from  where,  obscured  now.  he  placed 
the  wharf.  A  quarter-mile  lead,  roujjhly  four  hundred  yards: 
yes.  he  had  as  much  as  that — but  that,  too,  was  very  littk. 

He  bent  over  his  enj^ine,  coaxing  it,  nursing  it  to  its 
hi^'hest  efficiency ;  his  eyes  strained  now  upon  the  point 
ahearl.  now  U{)on  his  pursuers  behind.  He  was  running  with 
the  wind,  thank  Heaven!  or  the  small  boat  would  have  had 
a  furthtr  han<liL"ip — it  was  rrflliui:^  up  quite  a  sea. 

Tiu"  stei*rinij  ^rear.  he  found,  was  corded  along  the  side 
of  the  boat,  pennittin}^'  its  manii)u1ation  from  almost  any 
position.  aTid.  afiruptly  now.  Jimmie  Dale  left  the  engine  to 
rununai^e  throuL^li  the  little  liK'ker  in  the  stem  of  the  boot 
Hut  as  lu*  ruiuina;;i'd.  his  eyes  held  s|)eculative1y  on  the  botf 
a-tiTii.  She  was  ^'aininjj  unquestionably,  steadily,  but  nol 
:i<  fa^t  a-*  Iic  had  fearrd.  He  would  Still  have  a  hundred 
vard-i"  lead,  at  Ka^t,  abreast  the  point — and.  he  was  smihof 
i:ri!nly  now.  a  hundn-d  yards  there  meant  life  to  the  Gray 
Seal !  The  locktr  wa^  full  of  a  heterogeneous  collection  of 
tMJds  and  ends — a  suit  of  oilskins,  tools,  tins,  and  cans  of 
\ari«Mi^  >izrs  and  de^^'riptions.  Jimmie  Dale  emptied  the 
ii.iitriit-.  -iiMu-  >ort  of  powder,  of  a  small,  round  tin  boi 
•  ivrrlHiaril.  .iikI  tri'in  his  pocket  took  out  the  faanknolci^ 
i  ratnnud  tli'Hi  into  the  t)ox.  cranmied  his  watch  in  oo  top 
of  thrill.  :inil  *»i.rr\vfd  the  cover  on  tightly.  His  finpn 
wvTv  \]\\u'^  n»iw.  A  Intii;  strip  torn  from  the  trousers' h( 
of  tlu-  n'.I.kin-H  \v:i^  wia{i]K-d  aqain  and  again  around  the 
liox      iM.|  flu*  !i. i\  u.iN  stntYi'd  into  his  pocket. 

I  Ik-  tl.i^li  nt  a  ri-volvcr  >hot  cut  the  blackness  behind  hi 
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then  another,  and  another.  They  were  firing  in  a  continuous 
stream  again.  It  was  fairly  long  range,  but  there  was  al- 
ways the  chance  of  a  stray  bullet  finding  its  mark.  Jimmie 
Dale,  crouching  low,  made  his.  way  to  the  bow  of  the  boat 
agam. 

The  point  was  looming  almost  abreast  now.  He  edged 
in  nearer,  to  hug  it  as  closely  as  he  dared  risk  the  d^pth 
of  the  water.  Behind,  remorselessly,  the  other  boat  was 
steadily  closing  the  gap ;  and  the  shots  were  not  all  wild — 
one  struck,  with  a  curious  singing  sound,  on  some  piece  of 
metal  a  foot  from  his  elbow.  Qoser  to  the  shore,  runninp 
now  parallel  with  the  head  of  the  point,  Jimmie  Dale  again 
edged  in  the  boat,  his  jaws,  clamped,  working  in  little 
twitches. 

And  then  suddenly,  with  a  swift,  appraising  glance  be- 
hind him,  he  swerved  the  boat  from  her  course  and  headed 
for  the  shore — not  directly,  but  diagonally  across  the  little 
bay  that,  on  the  farther  side  of  the  point,  had  now  opened 
oat  before  him.  He  was  close  in  with  the  edge  of  the  point, 
ten  yards  from  it,  sweeping  past  it — the  point  itself  came 
between  the  two  boats,  hiding  them  from  each  other — and 
Jimmie  Dale,  with  a  long  spring,  dove  from  the  boat's  side  to 
the  water. 

Tlie  momentum  from  the  boat  as  he  sank  robbed  him  for 

an  instant  of  all  control  over  himself,  and  he  twisted,  doubled 

up.  and  rolled  over  and  over  beneath  the  water — but  the 

next  moment  his  head  was  above  the  surface  again,  and  he 

was  striking  out  swiftly  for  the  shore.    It  was  only  a  few 

yards — but  in  a  few  seconds  the  pursuing  boat,  too,  would 

have  rounded  the  point.    His  feet  touched  bottom.    It  was 

haste  now,  nothing  else,  that  counted.    The  drum  of  the 

racing  engines,  the  crackling  roar  of  the  exhaust  from  the 

oncoming  boat  was  in  his  ears.    He  flung'  himself  upon  the 

shore  and  down  behind  a  rock.     Aroimd  the  point,  past 

him,  tore  the  police  boat,  dark  forms  standing  clustered 

in  the  bow — and  then  a  sudden  shout : 

••  There  she  is !    See  her  ?    She's  heading  into  the  bay 
for  the  shore  I  "* 
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Jimmic  Dilc's  lips  relaxed.  There  was  no  doubt  that 
they  had  sij^htcd  their  quarry  again — a  perfect  fusillade  of 
revolver  shots  directed  at  the  now  empty  boat  was  quit« 
suflicient  [>roof  of  that !  With  something  that  was  alm<>«t 
a  chuckle.  Jimmie  Dale  straightene<l  up  from  tx'hind  the 
rock  and  Inrgan  to  run  back  along  the  shore.  The  little 
motor  bait  would  have  grounded  long  Inrfore  they  overtof4 
her.  and.  thinking  naturally  enough,  that  he  had  leaped 
ashore  from  her.  they  would  go  thrashing  through  the  woods 
and  fiehls  searching  for  him ! 

It  wa^J  a  longer  way  back  by  the  shore,  a  good  deal  longer: 
now  over  rf>ugh,  rocky  stretches  where  he  stumbled  in  the 
darkne<'i.  now  through  marshy,  sodden  ground  where  he 
sank  a*i  in  a  rjuagmire  time  and  again  over  his  ankles.  It 
was  even  lon;jer  than  he  had  counted  on.  and  time,  with  the 
Weasel  on  one  hand  and  the  return  of  the  police  on  the 
ot^er.  was  a  factor  to  be  reckoned  with  again,  as.  a  half 
h^mr  later,  limmie  Dale  stole  across  the  lawn  of  Mttters 
lui'.i^e  for  the  ^iccoiid  time  that  night,  and  for  the  second 
time  croiirlu'd  beneath  the  open  French  windows. 

Ma-krd  airnin.  the  water  still  dripping  from  what  were 
once  immacnl.'ite  evening  clothes  but  which  now  safscrd 
limply  alMii'.t  him.  hi"-  collar  a  pasty  string  around  his  nccL 
\hr  mild  and  dirt  splashed  to  his  knees.  Jimmie  Dale  was  a 
di-rei>utaljle  and  incouL^rnous-looking  object  as  he  crouchri 
thj-re.  •ihiverinir  uncomfortably  from  his  immersion  in  spiir 
of  his  exi-rtions.  Inside  the  room.  Mittel  passed  the  windovSw 
]»acing  the  t1rv)r.  one  side  of  his  face  badly  cut  and  bruised 
from  the  Mow  with  the  l>oat  hook — and  as  he  passed,  te 
hack  tunu<l  for  an  instant.  Jimmie  Dale  stq)|)ed  into  tk 
roiiiTi. 

Mittel  v.hirlcd  at  the  sotmd,  and.  with  a  suppressed  en, 
ill  t!n'Ti\«lv    dnw    back — linimio    Dale's    automatic 
ilinL-liriL,'  careli-^sly  in  hU  right  hand. 

"  1  am  afr.iiil  1  am  a  tritle  melo<lramatic."  observed  Ji 
iVil"  aiMtio'^rtically.  surveying  his  own  bedraggled 
"  hut  1  a'-'«iire  you  it  is  neither  intentional  nor  for  effect  Ai 
It  !<«,  I  was  afraid  I  wouM  bo  late.    Pardon  mc  if  I  Ubtdhi 
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liberty  of  helping  myself ;  one  gets  a  chill  in  wet  clothes  so 
easily " — he  passed  to  the  liqueur  stand,  poured  out  a 
generous  portion  from  one  of  the  decanters,  and  tossed  it  off. 
Mittel  neither  spoke  nor  moved.  Stupefaction,  surprise, 
and  a  very  obvious  regard  for  Jimmie  Dale's  revolver 
mingled  themselves  in  a  helpless  expression  on  his  face. 

Jimmie  Dale  set  down  his  glass  and  pointed  to  a  chair  in 
front  of  the  desk. 

"  Sit  down,  Mr.  Mittel,"  he  invited  pleasantly.  "  It  will 
be  quite  apparent  to  you  that  I  have  not  time  to  prolong  our 
interview  unnecessarily,  in  view  of  the  possible  return  of  the 
police  at  any  moment,  but  you  might  as  well  be  comfortable. 
You  will  pardon  me  again  if  I  take  another  liberty  " — he 
crossed  the  room,  turned  the  key  in  the  lock  of  the  door 
leading  into  the  hall,  and  returned  to  the  desk.  "  Sit  down, 
Mr.  Mittel! "  he  repeated,  a  sudden  rasp  in  his  voice. 
Mittel.  none  too  graciously,  now  seated  himself. 
**  Look  here,  my  fine  fellow."  he  burst  out,  "  you're  carry- 
ing things  with  a  pretty  high  hand,  aren't  you?  You  seem 
to  have  eluded  the  police  for  the  moment,  somehow,  but  let 

me  tell  you  I " 

"  No,"  interrupted  Jimmie  Dale  softly,  "  let  me  tell  you — 
an  there  is  to  be  told."  He  leaned  over  the  desk  and  stared 
rudely  at  the  bruise  on  Mittel's  face.  "  Rather  a  nasty 
crack,  that,**  he  remarked. 

Mittel's  fists  clenched,  and  an  angry  flush  swept  his  cheeks. 
•*  Vd  have  made  it  a  good  deal  harder,"  said  Jimmie  Dale, 
with  sudden  insolence,  "  if  I  hadn't  been  afraid  of  putting 
jou  out  of  business  and  so  precluding  the  possibility  of  this 
little  meeting.  Now  then  " — the  revolver  swung  upward  and 
held  steadily  on  a  line  with  Mittel's  eyes — "  I'll  trouble  you 
for  the  diagram  of  that  Alaskan  claim  that  belongs  to  Mrs. 
Michael  Breenf* 

Mittel,  staring  fascinated  into  the  little,  round,  black 
muzzle  of  the  automatic,  edged  back  in  his  chair. 

^  So — so  that's  what  you're  after,  is  it?"  he  jerked  out. 
••WcH" — he  laughed  unnaturally  and  waved  his  hand  at 
the  disarray  of  the  room — *'  it's  been  stolen  already." 
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"  I  know  that"  said  Jimmie  Dale  grimly.    "By — you!' 
*'  Mc !  "  Mittcl  started  up  in  his  chair,  a  whiteness  crecpim 

into  his  face.    "Me!    I— 1 " 

"Sit  down!"  Jimmie  Dale's  voice  rang  out  ominou^h 
cold.  "  I  haven't  any  time  to  spare.  You  can  apprevute 
that.  Rut  even  if  the  iv)lice  return  before  that  map  i*  :- 
my  {)osscssion,  they  will  still  be  too  late  as  far  as  you  arr 
concerned.  Do  you  understand?  Furthermore,  if  I  an 
cau^'ht — you  are  ruined.  Let  me  make  it  quite  phin  i^^! 
I  know  the  details  of  your  little  game.  You  are  a  curb 
broker,  Mr.  Mittel — ostensibly.  In  reality,  you  run  what  » 
nothing  l)etter  than  an  exceedingly  profitable  bucket  sho^ 
The  W'east:!  has  In-en  a  customer  and  also  a  stool  for  voa 

■ 

for  years.    How  Hainvert  met  the  Weasel  is  unimportar?— 
lie  came  Fast  with  the  intention  of  getting  in  touch  mith  i 
slick  cro<)k  to  helj^  him — the  Weasel  is  the  coincidence,  that 
is  all.    I  quite  untlrrsiand  that  you  have  never  met  Ham\TTt 
nor  Hamvert  vou.  nor  tliat  Hamvert  was  aware  that  von  assd 
the  Weasel  had  anything  to  do  with  one  another  and  wrrr 
filaying  in  topethrr — hut  that  ef|ually  is  unimportant.    \\"h« 
Hamvert  enjratjed  th(»  Weasel  for  ten  thousand  dollir^  to 
get  the  map  from  ynti  fnr  him.  the  Weasel  cho*r  the  Trtt 
of  Ira'^t  rr'ii»»tanre.    lie  kunc  you,  and  approached  you  wiffc 
an  ofTtT  to  <|.Ht  t!ii»  money  in  return  for  the  map.     It  w» 
nnt  a  question  of  your  accepting  his  offer — ^it  was  nmpK  i 
matter  of  how  you  could  do  it  and  still  protect  jroonrff 
Tlu'  Weasel  wa«5  wi*ll  (]ualitied  to  point  the  way— «  hhe 
niMKTv  of  your  hou<e  would  answer  the  purpose  admiraHv 
-    vou  rouM  not  Ik*  held  either  legally  or  morally 
fi.r  a  f!«K'nm**nt  that  wa<  placed,  unsolicited  by  ycm,  in 
pos-«'^-iiin,  if  It  were  stolon  from  you.** 

Mi!ttl*<  face  wn«i  a<hi'n.  colourless.    His  hands  were 
Tug  and  sluitting  with  nervous  twitches  on  the  top  of  Ai 
dt-k. 

jimmie  D-tlr'^  lip<  curled. 

"  Hut  " -li'iMuie  Dale  wa<5  clipping  off  his  words  wm 
vi-'i'HiJv    ."  nrither  vou  nor  the  Weasel  were     illinf  toUtf  !'< 
the  otlK-r  implicitly — |M:rhaps  you  know  each  OCherioa vAl^ 
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You  were  unwilling  to  turn  over  the  map  until  you  had  re- 
ceived your  share  of  the  money,  and  you  were  equally  un- 
willing to  turn  it  over  until  you  were  safe;  that  is,  until  you 
had  engineered  your  fake  robbery  even  to  the  point  of  notify- 
ing the  police  that  it  had  been  committed ;  the  Weasel,  on 
the  other  hand,  had  some  scruples  about  parting  with  any  of 
the  money  without  getting  the  map  in  one  hand  before  he 
let  go  of  the  banknotes  with  the  other.  It  was  very  simply 
arranged,  however,  and  to  your  mutual  satisfaction.  While 
you  robbed  your  own  house  this  evening,  he  was  to  get  half 
the  money  in  advance  from  Hamvert,  giving  Hamvert  to 
understand  that  he  had  planned  to  commit  the  robbery  him- 
self to-night.  He  was  to  come  out  here  then,  receive  the 
map  from  you  in  exchange  for  your  share  of  the  money, 
return  to  Hamvert  with  the  map,  and  receive  in  turn  his  own 
share.  I  might  say  that  Hamvert  actually  paid  down  the 
advance — and  it  was  perhaps  unfortunate  for  you  that  you 
paid  such  scruptilous  attention  to  details  as  to  cut  your  own 
telephone  wires !  I  had  not,  of  course,  an  exact  knowledge 
of  the  hour  or  minute  in  which  you  proposed  to  stage  your 
little  play  here.  The  object  of  my  first  visit  a  little  while 
ago  was  to  forestall  your  turning  the  diagram  over  to  the 
Weasel  Circumstances  favoured  you  for  the  moment.  I 
am  bade  again,  however,  for  the  same  purpose — the  map ! " 
Mfttel,  in  a  cowed  way,  was  huddled  back  in  his  chair. 

He  smiled  miserably  at  Jimmie  Dale. 

••  Quick!  **  Jimmie  Dale  flung  out  the  word  in  a  sharp, 

peremptory   bark.     "  Do   you    need    to  be  told  that  the 

cartridges  are  dry  ?  ** 

MitteFs  hand,  trembling,  went  into  his  pocket  and  pro- 

tlticed  an  envelope. 

^  Open  it!**  commanded  Jimmie  Dale.    "And  lay  it  on 

tise  desk,  so  that  I  can  read  it — I  am  too  wet  to  touch  it." 
Mittel  ot^ed — ^like  a  d<^  that  has  been  whipped. 
A  gbno^  at  the  paper,  and  Jimmie  Dale's  eyes  lifted 

mgaiin — to  sweep  the  floor  of  the  room.    He  pointed  to  a  pile 

mt  books  and  docttments  in  one  comer  that  had  been  thrown 
of  the  safe. 
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"  Go  over  there  and  pick  up  that  check  book  I  "  he  ordered 
tersely. 

"  What  for?"  Mittcl  made  feeble  protest. 

"  Never  mind  what  for !  "  snapped  Jimmie  Dale.  "  Go 
and  get  it — and  hurry!" 

Once  more  Mittel  olKyed — and  dropped  the  book  hcshanthr 
on  the  desk. 

Jimmie  Dale  stared  silently,  insolently,  contcmptuouslr  at 
the  other. 

Mittel  stirred  uneasily,  sat  down,  shifted  his  feet,  and  his 
finders  fumbled  aimlessly  over  the  top  of  the  desk. 

"  C'rMnparod  with  you."  said  Jimmie  Dale,  in  a  low  vokt, 
"the  Weasel,  ay,  and  Hamvert,  too,  crooks  though  ihcy 
are,  are  gentlemen !  Michael  Rreen,  as  he  died,  told  his  wife 
to  take  that  paf)er  to  some  one  she  could  trust,  who  wooM 
help  her  and  tell  her  what  to  do ;  and.  knowing  no  one  to  go 
to.  hut  because  she  scrubbed  your  floors  and  therefoie 
thought  you  were  a  fine  ji^entleman,  she  came  timidly  to  yon 
and  trusted  vou — vou  cur !  " 

Jimmie  Dale  laughed  suddenly — not  pleasantly.  Mkttl 
shivered. 

••  I  lainvert  and  Breen  were  partners  out  there  in  Alasia 
wluti  Mnen  first  went  out,"  said  Jimmie  Dale  slowly,  palline 
the  tin  ran  wrajipod  in  oiNkin  from  his  pocket.  **  Haimtrt 
switi<IK(i  Hreen  out  of  the  one  strike  he  made,  and  Mn 
\Wvvn  and  her  little  girl  Ixick  here  were  reduced  to  poietty. 
The  anioiuit  of  that  swindle  was,  I  understand,  fifteen  tlio^ 
N.iiid  dcillafj.  I  have  ten  of  it  here,  contributed  by  tk 
Wr;i-il  :\\u\  Hamvert;  an<l  you  will,  I  think,  recopu* 
till Tt  ill  :i  e-rtain  element  of  i>oetic  justice — btit  I  am  sll 
sin  III  five  tliniisand  ilollars." 

jitninie  IVde  removed  the  cover  from  the  tin  can.    Mis' 
ga/i-d  :it  thi*  cuMtrn?^  numbly. 

"  ^^»tl  |.i  rhai)s  d:d  not  hear  me?"  prompted  Jimmie  Wp 
coMlv.     "  I  .1111  ^r'-W  ^hiirt  five  thousand  dollars," 

M;tt«l  eirili<l  Ms  |:|i»;  with  the  tip  of  his  tongue. 

*•  What  *!o  \Mii  w.iT'.t?"  ho  whisiKT^d  hoarsely. 

"  The  hal.in.i-  nf  the  arr.«nuit."     There  was  an 
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qukt  in  Jimmie  Dale's  voice.    "  A  check  payable  to  Mrs. 
Michael  Breen  for  five  thousand  dollars." 

"  I— I  haven't  got  that  much  in  the  bank,"  Mittel  fenced, 
stammering. 

**  No?  Then  I  should  advise  you  to  see  that  you  have 
by  ten  o'clock  to-morrow  morning ! "  returned  Jimmie  Dale 
curtly.    "  Make  out  that  check !  " 

Mittel  hesitated.  The  revolver  edged  insistently  a  little 
farther  across  the  desk — and  Mittel,  picking  up  a  pen,  wrote 
feverishly.  He  tore  the  check  from  its  stub,  and,  with  a 
snarl  pushed  it  toward  Jimmie  Dale. 

**  Fold  it ! "  instructed  Jimmie  Dale,  in  the  same  curt  tones. 
•  And  fold  that  diagram  with  it.  Put  them  both  in  this  box. 
Thank  you!"  He  wrapped  the  oilskin  around  the  box 
again,  and  returned  the  box  to  his  pocket.  And  again  with 
that  insolent,  contemptuous  stare,  he  surveyed  the  man  at 
tlie  desk — then  he  liacked  to  the  French  windows.  "  It 
might  be  as  well  to  remind  you,  Mittel,"  he  cautioned  sternly, 
"  that  if  for  any  reason  this  check  is  not  honoured,  whether 
through  lack  of  funds  or  an  attempt  by  you  to  stop  payment, 
youTl  be  In  a  cell  in  the  Tombs  to-morrow  for  this  night's 
work — that  is  quite  understood,  isn't  it?" 

Mittel  was  on  his  feet — sweat  gjlistened  on  his  forehead. 

-  My  God !"  he  cried  out  shrilly.    "  Who  are  you  ?  " 

And  Jimmie  Dale  smiled  and  stepped  out  on  the  lawn. 

*•  Ask  the  Weasel,"  said   Jimmie   Dale — and   the  next 
instant,  lost  in  the  shadows  of  the  house,  was  nmning  for  his 
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"p\EATH  to  the  Gray  Seal! " — ^through  the  underworkL 
"^^  in  dens  and  dives  that  sheltered  from  the  law  the 
vultures  that  preyed  ujwn  society,  pronipti'd  by  self-fear,  bf 
secret  dread,  by  reason  of  their  very  inability  to  carry  012 
their  puri)Ose,  the  whisj)cred  sentence  (jrew  daily 
venomous,  more  insistent.  '*  The  Cray  Seal,  dead  or 
but  the  Cray  Seal! "  It  was  the  "  standinf?  orders  "  of  the 
I)o!ice.  Railed  at  by  a  populace  who  anji^rily  demanded  sr 
its  hands  this  criminal  of  criminals,  mocked  at  and  thrtateoH 
by  a  virulent  pre<^*^.  stung  to  madness  by  the  knowledge  of 
its  own  impotence,  flaunted  impudently  to  its  face  bjr  thb 
mv«;terious  Grav  Seal  to  who«;e  door  the  law  laid  a  hindrvd 

m 

crime<.  for  whom  the  bars  of  a  death  cell  in  Sing  Sing  «ai 
the  certain  poal  could  he  but  1m?  caught,  the  police,  to  a 
was  like  an  uncalled  beast  that,  flicked  to  the  raw  by 
tin'^oen  assailant  and  mtirderous  in  its  fury,  was  crouched  M 
strike.  Grim  paradox — a  common  bond  that  linked  ik 
hands  of  the  law  with  those  that  outraged  it ! 

Death  to  the  Gray  Seal !  Was  it.  at  last,  the  begiaoi^ 
of  the  end?  Jimmie  Dale,  as  I^irr)*  the  Bat.  unkempt,  di^ 
reputable  in  appearance.  suppo*^ed  Ao\\c  fiend,  a  fif* 
familiar  to  ever\'  denizen  below  the  dead  line,  skulked  akflf 
the  narrow.  ilMiphted  "itreet  of  the  Fast  Side  that,  on  di 
comer  ahead.  boa«ited  the  notorious  resort  to  which  Brin' 
Rr»f>  had  (aid  the  doubtful,  if  appropriate,  comfikatt/t  d 
givintr  his  name.  From  tinder  the  rim  of  his  battered  MlJ 
limniie  Dale'*;  eves,  veiled  bv  half -closed,  welUsii 
drui:-laden  VuU,  mi»ised  no  detail  either  of  his  si 
or  i>ertaining  to  the  pas«5ers-bv.    Though  aln    dy  late  ■ 
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evening,  half-naked  children  played  in  the  gutters ;  hawkers 
of  multitudinous  commodities  cried  their  wares  under  gaso- 
line banjo  torches  aiRxed  to  their  pushcarts ;  shawled  women 
of  half  a  dozen  races,  and  men  equally  cosmopolitan,  loitered 
at  the  curb,  or  blocked  the  pavement,  or  brushed  by  him. 
Now  a  man  passed  him,  flinging  a  greeting  from  the  comer 
of  his  mouth ;  now  another,  always  without  movement  of  the 
lips — ^and  Jimmie  Dale  answered  them — from  the  comer  of 
his  mouth. 

But  while  his  eyes  were  alert,  his  mind  was  only  sub- 
consdously  attune  to  his  surroundings.  Was  it  indeed  the 
beginning  of  the  end?  Some  day,  he  had  told  himself  often 
enough,  the  end  must  come.  Was  it  coming  now,  surely, 
with  a  sort  of  grim  implacability — when  it  was  too  late  to 
escape!  Slowly,  but  inexorably,  even  his  personal  freedom 
of  action  was  narrowing,  being  limited,  and,  ironically 
enough,  through  the  very  conditions  he  had  himself  created 
as  an  avenue  of  escape. 

It  was  not  only  the  police  now;  it  was.  far  more  to  be 
feared,  the  underworld  as  well.    In  the  old  days,  the  role  of 
Ij^rry  the  Bat  had  been  asstmied  at  intervals,  at  his  own 
discretion,  when,  in  a  comer,  he  had  no  other  way  of  escape ; 
now  it  was  forced  upon  him  almost  daily.    The  character 
of  Larry  the  Bat  could  no  longer  be  discarded  at  will.    He 
had  fltmg  down  the  gauntlet  to  the  underworld  when,  as 
the    Gray    Seal,  he  had  closed  the  prison   doors  behind 
Stangetst,  The  Mope,  Australian  Ike,  and  Garie  Deane,  and 
Etie  underworld  had  picked  the  gaimtlet  up.    Betrayed,  as 
tliey  believed,  by  the  one  who,  though  unknown  to  them, 
tfiey  had  counted  the  greatest  among  themselves,  and  each 
fearful  that  his  own  betrayal  might  come  next,  every 
:,  every  thug  in  the  Bad  Lands  now  eyed  his  oldest  pal 
suspicion  and  distrust,  and  each  was  a  self -constituted 
with  the  prod  of  self-preservation  behind  him,  sworn 
the  accomplishment  of  that  unhallowed  slogan— death  to 
Gray  Seal    Almost  daily  now  he  must  show  himself 
Larry  tk         t  in  some  gathering  of  the  underworld — a 
■ivolociged  a       ice  from  hb  haunts  was  not  merely  to  invite 
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certain  suspicion,  where  all  were  suspicious  of  each  other. 
it  was  to  invite  certain  diNastcr.    He  had  now  either  to  c^rr^' 

■ 

the  role  like  a  little  oM  man  of  the  sea  ui>on  hi>  l^ck.  or 
renounce  it  forcvtr.  And  the  latter  course  he  dared  n«y 
even  con<i<KT — the  Sanctuary  was  still  the  Sanctiiar\\  ani 
the  role  of  I-arry  the  Hat  was  >till  a  refuge,  the  tnxmp  car: 
in  the  lone  hand  he  ])la\  ihI. 

He  reached  the  corner,  pushed  ojKrn  the  door  of  Bri*:- i 
Hob's,  and  slniffled  in.  The  place  was  a  glare  of  ligH:.  i 
hideous  riot  uf  noise.  On  a  i)ohshed  se«'tion  of  the  fi**^ 
in  the  centre,  a  turkey  trot  was  in  full  swing:  laughter  iri 
sliouting  vied  raucously  with  an  ini]KiSsil)le  orchestra. 

Jinunie  Dale  >K»wIy  made  the  circuit  of  the  room  ja-: 
the  tables,  that,  ranged  aroun<l  the  sides,  were  |>acked  »■'*" 
occupants  who  thuni{>ed  tlieir  glasses  in  teni|)o  with  r« 
nuisic  and  clamoured  at  tlie  rushing  waiters  for  replenish- 
ment. A  do/en.  two  th»zen,  men  and  women  greeted  htn 
liniinie  Dale  indilTerenilv  returned  their  sahites.  \N"ha:  i 
galaxy  rif  cnujks— the  cream  of  the  underworld!  His  tyt^ 
under  half-dosfd  lids,  swept  the  faces — lags,  dips,  gatmcr^ 
ye;;^-.  innh  sinrmer^.  munlerers,  petty  sneak  thieves,  9XiTa 
han''fr«»-<in — iliev  were  all  there.  He  knew  them  all;  be 
\\a<  kiiMwn  to  all. 

He  >hiiftled  on  to  the  far  entl  of  the  room,  his  leer  a  littk 
arrci;^ant.  a  certain  arnigance,  tfx),  in  the  tilt  of  his  batierrd 
hat.  He  al>o  \\a<  <juite  a  celebrity  in  that  gathering — Lam 
the  Hat  was  of  the  ari<t(KTncy  and  the  elite  of  gani^laad 
Well,  the  -how  was  over;  lie  had  stalked  across  the  *U{t 
p«  ri''»rintd  fur  his  audience — and  in  another  hour  now.  Iff 
r.nid  l.f  ?M>t  rrpial  the  ^anu*  |HTforniance  the  next  liiy  ■ 
sn:  .1-  fitl.i :  I  :v.ally  nt»torious  <live.  he  would  Iw  sitting  ■ 
i.ir  ,t  rv.liln  r  III'  lirid^'e  at  that  most  exclusive  of  all  club6.tk 
St.  I.itv.' -.  wli-n-  iiuiie  miijlit  enter  save  onlv  those  wbfl* 
nanu-  wsw  Nii-;.  1.^.1  i«ir  in  the  highest  and  nuist  select  ci^ 
rle-.  aril  wkirr  ffir  partners  he  would  {xtssibly  hivt  > 
j '.!«»! irf  i.f  ti.r  -'.iireiiie  et»nrt.  or  mayhap  an  eminent  dif*' 
Me  lonki  d  •-•:'M' :.].  ar'-'.r.d  hiir..  a-  though  startled  ll 
;du'.%'*   :-i.irt!r(l  linn,  tiiat  cor.ipariMin.     Tliere  was  flii 
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thing  too  stupendous  to  be  simply  ironical  in  the  incongruity 
of  it    If — ^if  he  were  ever  run  to  earth! 

His  eyes  met  those  of  a  heavy-built,  coarse-featured  man, 
the  chewed  end  of  a  cigar  in  his  mouth,  who  stepped  from 
behind  the  bar,  carrying  a  tin  tray  with  two  full  glasses 
upon  it.    It  was  Bristol  Bob,  ex-pugilist,  the  proprietor. 

"  How're  you,  Larry  ?  "  grunted  the  man,  with  what  he 
meant  to  be  a  smile. 

Jimmie  Dale  was  standing  in  the  doorway  of  a  passage 
that  prefaced  a  rear  exit  to  the  lane.  He  moved  aside  to 
allow  the  other  to  pass. 

**  Tllo,  Bristol,"  he  returned  dispassionately. 

Bristol  Bob  went  on  along  down  the  passage,  and  Jimmie 
Dale  shuffled  slowly  after  him.  He  had  intended  to  leave 
the  place  by  the  rear  door — it  obviated  the  possibility  of  an 
undesirable  acquaintance  joining  company  with  him  if  he 
went  out  by  the  main  entrance.  But  now  his  eyes  were  fixed 
on  the  proprietor's  back  with  a  sort  of  speculative  curiosity. 
There  was  a  private  room  off  the  passage,  with  a  window 
on  the  lane;  but  they  must  be  favoured  customers  indeed 
that  Bristol  Bob  would  condescend  to  serve  personally — any 
one  who  knew  Bristol  Bob  knew  that. 

Jimmie  Dale  slowed  his  shuffling  gait,  then  quickened  it 
again.  Bristol  Bob  opened  the  door  and  passed  into  the 
private  room — ^the  door  was  just  closing  as  Jimmie  Dale 
shuffled  by.  He  had  had  only  a  glance  inside — but  it  was 
enough.  They  were  favoured  customers  indeed ! .  It  was 
no  wonder  that  Bristol  Bob  himself  was  on  the  job !  Two 
men  were  in  the  room :  Lannigan  of  headquarters,  rated  the 
»nartest  plain-clothes  man  in  the  country — and,  across  the 
table  from  Lannigan,  Whitey  Mack,  as  clever,  finished  and 
daring  a  crook  as  was  to  be  found  in  the  Bad  Lands,  whose 
particular  "  line  "  was  diamonds,  or,  in  the  vernacular  of  his 
Ok,  **  white  stones,"  that  had  earned  him  the  sobriquet  of 
**  Whitey."  Lannigan  of  headquarters,  Whitey  Mack  of 
the  underworld,  sworn  enemies  those  two— in  secret  session ! 
Bristol  Bdb  might  well  play  the  part  of  outer  guard.  If  a 
choice  few  of  those  outside  in  the  dance  hall  could  get  a 
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glimpse  into  that  private  room  it  would  be  "  good-night  **  to 
Whitcy  Mack. 

Jimmie  Dale's  eyes  were  narrowed  a  little  as  he  shufRcd  on 
down  the  passaj^'e.     Lannigan  and  Whitey  Mack  with  thrr 
heads  tcij^fiher!    What  was  the  game?    There  was  nothing 
in  common  between  the  two  men.     I^nnigan.  it  was  hc!! 
known,  could  not  l)e  "  reached."     Whitey  Mack,  with  h» 
ingenious  cleverness,  coupled  with  a  coM-hlooded  fcarlc*^ 
ness  that  h«'id  made  him  an  object  of  tniholy  awe  and  rc^{«\t 
in  the  eyes  of  the  underworld,  was  a  thorn  that  was  >ore 
bey  OIK  1  mea>ure  in  the  side  of  the  |M)lice.     Certainly,  it  *Tk* 
no  ordiri.'iry   thing  that    had   brought   these   two  together. 
csj)eci:d]y.   since,   with   the   unrcNt   ami   suspicion   that   \*i? 
bubbling  and  seething  below  the  dea<l  line,  and  with  which 
there  was  none  more  intimate  than  Whitey  Mack,  Wh:!^ 
Mack  was  inviting  a  ri>k  in  "making  up"  with  the  polhc 
that  could  only  be  accounted  for  by  some  urgent  and  %Ttii 
incentive. 

Jimmie  Dale  pushed  o|)en  the  door  that  gave  on  the  hoe 
Behind  him.  Mristol  Hob  closed  the  door  of  the  private  mnr 
and  retrraleil  back  along  the  passage.  Jimmie  Dale  $tqi>ri 
out  into  the  lane — and  in>tinitivcly  his  eyes  sou|(ht  the 
window  of  the  private  room.  The  shade  was  drawn,  onh  a 
yellow  murk  tilterrd  out  into  the  black,  unlighted  lane,  btf 
sudrlenly  he  si.irted  noiselessly  toward  it.  The  window  mai 
<»jM-u  a  bare  inch  or  so  at  the  Uutom! 

The  sill  was  just  shtjuMer  hii:h.  and.  placing  his  cv  to 
the  fiptiiiiii:.  he  tlaitrne<l  himsrlf  against  the  wall.  He 
cor.ld  not  see  inside,  for  the  shade  was  drawn  well  to  the 
bottom :  biit  he  could  hear  as  distinctly  as  though  he  vtit 
at  xhr  t.iblr  iM-siiff  the  two  men  — and  «it  the  first  words,  ikc 
bNisf.  fljsjdinted  frame  (»f  Larry  the  Bat  seemed  to  taoKi 
curiou-*ly  and  strain  forward  lithe  and  tense. 

'*  This  (iray  Seal  dr»pe  listni*^  go«K|.  Whitey:  but,  COoilC 
from  vou.  1*111  letTv.    You've  got  to  show  me/* 

"  Don*t  \ou  want  him?"  There  was  a  nasty  laqgh  frtf 
Whitey  Mack. 

**  You  bet  I  want  him !  '*  returned  the  headqt 
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with  a  suppressed  savagery  that  left  no  doubt  as  to  his 
earnestness.    "  I  want  him  fast  enough,  but " 

"  Then,  blast  him,  so  do  II "  Whitey  Mack  rapped  out 
with  a  vicious  snarl.  "  So  does  every  guy  in  the  fleet  down 
here.  We  got  it  in  for  him.  You  get  that,  don't  you? 
He's  got  Stangeist  and  his  gang  steered  for  the  electric 
chair  now ;  he  put  a  crimp  in  the  Weasel  the  other  night — 
get  that?  He's  like  a  blasted  wizard  with  what  he  knows. 
And  wholl  he  deal  the  icy  mitt  to  next  ?  Me — damn  him — 
Tie,  for  all  I  know ! " 

•*  That's  all  right,"  observed  Lannigan  coolly.  "  I'm  not 
questioning  your  sincerity  for  a  minute;  I  know  all  about 
that ;  but  that  doesn't  land  the  Gray  Seal.  I'll  work  with 
you  if  you've  anything  to  offer,  but  we've  had  enough  *  tips  ' 
and  '  information '  handed  us  at  headquarters  in  the  last 
few  years  to  make  us  a  trifle  skeptical.  Show  me  what 
you've  got,  Whitey?" 

**  Show  you !  "  echoed  Whitey  Mack  passionately.  "  Sure, 
m  show  you!  That's  what  I'm  going  to  do — show  you. 
ni  show  you  the  Gray  Seal !  I  ain't  handing  you  any  tips. 
I've  found  out  who  the  Gray  Seal  is!" 

There  was  a  tense  silence.  It  f  eemed  to  Jimmie  Dale  as 
though  cold  fingers  were  clutching  at  his  heart,  stifling  its 
beat — then  the  blood  came  bursting  to  his  forehead.  He 
could  not  see  into  the  room,  but  that  silence  was  eloquent. 
It  seemed  as  though  he  could  picture  the  two  men — Lan- 
nigan leaning  suddenly  forward — Lannigan  and  Whitey 
Made  staring  tensely  into  each  other's  eyes. 
,    "You — what!**    It  came  low  and  grim  from  Lannigan. 

"  That's  what ! "  asserted  Whitey  Mack  bluntly.  "  You 
heard  me  I  That's  what  I  said!  I  know  who  the  Gray 
Seal  IS — and  I'm  the  only  guy  that's  wise  to  him.  Am  I 
letting  you  in  right? " 

**  You're  sure?"  demanded  Lannigan  hoarsely.  "  You're 
•tire  ?    Who  is  he.  then  ?  " 

There  was  a  half  laugh,  half  snarl  from  Whitey  Mack. 

"  Oh,  no,  you  don't ! "  he  growled.  "  Nix  on  that !  What 
do  you  take  me  for — a  fool  ?    You  beat  it  out  of  here  and 
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round  him  up— ch — while  I  suck  my  thumbs?  Say,  forget 
it!  Do  you  think  I'm  doinp  this  because  I  love  you?  WTir, 
blame  you,  you've  Iwen  aoliin<;  for  a  year  to  put  the  bracelcti 
on  me  yourself !    Say,  wake  up!    I'm  in  on  this  myself." 

Again  that  silence.  Then  I^nnigan  s[x>ke  slowly,  in  a 
puzzled  way. 

"  I  don't  get  you.  W'hitey,"  he  said.  "  What  do  yoo 
mean  ?  "  Then,  a  little  sharply  :  "  You're  quite  rifjhi ; 
you've  got  some  reputation  yourself,  and  you're  badh 
*  wanted  '  if  we  could  get  the  *  goods  '  on  you.  If  you're  in* 
ing  to  plant  something,  look  out  for  yourself,  or ** 

"  Can  that !  "  snapped  Whitey  Mack  threateningly.  "  Can 
that  sort  of  spiel  right  now^-or  quit !  I  ain't  telling  yoa 
his  name — yet.  Dut  I'll  take  you  to  him  to-night — and  yoa 
and  me  nabs  him  together.  Is  that  straight  enough  goods 
for  you?" 

"  Don't  get  sore,"  sai<l  I^nnigan,  more  pacifically.  "*  Yo. 
if  youll  do  that  it's  go(xl  enough  for  any  man.  But  lay  your 
cards  on  the  tahle  face  up,  Whitey — I  want  to  sec  what  yoo 
opened  the  pot  (»n." 

"  You've  seen  Vm.*'  Whitey  Mack  answered  ungraciously. 
"  I've  uA(\  you  already.  The  Gray  Seal  goes  out  for  kefj» 
— cur<e  him  for  a  snitch!  If  I  ImmiHrd  him  off.  or  vim4 
up  any  of  the  guys  to  it.  and  we  was  caught,  we'd  get  tht 
juice  for  it  even  if  it  was  the  Ciray  Seal,  wouldn't  we? 
Well,  ulial's  the  u^e !  If  one  of  you  dicks  get  him.  he  gm 
bumped  off  ju-i  the  same,  only  regular,  up  in  the  wire  par- 
lour at  Sine  Sin'^^  I  ain't  looking  for  that  kind  of  trooUe 
when  I  can  cluck  it.     Sec?" 

•*  Sure."  N:ii(l  Ijuinigan. 

"  He^'i'le-.  ami  ninreover."  continued  Whitey  MicL 
*'  tfiere*^  s  w.r  re\v:ir«l  hr.ni;  out  for  him  that  I'm  figuring  !• 
horn  in  on.  IM  -\\ipe  it  all  myself.  <lon't  you  make  any  «»• 
take  almut  that.  atnl  youM  never  get  a  look-in.  only,  sorvai 
tl'.T-  moh  is  on  the  (Iray  Seal,  it  ain't  healthy  for  any  gw 
ari»und  xhv^v  parts  to  get  the  repiuation  of  being  a  sniMk 
no  matter   who   he   snitches   on.     Bump  him   off- 
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,  you  get  the  idea,  eh?  Vm  ducking  that, 
too.    Get  me?" 

"  I  get  you/'  said  Lannigan,  with  a  short,  pleased  laugh. 

"  Well,  then,"  announced  Whitey  Mack,  "  here's  my  prop- 
osition, and  it's  my  turn  to  hand  out  the  '  look-out-for-your- 
sclf  '  dope.  I'm  busting  the  game  wide  open  for  you  to  play, 
but  you  throw  me  down,  and  " — his  voice  sank  into  a  sullen 
snarl  again — **  you  can  take  it  from  me,  I'll  get  you  for  it !  " 

"  All  right,"  responded  Lannigan  soberly.  "  Let's  hear  it 
If  I  agree  to  it,  I'll  stick  to  it." 

"  I  believe  you,"  said  Whitey  Mack  curtly.  "  That's  why 
I  picked  you  out  for  the  medal  they'll  pin  on  you  for  this. 
And  here's  getting  down  to  tacks !  1*11  lead  you  to  the  Gray 
Seal  to-night  and  help  you  nab  him  and  stay  with  you  to 
the  finish,  but  there's  to  be  nobody  but  you  and  me  on  the 
job.  When  it's  done  I  fade  away,  and  nobody's  to  know  I 
snitched,  and  no  questions  asked  as  to  how  I  found  out  about 
the  Gray  Seal.  I  ain't  looking  for  any  of  the  glory — ^you  can 
fix  that  up  to  suit  yourself.  The  cash  is  different — ^you 
come  across  with  half  the  reward  the  day  they  pay  it." 

••  You'll  get  it ! "  There  was  savage  elation  in  Lanni- 
gan's  voice,  the  emphatic  smash  of  a  fist  on  the  table. 
•*  You're  on,  Whitey.  And  if  we  get  the  Gray  Seal  to- 
night* m  do  better  by  you  than  that." 

••  Well  get  him ! "  said  Whitey  Mack,  with  a  vicious  oath. 
-  And " 

Jimmie  Dale  crouched  suddenly  low  down,  close  against 
the  wall.  The  cnmch  of  a  footstep  sounded  from  the  end 
of  the  lane.  Some  one  had  turned  in  from  the  cross  street, 
some  fifty  yards  away,  and  was  heading  evidently  for  the 
hack  entrance  to  Bristol  Bob's.  Jimmie  Dale  edged  noise- 
lessly, cautiously  back  past  the  doorway,  kept  on,  pressed 
ck»e  against  the  wall,  and  finally  paused.  He  had  not  been 
seen.  The  back  door  of  Bristol  Bob's  opened  and  closed. 
The  man  had  gone  in.  * 

For  a  moment  Jimmie  Dale  stood  hesitant.    There  was  a 

wild  surging  in  his  brain,  something  like  a  myriad  batteries 

^l  trip  hammers  seemed  to  be  pounding  at  his  temples. 
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Then,  almost  blindly,  he  kept  on  dovm  the  lane  in  the 
direction  in  which  he  had  started  to  retreat — as  well 
cross  street  as  another. 

lie  turned  into  the  cross  street,  went  along  h-^uid  pre»- 
ently  emerged  into  the  full  tide  of  the  Bowery.  It  was 
garishly  h'ghted ;  people  swanned  about  him.  Subcon- 
sciously, there  were  crowded  sidewalks ;  subconsciously,  he 
was  on  tlic  Bowery — that  was  all. 

Ruin,  disaster,  peril  faced  him — faced  him,  and  stagf^errd 
him  with  the  suddenness  of  the  shock.  Was  it  true?  Xo: 
it  could  nut  be  true!  It  was  a  bluff — Whitey  Mack  vis 
blufling.  Jininiie  Dale's  lips  grew  thin  in  a  mirthless  soiik 
as  he  shook  his  head.  Neither  Whitey  Mack  nor  any  ochc? 
man  would  dare  to  bluff  like  that.  It  was  too  straight,  too 
open-handed.  Whitey  Mc'ick  had  laid  his  cards  too  plainly  go 
the  table.  Whitey  Mack's  words  rang  in  his  ears:  "  H 
It-ad  you  to  the  Gray  Seal  to-night  and  help  you  nab  hm 
and  stav  with  vnu  to  the  finish."  The  man  meant  what  he 
said,  meant  what  he  said,  too.  a!>out  the  *'  finish  "*  of  ibe 
Gray  Seal :  nnt  a  man  in  the  Rad  I^nnds  but  mean 
to  the  Crav  Seal!  Rut  how.  bv  what  means,  when, 
had  Whitev  Mack  c^t  hi*;  infonnation?  "  I'm  the  onhr  oor 
that's  wise,"  Whitey  Mark  had  said.  It  seemed  im 
It  7cas  impo«;«;ihle !  Wnitoy  Mack  was  sincere 
prnKibly  in  what  he  had  said,  but  the  man  simply  coaU  aol 
know.  Whitey  Mack  could  only  have  spatted  some  oat 
that,  for  some  ronton  or  other,  he  imagined  was  the  Cm 
St'.'il.  Tliat  was  it — nv.ist  be  it!  Whiter  Mack  had  nafc 
a  mistaki".    What  cVw  could  he  have  obtained  to 

OviT  t!u»  nnwa-ifiod  face  of  I-arry  the  Bat  a  gray  paltf 
*;..r,-.!  vl^.^^^.■.  ITiN  timbers  were  plucking  at  the  fraitil 
« .V/r  .  i''  his  iii-"'lr  vf^t  po».'ket.  The  dark  eyes  seemed  to 
■•■.^  '  !  ■:  \  l.uiL'li.  likr  the  laut;h  of  one  damned,  re 
I  ;.  !i-.-.  .;:'.I  iv.i-i  clioknl  liai'k.  It  was  gone!  Gone? 
\\\'u\  Ti !.■:..  1  »':>f.  li^e  a  cii^amtf  case,  that,  between  the 
sJiftN  nf  M'l  jt:ij»er.  held  tho^se  diamond -shaped. 
rnli»"i.«|.  Ill'  .«.{•.  •  sr;iK.  the  in^iignia  of  the  C^ray 
cone!     (  \\:\\  !     h  >eemed  as  though  there  were  an 
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powering  nausea  upon  him.  Clew!  That  little  case  was  not 
a  clew — it  was  a  death  warrant ! 

His  hands  clenched  fiercely.  If  he  could  only  think  for  a 
moment!  The  lining  of  his  pocket  had  given  away.  The 
case  had  dropped  out.  But  there  was  nothing  about  the  case 
to  identify  any  one  as  the  Gray  Seal  unless  it  were  found  in 
one's  actual  possession.  Therefore  Whitey  Mack,  to  have 
solved  his  identity,  must  have  seen  him  drop  the  case. 
There  could  be  no  question  about  that.  It  was  equally  ob- 
vious then  that  Whitey  Mack  would  know  the  Gray  Seal 
as  Larry  the  Bat.  Did  he  also  know  him  as  Jimmie  Dale? 
Yes,  or  no?    It  was  a  vital  question.    His  life  hung  on  it. 

That  keen,  facile  brain,  numbed  for  the  moment,  was 
beginning  to  work  with  lightning  speed.  It  was  four  o'clock 
that  afternoon  when  he  had  assumed  the  character  of  Larry 
the  Bat — some  time  between  four  o'clock  and  the  present, 
it  was  now  well  after  eleven,  the  case  had  dropped  from  his 
pocket.  There  had  been  ample  time  then  for  Whitey  Mack 
to  have  made  that  appointment  with  Lannigan — and  ample 
time  to  have  made  a  surreptitious  visit  to  the  Sanctuary. 
Had  Whitey  Mack  gone  there?  Had  Whitey  Mack  found 
that  hiding  place  in  the  flooring  under  the  oilcloth?  Had 
Whitey  Made  discovered  that  the  Gray  Seal  was  not  only 
Larry  the  Bat — but  Jimmie  Dale? 

Jimmie  Dale  swept  his  hand  across  his  forehead.  It  was 
damp  from  little  clinging  beads  of  moisture.  Should  he  go 
to  the  Sanctuary  and  change — ^become  Jimmie  Dale  again? 
Was  it  the  safest  thing  to  do — or  the  most  dangerous  ?  Even 
if  Whitey  Made  had  been  there  and  discovered  the  dual  per- 
sonality of  Larry  the  Bat,  how  would  he,  Jimmie  E)ale,  know 
It?  The  man  would  have  been  crafty  enough  to  have  left 
no  sign  behind  him.  Was  it  to  the  Sanctuary  that  Whitey 
Made  meant  to  lead  Lannigan  that  evening — or  did  Whitey 
Made  know  him  as  Jimmie  Dale,  and  to  make  it  the  more 
sensational,  plan  to  carry  out  the  coup,  say,  at  the  St.  James 
Gub?  Whitey  Mack  and  Lannigan  were  still  at  Bristol 
Bob*s ;  he  had  probably  time,  if  he  so  elected,  to  reach  the 
Sanctuary,  change,  and  get  away  again*    But  every  minute 
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was  priceless  now.  What  should  he  do  ?  Run  from  the  CTt> 
as  he  was  for  covcr^-or  take  the  f^anibler*s  chance  ?  WTihcT 
Mack  knew  him  as  I^rry  the  Bat — it  was  not  certain  tha! 
W'hitey  Mack  knew  him  as  Jimmie  Dale. 

He  had  halted,  absorlKd.  in  front  of  a  moving-pictur? 
theatre.  Great  placards,  at  first  but  a  blur  of  colour,  sud- 
denly forced  themselvti  in  concrete  form  upon  his  conscif^j*- 
ness.  LctttTS  a  f^ot  high  1ea|)ed  out  at  him :  "  THE  I>>L'- 
BLE  LIFE."  There  was  the  picture  of  a  banker  in  hi* 
private  office  hastily  secretinfj  a  forged  paj^er  as  the  h^ro 
in  the  guise  of  a  clerk  entered:  the  comfianion  picture  «« 
the  banker  in  convict  stri|)es  staring  out  from  behind  rhe 
barred  doors  of  a  cell.  There  seemed  a  ghastly  augur>  in 
tlie  coincidence.  Why  shouM  a  thing  like  that  be  thrust  iryco 
him  to  shake  his  nerve  when  he  needed  nerve  now  more 
than  he  had  ever  needed  it  in  his  life  before? 

He  raiserl  his  hand  to  jerk  aimlessly  at  the  brim  of  hsi 
hat,  dropped  his  hand  abruptly  to  his  side  again,  and  stared 
(juickly.  hurriedly  away  through  the  throng  arnimd  him.  A 
sort  «»f  savagery  had  swept  u\)nn  him.  In  a  flash  he  had 
made  \\\^  divi^-ion.  He  wonld  take  the  gambler'*  chanc*' 
And  a f If  r ward — Jimrnie  Dale'^i  lips  were  like  a  thin,  straijelt 
line — it  wa*^  W  hitrv  Mack's  life  or  his  own!  WTiitev  Mack 
ha<l  >ai(I  he  wa»i  I  Ik-  (inlv  one  that  was  wi«e — and  Whiter 
Mack  had  not  tnjd  Lannigan  yet.  wrmjchrt  tell  Luiniru 
until  tlu'  show-down.  If  he.  linunie  Dale,  got  to  the  S.rnc- 
tuary,  Inrame  Jirinnie  Dale  and  got  away  a^^in.  ever.  :f 
Wliltcy  Mack  ktuw  him  as  linunie  Pale,  there  was  *•'!!  I 
cliancc.  1 1  wa>  his  life  or  Whitev  Mack's — White  v  Maci. 
with  1:!^  If.jn-iawiMl,  cIcan-Ojaven  wolf's  face!  If  he  cvcU 
ih't  Wl.'U  V  .Mack  hefuro  the  other  wa<  ready  to  :•*!!  l.-anr> 
gan  !  Si:r«  ly  lie  1i;hI  the  rii:ht  of  M-lf-j>re<ervation !  Surdt 
his  life  "Aas  a^  valnahle  a*i  Whitry  Mack's,  as  \'ahuible  a»a 
man's  who.  a^  xhi*<v  in  the  secret^  of  the  underworld  knew 
well  cnMii]L:h.  }:a<l  Morwl  upon  his  hamN.  who  lived  by  crinc 
\ihii  \\a>  a  tnrnacc  to  the  conununity !  Had  he  not  the  ri^ 
to  prt-t  r\«'  his  r»\\ii  lifo  at  I  lie  ex|H*n<e  of  one  such  as  llul? 
He  had  never  taken  life — the  thought  was  abhorrent!    M 
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was  there  any  other  way  in  event  of  Whitey  Mack  know- 
ing him  as  Jimmie  Dale  ?  His  back  was  against  the  wall ; 
he  was  trapped ;  certain  death,  and,  worse,  dishonour  stared 
him  in  the  face.  Lanntgan  and  Whitey  Mack  would  be  to- 
gether— the  odds  would  be  two  to  one  against  him — and  he 
had  no  quarrel  with  Lannigan — somehow  he  must  let  Lanni- 
gan  out  of  it. 

The  other  side  of  the  street  was  less  crowded.  He  crossed 
over,  and,  still  with  the  shuffling  tread  that  dozens  around 
him  knew  as  the  characteristic  gait  of  Larry  the  Bat.  but 
covering  the  ground  with  amazing  celerity,  he  hurried  along. 
It  was  only  at  the  end  of  the  block,  that  cross  street  from 
the  Bowery  that  led  to  the  Sanctuary.  How  much  time  had 
he?  He  turned  the  comer  into  the  darker  cross  street. 
WTiitev  Mack  would  have  learned  from  Bristol  Bob  that 
Larry  the  Bat  had  just  been  there ;  that  is,  that  Larry  the  Bat 
was  not  at  the  Sanctuary.  Whitey  Mack  would  probably  be 
in  no  hurry — he  and  Lannigan  might  wait  until  later,  until 
Wliitey  Mack  should  be  satisfied  that  Larry  the  Bat  had 
gone  home.  It  was  the  line  of  least  resistance ;  they  would 
not  attempt  to  scour  the  city  for  him.  They  might  even 
wait  in  that  private  room  at  Brisol  Bob's  until  they  decided 
that  it  was  time  to  sally  out.  He  might  perhaps  still  find 
them  there  when  he  got  back;  at  any  rate,  from  there  he 
must  pick  up  their  trail  again.  On  the  other  hand — ^all  this 
was  but  supposition — they  might  make  at  once  for  the  Sanc- 
ttiary  to  lie  in  wait  for  him.  In  any  case  there  was  need, 
desperate  need,  for  haste. 

He  glanced  sharply  around  him ;  and,  by  the  side  of  the 
tenement  house  now  that  bordered  on  the  alleyway,  with  a 
curious,  swift,  gliding  motion,  he  seemed  to  blend  into  the 
shadow  and  darkness.  It  was  the  Sanctuary,  that  room  on 
the  first  floor  of  the  tenement,  the  tenement  that  had  three 
entrances,  three  exits — a  passageway  through  to  the  saloon 
on  the  next  street  that  abutted  on  the  rear,  the  usual  front 
door,  and  the  side  door  in  the  alleyway.  Gone  was  the 
shuffling  gait.  Quidc,  alert,  he  ran,  crouching,  bent  down, 
ak»g  the  afleyway,  reached  the  side  door,  opened  it  stealthily, 
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closed  it  behind  him  with  equal  caution,  and,  in  the  daric 
entry,  ^tood  motionless,  listeninf^  intently. 

There  was  no  sound.  He  Inr^n  to  mount  the  rickety. 
dilapidated  stairs ;  and.  where  it  seemed  that  the  li^te< 
tread  must  make  them  creak  out  in  blatant  protest.  hi« 
trained  muscles,  delicately  compcnsatinf^  his  body  wcifft. 
carried  him  upward  with  a  silence  that  was  almost  uncanni 
There  was  need  of  silence,  as  there  was  need  of  haste.  He 
was  not  so  sure  now  of  the  time  at  his  disix>sal — that  he  had 
even  reached  t!ie  Sanctuary  first.  How  long  had  he  loitcrr^ 
in  that  half-dazed  way  on  the  Bowery?  He  did  not  know— 
fK-rhaps  lonijer  than  he  had  ima joined.  There  was  the  povi- 
hility  that  Whitey  Mack  and  I^nnif^an  were  already  abcne. 
waitiuf^  for  him  :  hut.  even  if  they  were  not  already  there  and 
he  Rot  away  Ix-fore  they  came,  it  was  imperative  that  no  one 
should  know  that  I^rr>-  the  Bat  had  come  and  f^one. 

He  reached  the  landing,  and  fiaused  again,  his  right  hand. 
with  a  vicious  muzzle  of  his  automatic  peeping  now  from  he- 
twet'n  hi*;  finpcrs,  thrown  a  little  forward.  It  was  bbck. 
uttiTly  black,  around  him.  Again  that  stealthy,  catlike  trod 
— ami  hi"^  ear  was  at  the  kevhole  of  the  Sanctiiarv  door.  A 
full  minute,  prici-U-sN  though  it  was.  passed ;  then,  satisfied 
t!int  the  room  was  eiiij>ty,  he  drew  his  head  hack  from  the 
kryhole,  and  those  slim.  ta|)ering  fingers,  that  in  their  tij» 
sernu-cl  to  emWKly  all  the  human  senses,  felt  over  the  kick 
.Apparently  it  hacl  Iktu  undi^turlK'd ;  but  that  was  no  prtirf 
til. It  Whitey  Mack  had  not  Iktu  there  after  finding  the  nxtal 
ca^io.  Whitey  Mack  was  known  to  be  clever  with  a  kxk— 
clever  enonch  for  that,  anyhow. 

He  slippe<l  in  the  key.  turned  it.  and,  on  hinges  that  vtn 
always  oiK-d.  silently  pushe<l  the  door  open  and  stepfvd 
aer«»ss  the  tlire>hold.  He  closed  the  door  imtil  it  was  jiat 
ajar,  that  any  sound  might  reach  him  from  without — aai 
whipping  off  his  coat,  iH'gan  to  undress  swiftly. 

There  was  no  light.  He  dared  not  use  the  gas;  h  n^ 
be  seen  from  the  alleyway.  He  was  moving  now  qmckk. 
surely.  <ilenily  here  ami  there.  It  was  like  some  weird 
tre  figure,  a  little  blacker  than  the  surrounding 
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flitting  about  the  room.  The  oilcloth  in  the  corner  was 
turned  back,  the  loose  flooring  lifted,  the  clothes  of  Jimmie 
Dale  taken  out,  the  rags  of  Larry  the  Bat  put  in.  The  min- 
utes flew  by.  It  was  not  the  change  of  clothing  that  took 
long — ^it  was  the  eradication  of  Larry  the  Bat's  make-up 
from  his  face,  throat,  neck,  wrists,  and  hands.  Occasionally 
his  head  was  turned  in  a  tense,  listening  attitude;  but  al- 
ways the  fingers  were  busy,  working  with  swift  deftness. 

It  was  done  at  last.  Larry  the  Bat  had  vanished,  and  in 
his  place  stood  Jimmie  Dale,  the  young  millionaire,  the 
social  lion  of  New  York,  immaculate  in  well-tailored  tweeds. 
He  stooped  to  the  hole  in  the  flooring,  and,  his  fingers  go- 
ing unerringly  to  their  hiding  place,  took  out  a  black  silk 
mask  and  an  electric  flashlight — his  automatic  was  already 
in  his  possession.  His  lips  parted  grimly.  Who  knew  what 
part  a  flashlight  might  not  play — ^and  he  would  need  the 
mask  for  Lannigan's  benefit,  even  if  it  did  not  disguise  him 
from  Whitey  Mack.  Had  he  left  any  telltale  evidence  of 
his  visit?  It  was  almost  worth  the  risk  of  a  light  to  make 
sure.  He  hesitated,  then  shook  his  head,  and,  stooping 
again,  carefully  replaced  the  flooring  and  laid  the  oilcloth 
over  it — he  dared  not  show  a  light  at  any  cost. 

But  now  even  more  caution  than  before  was  necessary. 
At  times,  the  lodgers  had  naturally  enough  seen  their  fellow 
lodger,  Larry  the  Bat,  enter  and  leave  the  tenement — none 
had  ever  seen  Jimmie  Dale  either  leave  or  enter.  He  stole 
across  the  room  to  the  door,  halted  to  assure  himself  that 
the  hall  was  empty,  slipped  out  into  the  hall,  and  locked  the 
door  behind  him.  Again  that  trained,  long-practiced,  silent 
tread  upon  the  stairs.  It  seemed  as  though  an  hour  passed 
before  he  reached  the  bottom,  and  his  brain  was  shrieking  at 
him  to  hurry,  hurry,  hurry!  The  en  try  way  at  last,  the  door, 
the  alleyway,  a  long  breath  of  relief — and  he  was  on  the 
cross  street. 

A  step,  two,  he  took  in  the  direction  of  the  Bowery — and 
he  was  bending  down  as  though  to  tie  his  shoe,  his  auto- 
matic, from  his  side  pocket,  concealed  in  his  hand.  Was  tfiat 
same  one  there f   He  could  have  sworn  he  saw  a  shadow-like 
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form  start  out  from  behind  the  steps  of  the  house  on  the  o^ 
posite  side  of  the  street  as  he  had  emerged  from  the  alley- 
way. In  his  bent  posture,  without  seemingly  turning  h» 
head,  his  eyes  swt'pt  sharply  up  and  down  the  other  side 
of  the  ill-lighted  street.  Xothing!  There  wa»i  not  even  a 
pedestrian  in  sight  on  the  block  frotn  there  to  the  Bower)- 

Jimmie  Dale  straightened  up  nonchalantly,  and  stooprd 
almost  instantly  again,  as  though  the  lace  were  still  pro\tn|^ 
refractor}'.  Again  that  sharp,  searching  glance.  Again— 
nothing!  He  went  forward  now  in  apparent  unconcern: 
but  his  right  hand,  instead  of  being  buried  in  his  coat  pockc*. 
swung  easily  at  his  side. 

It  was  strange!  His  ineffective  ruse  to  the  contrary,  he 
was  certain  that  he  had  not  been  mistaken.    Was  it  WTihcf 

m 

Mack?  Was  the  ({uestion  answered?  Was  the  Gray  Sca2 
known,  too.  as  Jimmie  Dale?  Were  they  trailing  him  now. 
with  the  climax  to  come  at  the  club,  at  his  ovm  palatial  home. 
wherever  the  surroundings  would  best  lend  themseliref  lo 
assuaging  that  inordinate  thirst  for  the  sensational  that  wn 
*50  essentially  a  characteristic  of  the  confirmed  crimina!' 
What  a  headline  in  the  moming's  papers  it  would  make! 

At  the  comer  he  loitered  by  the  curb  to  light  a  cigarrttt— 
still  not  a  soul  in  ^^iijht  on  either  side  of  the  street  behind  him. 
except  a  couple  of  Italians  who  had  just  passed  by.  Straqp 
attain!  The  intuition,  if  it  were  only  intuition,  was  stii 
*»tr(»ni:.  Ho  swuni:  abruptly  on  his  heel,  mingled  with  ikr 
p:i<<ers-by  on  the  Rowrry,  walked  a  rapid  half  dozen  flifi 
until  th**  building  hid  thr  cross  street,  then  ran  across  ifcs 
rond  to  the  op|>osite  side  of  the  Bowery,  and,  in  a  crowd 
cnnu"  back  to  the  corner.  He  crossed  from  curb  to  cwfc 
> lowly,  sht'lierod  by  a  f rinije  of  people  that,  however,  m  • 
wav  o!)Ntructed  his  view  d<nvn  the  side  street.  And  ita 
Firnniie  Dale  *ihrucrged  his  shoulders.  He  had  evidently  htf 
nii^takon.  after  all.  He  was  overexcitetl :  his  nerves 
r.iw--tli:it.  yuThaps.  wms  the  solution.  Meanwhile,  €•«*? 
r'  'Titite  was  coiuiting.  if  Whitey  Mack  and  Lannigan 
^IiII  hr  at   I^r>!i.l  Hi.l/s. 

He  kept  en  ilnwn  the  Bowery,  hurr}'ing  with 


patience  tniomli  wt  ctdvb  usa:  jxssssisl  il  ..m  «c  ^orcos 
places  of  aimiwiiMUL  Ht  xaz  bx  nnmaf-c  i^  cock  ^axii: 
the  Bowery,  and*  cixTje  far  wzsli  ssaI  acrsrrcd.  wccii  ha^^e 
taken  a  les%  frequemed  sctbcl  He  vocid  t=m  oa  at  the 
next  blodc 

He  was  in  from  of  that  PLfiii^-pacture  tbeatre  acain. 
•  THE  DOUBLE  LIFE  "— tes  ercs  were  attracted  in\-ol- 
tmtarily  to  the  Inrid,  o%erdooe  display.  It  seemed  to 
threaten  him ;  it  seemed  to  dangfe  before  htm  a  premonition, 
as  it  were,  of  what  the  morning  held  in  store ;  but  now,  too, 
it  seemed  to  feed  into  flame  that  smouldering  fury  that  i>os- 
se5sed  him.  His  life— or  WTiitey  Mack's!  Men,  women, 
and  the  children  who  turned  night  into  day  in  that  quarter 
of  the  city  were  clustered  thick  arotmd  the  signs,  hiving  like 
bees  to  the  bald  sensationalism.  Almost  savagely  he  began  to 
force  his  way  through  the  crowd — and  the  next  instant, 
like  a  man  sttmned,  had  stopped  in  his  tracks.  His  fin^rvrn 
had  closed  in  a  fierce,  spasmodic  clutch  over  an  envelope  that 
had  been  thrust  suddenly  into  his  hand. 

"Jhmmie!**  from  somewhere  came  a  low,  quick  vwce. 
•*  Jimmie,  it  is  half-past  eleven  now — hurry,'* 

He  whirled,  scanning  wildly  this  face,  then  that.  It  wa« 
her  voice — her  voice!  The  Tocsin!  The  sensitive  fimj^r* 
were  telegraphing  to  his  brain,  as  they  always  did,  tfiat*  tt^ 
texture  of  the  envelope,  too,  was  hers.  Her  v^/i^e ;  y*-t,  */// 
where,  out  of  a  thousand  voices,  he  would  dtsiinfcnhh  >>-f  v 
but  her  face,  he  had  never  seen  that.  Which.  f/»7*  ^/  *r  •>-• 
crowd  arocrnd  him,  was  hers?  Surely  he  rrr-M  ••":  '^^  v/ 
her  dress;  she  would  be  different;  her  f^trv>rA  .^/  *>/•*• 
omst  single  her  out.   She 

••  55ay.  have  yoose  got  de  pip.  or  do  yo^^  •*"-  >  i  v:<:^  v«^^c 
<le  eardil"  a  man  flung  at  bin,  heaving  aryj  >».«>Mrt^  -a  r-' 

With  a  •  rt,  tfi  'i  •  !  irrefr  ^.«^'f  **#•  -Han  >•*>.- 
J^lc  moved  hts     :      i  *.      1 7  ^.^  t-^ 

^|OrM  seemed  1      sed  r!^r  ',n*rv'-#-ffvt»n9' '**-/•> 

**tm.      It  W  IS  •!      V    iif   '^^ii    /*lr%Mr-i     »     ^  ' 
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the  same — always!     For  years  she  had  eluded   him  li 
that,  come  ii]>on  him  without  warning  and  disappeared,  be: 
leaving  always  that  tangible  proof  of  her  existence — a  letter. 
the  call  of  the  Gniy  Seal  to  arms.    But  to-night  it  was  as  !i 
had  never  been  iK'fore.     It  was  not  alone  baffled  chagrin 
now,  not  alone  the  longing,  the  wild  desire  to  see  her  fact. 
to  look  into  her  eyes — it  was  life  and  death.    She  had  nun? 
at  the  ver\'  moment  when  she,  i>erhaps  alone  of  all  the  wo'Id 
could  have  ]M)intt-d  the  way  out,  when  life,  lilierty,  even- 
thing  that  was  conmion  to  them  both  was  at  stake,  in  deadS 
peril — and  she  had  gone,  ignorant  of  it  all.  leaving  him 
staggered  by  the  very  |>ossibility  of  the  succour  that  wa*  hriJ 
up  iK'fore  his  eyes  only  to  l)e  snatched  away  without  po»f? 
of  his  to  grasp  it.     His  intuition  had  not  been  at  fault— be 
had  made  no  mistake  in  that  sluidow  across  the  street  frocc 
the  Sanctuary.     It  had  been  the  Toc>in.     He  had  been  i\.4- 
lowed ;  and  it  was  she  who  had  followed  him,  until,  in  a 
crowd.  >he  had  seized  the  opiHirt unity  of  a  moment  ico 
Though  uhimately.  perhaps,  it  changed  nothing,  it  was  a  r^ 
lief  in  a  wav  to  know  that  it  was  she,  nut  \\liite\-  Made 
who  had  Inen  lurking  there ;  but  her  persistent,  incompR^ 
hensible  determination  to  preserve  the  niyster>'  with  frhid 
she  surrounded  herself  was  like  now  to  cc^-t  them  barh  i 
ghastly  price.     If  he  could  only  have  had  one  word  «fsk 
her ---just  one  word! 

The  letter  in  his  hand  crackled  imder  his  clenched  tot 
lie  Man-d  at  it  in  a  half-blind,  half-bitter  wav.  The  ol 
of  the  (iray  Seal  to  arms!  Another  coup,  with  iL*  inciddS 
<Ianger  ami  peril,  that  she  had  planned  for  him  to  excctfr' 
He  amid  have  laughed  aloud  at  the  inhuman  mockerv  of  i 
The  call  of  the  ( Iray  Seal  to  arms — niKc!  When  with  citn 
faculty  drained  to  its  last  rcMUirce.  cornered,  trapped  k 
wa>  fighting  for  his  very  existence! 

'•  Jimmie.  it  is  half-past  eleven  now — hurry!  "  The  ■«* 
were  jaiiiilint;  <lisO()rdantly  in  hi^  lirain. 

.\iid  now  he  laughed  outright,  mirthlessly.  A  yoat^gi 
hanging  on  her  escort's  ann.  {Kissing,  glanced  at  him  tfi 
giggled.     It  was  a  dilTerent  Jimmie  Dale  for  the 
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For  once  his  immobility  had  forsaken  him.  He  laughed 
again— a  sort  of  unnatural,  desperate  indifference  to  every- 
thing falling  upon  him.  What  did  it  matter,  the  moment  or 
two  it  would  take  to  read  the  letter  ?  He  looked  around  him. 
He  was  on  the  comer  in  front  of  the  Palace  Saloon,  and, 
turning  abruptly,  he  stepped  in  through  the  swinging  doors. 
As  Larry  the  Bat,  he  knew  the  place  well.  At  the  rear  of 
the  barroom  and  along  the  side  of  the  wall  were  some  half 
dozen  little  stalls,  partitioned  off  from  each  other.  Several 
of  these  were  unoccupied,  and  he  chose  the  one  farthest 
from  the  entrance.  It  was  private  enough;  no  one  would 
disturb  him. 

From  the  aproned  individual  who  presented  himself  he  or- 
dered a  drink.  The  man  returned  in  a  moment,  and  Jim- 
mie  Dale  tossed  a  coin  on  the  table,  bidding  the  other  keep 
the  change.  He  wanted  no  drink;  the  transaction  was 
wholly  perfunctory.  The  waiter  was  gone;  he  pushed  the 
glass  away  from  him,  and  tore  the  envelope  open. 

A  single  sheet,  closely  written  on  both  sides  of  the  paper, 
was  in  his  hand.  It  was  her  writing ;  there  was  no  mistak- 
ing that,  but  every  word,  every  line  bore  evidence  of  frantic 
haste.  Even  that  customary  formula,  "dear  philanthropic 
crook,"  that  had  prefaced  every  line  she  had  ever  written 
him  before,  had  been  omitted.  His  eyes  traversed  the  first 
few  lines  with  that  strange  indifference  that  had  settled  upon 
him.  What,  after  all,  did  it  matter  what  it  was ;  he  could 
do  nothing — not  even  save  himself  probably.  And  then, 
with  a  little  start,  he  read  the  lines  over  again,  muttering 
snatches  from  them. 

•• .  .  .  Max  Diestricht — diamonds — the  Ross-Logan 
stones — ^wedding — sliding  panel  in  wall  of  workshop— end 
of  the  room  near  window — ten  boards  to  the  right  from  side 
Wall — press  small  knot  in  the  wood  in  the  centre  of  the  tenth 
board — to-night    .    .    .*^ 

It  brought  a  sudden  thrill  of  excitement  to  Jimmie  Dale 
ifopossibk  as  he  would  have  believed  it  an  instant  ago^ 
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for  the  moment  overshadowed  the  realisation  of  his  own 
peril.    A  robber>'  such  as  that,  if  it  were  ever  accompIi<^hcd. 
would  stir  the  countrv  from  en<l  lo  end ;  it  would  set  New 
York  by  the  ears :  it  would  l(H>se  the  police  in  full  cr>'  like 
a  pack  of  bloodhounds  with  their  leashes  slip|X'd.     The  xy 
ciety  columns  of  the  newspajwrs  had  been  busy  for  months 
featuring  tlie  cominj;  marriaj^e  of  the  Ross-Loj:an>*  daughter 
to  one  of  the  country's  young  merchant  j)rinces.     The  Cffn- 
bincd  fortunes  of  the  two  families  would  make  the  \our4: 
couple  the  richest  in   America.     The  jirosjKx'tive  pnKfn'* 
weddini^'  gift  was  to  Ix:  a  diamond  necklace  of  periccth 
matched,  kir^'e  stones  that  would  eclipse  anything  of  the  kind 
in  the  country.     luirope,  the  foreign  markets,  had  been  '.:!• 
erally  combed  and  ransacked  to  supply  the  gems.    The  >!one4 
had  arrived  in  New  York  the  dav  before,  the  dutv  on  ihec 
alone  amounting  to  over  fifty  thousand  dollars.     All  thtf 
had  apj)eared  in  the  paper*;. 

Jimmie  D;ile's  brows  drew  together  in  a  frown.  On  jsS 
exactly  what  pcrcentaire  the  duty  was  figured  he  did  tut 
know ;  but  it  wa^^  hi'jh  cnouirh  on  the  ba'^is  of  fifty  thoa^spd 
dollars  to  a^^^^unie*  safely  that  the  assessed  value  of  the  5tonff 
was  not  l(«-<  than  four  times  that  amount.  Two  hundrwJ 
thousan<l  dollars — laid  down,  a  quarter  of  a  million!  Wd 
why  not  ?  In  more  than  one  quarter  diamonds  were  rankfi 
n^  the  soundest  kiiwl  of  an  investment.  Furthemwft. 
throuirh  pergonal  ai*«|uaintance  with  the  "  high  contractflf 
p;irt'e^.'*  who  were  in  hi<  own  set.  he  knew  it  to  be  irof. 

He  Nhruiru'^d  hi^  ^hrniMers.    The  pajwrs,  too,  had  ihrwrt 
thf  linM-lii^lit  on  Max  Pie^tricht.  who.  though  for  quicf  » 
tiim-  the  fashion  in  the  sfx'ial  world,  had,  up  to  the  prr*c* 
Inen  con ip.ira lively  unknown  to  the  average  New  Yofit? 
Ills  nwn  kiiiiwledire  of  Max  Die-itricht  went  deeper  tlai 
thf  ^iiiHTfii'ial  biov;raphy  furni-^hed  by  the  news; 
oM   Htill.iiicl.r  had  done  mf)re  than  one  piece  of 
jew«lrv  wurk  for  him.    The  old  fellow  was  a  character tktf 
lHU'5s''irt  d  de^iTiption.  eccentric  to  the  ]»oint  of  ex 
.iT'.«l  ileaf  :i<  a  po«»t  ;  h\n.  i!i  iT:ifin)an>hip.  a  modem  O 
lie  employed  no  workmen,  lived  alone  over  I      shop  oo 
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J  lower  streets  between  Fifth  and  Sixth  Avenues  near 
ington  Square — and  possessed  a  splendid  contempt  for 
protective  contrivances  as  safes  and  vaults.     If  his 
ective  patrons  expostulated  on  this  score  before  intrust- 
m  with  their  valuables,  they  were  at  liberty  to  take  their 
el^where.    It  was  Max  Diestricht  who  honoured  you 
cepting  the  commission;  not  you  who  honoured  Max 
icht  by  intrusting  him  with  it.    "  Of  what  use  is  it 
;  a  safe ! "  he  would  exclaim.    "  It  hides  nothing ;  it 
says,  *  I  am  inside ;  do  not  look  farther ;  come  and 
c ! '    Yes  ?    It  is  to  explode  with  the  nitro-glycerine — 
—and  I  am  deaf  and  I  hear  nothing.    It  is  a  foolishness, 
—he  had  a  habit  of  prodding  at  one  with  a  levelled  f  ore- 
— "  every  night  somewhere  they  are  robbed,  and  have  I 
-obbed  ?    Hein,  tell  me  that ;  have  I  been  robbed  ?  " 
ras  true.    In  ten  years,  though  at  times  having  stones 
-ecious  metal  aggregating  large  amounts  deposited  with 
f  his  customers,  Max  Diestricht  had  never  lost  so  much 
:  gold  filings.     There  was  a  queer  smile  on  Jimmie 
lips  now.    The  knot  in  the  tenth  board  was  signiii- 
Max  Diestricht  was  scrupulously  honest,  a  genius 
inality  and  conception  of  design,  a  master  in  the  per- 
1  and  delicacy  of  his  finished  work — he  had  been  com- 
ned  to  design  and  set  the  Ross-Lc^n  necklace, 
brain  works  quickly.    All  this  and  more  had  flashed 
:  instantaneously  through  Jimmie  Dale's  mind.     His 
ell  to  the  letter  again,  and  he  read  on.     Halfway 
h,  a  sudden  whiteness  blanched  his  face,  and,  follow- 
a  surging  tide  of  red  that  mounted  to  his  temples.    It 
him;  it  seemed  to  rob  him  for  the  moment  of  the 
of  coherent  thought.     He  was  wrong;  he  had  not 
right.    It  was  incredible,  dare-devil  beyond  belief — 
jt  in  its  very  audacity  lay  success.    He  finished  the 
read  it  once  more — and  his  fingers  mechanically  be- 
tear  it  into  little  shreds.    His  brain  was  in  a  whirl, 
ex  of  conflicting  emotions.    Had  Whitey  Mack  and 
pm  left  Bristol  Bob's  yet?    Where  were  they  now? 
icre  time  for — thisf    He  was  staring  at  the  little  torn 
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scraps  of  paper  in  his  hand.  He  thrust  them  suddenly  into 
his  pocket,  and  jerked  out  his  watch.  It  was  nearly  mid- 
night. The  hroad.  muscular  shoulder*;  seemed  to  squart 
back  curiously,  the  jaws  to  clamp  a  little,  the  face  to  harder 
and  j^row  cold  uiUil  it  was  like  stone.  With  a  swift  n«nr- 
nient  he  emptied  his  jjlass  into  the  cuspidor,  set  the  j:Li?* 
Iwck  on  the  taMe.  and  stepped  out  from  the  stall.  His  ifts- 
ti nation  was  Max  L)iestricht*s. 

The  Palace  SaltxMi  was  near  the  upper  end  of  the  Bowcri. 
and.  failin;;!^  a  taxicah.  of  which  none  was  in  si^ht.  his  qufcV- 
est  metluHl  was  to  walk,  and  he  started  brisk  I  v  forward.    1: 
was  not  far ;  and  it  was  harelv  ten  minutes  from  the  tin* 
he  had  left  the  Palace  SaliKm  when  he  swun|»  throu{;h  \Va*h- 
in^'ton  .S(|uare  to  I'ifth  Avenue,  and.  a  moment  later,  turned 
from  that  thoroujjhfare.  heading;  west  toward  Sixth  Aw- 
nue.  aloni^f  one  of  those  streets  which,  with  the  city'*  norh- 
ward  trend,  had  ({uite  lost  any  distincitvc  identity,  and  free 
t>ein|^  once  a  modestly  fashiiiuable  residential  section  had  now 
iK'coine  a  con^domerate  pot}K)urri  of  small  tradesmen's  stores, 
shops  and  apartments  of  the  floorer  class.     He  knew  ^fa^ 
Dio^tricht's — he  could  well  have  done  without  the  aid  o! 
the  arc  lamp  which,  even  if  climly.  indicated  that  low.  »!• 
most  tuml)le-<l«)wn,  two-storv  stnicture  tucked  awav  bctwrrt 
the  taller  huildinj;s  on  either  side  that  almost  rnj^lfed  i 
It  was  late.     The  street  was  quiet.     Tlie  shops  and  store 
had  lont:  since  In-en  closed.  Max  DieMricht's  amon|;  thon^ 
the  r)]d  Hollanders*  name  in  paintetl  white  letters  stood  otf 
a«:ain-«t  the  t)ack ground  of  a  darkened  workshop  wimb* 
In  the  stor\-  ahuve.  the  liirht^.  too.  were  out :  Max  Dicstnck 
was  j)r«)l)al)ly  fast  asleei>— and  he  was  stone  deaf! 

A  plance  up  and  down  the  street,  and  Jinimie  Dale  «• 
standini;.  or.  rather,  leaning  apainst  Max  Diestricht's  do* 
There  was  no  one  to  see.  and  if  there  were,  what  was  ihflt 
to  attnict  attention  to  a  man  standing  nonchalantly  for  i 
monunt  in  a  diMirway?  It  was  only  for  a  moment,  Tta* 
ni:i«'trr  fiiv^^Ts  i»f  Jinunie  Dale  were  working;  surely.  5irifcl». 
sjlrntly.  A  little  steel  instrument  tliat  was  never  otit  of** 
|)osse>^ion  was  in  the  lock  and  out  again.    The  door 
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(ed;  he  drew  the  black  silk  mask  from  his  pocket  and 
pcd  it  over  his  face.  Immediately  in  front  of  him  the 
rs  led  upward ;  immediately  to  his  right  was  the  door  into 
shop— the  modest  street  entrance  was  common  to  both. 
lie  door  into  the  workshop  was  not  locked.  He  opened 
steped  inside,  and  closed  it  quietly  behind  him.  The 
re  was  in  blackness.  He  stood  for  a  moment  silent,  strain- 
his  ears  to  catch  the  slightest  sound,  reconstructing  the 
1  of  his  surroundings  in  his  mind  as  he  remembered  it. 
^as  a  narrow,  oblong  room,  running  the  entire  depth  of 
building,  a  very  long  room,  blank  walls  on  either  side, 
window  in  the  middle  of  the  rear  wall  that  gave  on  a 
k  yard,  and  from  the  back  yard  there  was  access  to  the 
i ;  also,  as  he  remembered  the  place,  it  was  a  riot  of  dis- 
er,  with  workbenches  and  odds  and  ends  strewn  with- 
system  or  reason  in  every  direction— one  had  need  of 
!  to  negotiate  it  in  the  dark.  He  took  his  flashlight  from 
pocket,  and,  preliminary  to  a  more  intimate  acquaint- 
e  with  the  interior,  glanced  out  through  the  front  window 
r  which  he  stood — and,  with  a  suppressed  cry,  shrank 
Ic  instinctively  against  the  wall. 

*wo  men  were  crossing  the  street,  heading  directly  for 
shop  door.  The  arc  lamp  lighted  up  their  faces.  //  was 
f^rctor  Lannigan  of  headquarters  and  Whitey  Mack! 
\  quick  intake  of  Jimmie  Dale  breath  was  sucked  through 
tcfaed  teeth.  They  were  close  on  his  heels  then — far 
er  than  he  had  imagined.  It  would  take  Whitey  Mack 
xly  any  longer  to  open  that  front  door  than  it  had  taken 
1.  Close  on  his  heels!  His  face  was  rigid.  He  could 
r  them  now  at  the  door.  The  flashlight  in  his  hand 
ked  down  the  length  of  the  room.  It  was  a  dangerous 
tg  to  do,  but  it  was  still  more  dangerous  to  stumble 
\  some  object  and  make  a  noise.  He  darted  forward, 
tilting  a  workbench,  a  stool,  a  small  hand  forge.  Again 
flashlight  gleamed.  Against  the  side  wall,  near  the  rear, 
\  another  workbench,  with  a  sort  of  coarse  canvas  cur- 
\  hanging  part  way  down  in  front  of  it,  evidently  to  pro- 
:  such  things  as  might  be  stored  away  beneath  it  from 
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dust,  and  Jimmic  Dale  sprang  for  it,  whipped  back  the 
vas,  and  crawled  iindemeath.  He  was  not  an  instant  too 
soon.  As  the  canvas  fell  back  into  place,  the  shop  door 
opened,  closed,  and  the  two  men  had  stepped  inside. 

Whitey  Mack's  voice,  in  a  low  whisper  though  it  vu^ 
seemed  to  echo  raucously  through  the  shop. 

**  Mnbbe  we'll  have  a  sweet  wait,  but  I  f^  the  strai^ 
dope  on  this.  ITe's  !q:oing  to  make  a  try  for  Dutchy's  spar- 
klers to-ni\dn.  We'll  let  him  go  the  limit,  and  we  don't  eithr 
of  us  make  a  move  till  he's  pinched  them,  and  then  we  fR 
him  with  the  ^oods  on  him.  He  can't  get  away :  he  hasn't 
a  hope!  There's  only  two  ways  of  getting  in  here  or  gctrof 
out — this  door  and  window  here,  and  a  window  that's  dova 
there  at  the  back.  You  guard  this,  and  I'll  take  care  of  the 
otheT  end.    Savvv?" 

"  Right !  "  I^nnigan  answered  grimly.    "  Go  ahead!" 

Tliere  was  the  sound  of  footsteps  moving  forward,  tha 
a  vicious  bum]),  the  scrapins:  of  some  object  along  the  floor, 
and  a  muffled  curse  from  Whitey  Mack. 

"  Use  your  flashlight !  "  advised  the  inspector,  in  a  goarM 
voice. 

"  I  haven't  got  one,  damn  it ! "  growled  Whitey  Mack 
"  It's  all  right.     Til  grt  along." 

Again  the  steps,  but  more  warily  now,  as  thotigh  the 
wrri.*  cautiously  feeling  ahead  of  him  for  possible 
liiuinio  Dale  for  a  moment  held  his  breath.  He  coaM  hivr 
reai'hcd  out  and  touched  the  man  as  the  other  f9»ei 
Whitey  Mack  went  on  until  he  had  taken  up  a  pontioi 
against  the  rear  wall.    Jimmie  Dale  heard  him  as  he  bmbel 

:ii:i:ii-t  it. 

riun  <ilfncc  fell.  Tie  was  between  them  now.  StretdMi' 
full  litvjth  fin  the  floor,  Jimmie  Dale  raised  the  lower  pfl^ 
tion  <»f  the  canva^i  away  from  in  front  of  his  face.  Hccoald 
SCO  nothing'-,  the  I'lare  was  in  Stygian  blackness;  but  it  Vai 
brt  n  Li'^^e  ami  ^titlini:.  and.  at  least,  it  gave  him  more  air 

The  niintitis  clra.L:j:«<l  by — e.ich  more  interminable  thaalk 
f.:u-  that  liad  ir'Mie  before.  Not  a  movement,  not  a  lotfi 
ami  then,  through  the  .stillness,  very  faint  at  first,  caneikl 
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regular,  impressed  breathing  of  Whitey  Mack,  who  was  much 
the  nearer  of  the  two  men.  And,  once  noticeable,  almost  im- 
perceptible as  it  was,  it  seemed  to  pervade  the  room  and  fill 
it  with  a  strange,  ominous  resonance  that  rose  and  fell  until 
the  blackness  palpitated  with  it. 

Slowly,  very  slowly,  Jimmie  Dale's  hand  crept  into  his 
pocket — and  crept  out  again  with  his  automatic.  He  lay  mo- 
tionless once  more.  Time  in  any  concrete  sense  ceased  to 
exist.  Fancied  shapes  began  to  assume  form  in  the  dark- 
ness. By  the  door,  Lannigan  stirred  uneasily,  shifting  his 
position  slightly. 

Was  it  hours — was  it  only  minutes?  It  seemed  to  ring 
through  the  nerve-racking  stillness  like  the  shriek  of  a 
hurtling  shell — and  it  was  only  a  whisper. 

**  Watch  yourself,  Lannigan,"  whispered  Whitey  Mack. 
••  He*s  coming  now  through  the  yard !  Don't  move  till  I 
start  something.  Let  him  get  his  paws  on  the  sparklers." 
Silence  again.  And  then  a  low  rasping  at  the  window, 
like  the  gnawing  of  a  rat ;  then,  inch  by  inch,  the  sash  was 
lifted.  There  was  the  sound  as  of  a  body  forcing  its  way 
over  the  sill  cautiously,  then  a  step  upon  the  floor  inside, 
another,  and  still  another.  The  fi^re  of  a  man  loomed  up 
suddenly  against  the  glow  of  a  flashlight  as  he  threw  the 
rotmd,  white  ray  inquisitively  here  and  there  over  the  rear 
uralL  And  now  he  appeared  to  be  counting  the  boards. 
One.  two,  three — ^ten.  His  hand  ran  up  and  down  the  tenth 
board.  Again  and  again  he  repeated  the  operation,  and 
aomething  like  the  snarl  of  a  baited  beast  echoed  through  the 
room.  He  half  turned  to  snatch  at  something  in  his  pocket, 
and  the  light  for  a  moment  showed  a  black-bearded,  lower- 
inH^  face,  partially  hidden  by  a  peaked  cap  that  was  pulled 
far  down  over  his  eyes. 

There  was  the  rip  and  tear  of  rending  wood,  as  a  steel 
jimmy,  in  lieu  of  the  spring  the  man  evidently  could  not 
find,  bit  tn  between  the  boards,  a  muttered  oath  of  satisfac- 
tion, and  a  portion  of  the  wall  slid  back,  disclosing  what 
looked  like  a  metal-lined  cupboard.  He  reached  in,  seized 
of  a  dozen  little  boxes,  and  wrenched  off  the  cover.    A 
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blue,  scintillating  gleam  seemed  to  leap  out  to  mert  the 
white  ray  of  the  flashlight.  'Vhe  man  chuckled  hoarsely,  and 
began  to  cram  the  rest  of  the  boxes  into  his  pockets. 

Jimmie  Dale  stirred.  On  hands  and  knees  he  was  creep- 
ing now  from  beneath  the  workbench.  Something  capgh 
and  tore  l)ehind  him — the  canvas  curtain.  And  at  the  soond 
with  a  sharp  cry,  the  man  at  the  wall  whirled,  the  light  west 
out,  and  he  sprang  toward  the  window.  Jimmie  Dale  gained 
his  feet  and  leaped  forward.  A  revolver  shot  cut  a  lane  of 
fire  throut^h  the  blackness ;  and,  above  the  roar  of  the  report. 
Whitey  Mack's  voice  in  a  fierce  yell : 

"It's  all  right,  l^innigan!  I  got  him!  No— ArB'' 
There  was  a  terrific  crash  of  breaking  glass.  '*  He's  pi 
away !  " 

"  Not  yet.  he  hasn't ! "  gritted  Jimmie  Dale  between  l» 
teeth,  and  his  clubbed  revolver  swung  crashing  to  the  head 
of  a  dark  form  in  front  of  him. 

There  wa«  a  half  sigh,  half  moan.  The  form  slid  Gmph 
to  the  floor.  I-annigan  was  floundering  down  the  shop,  leap- 
ing obstacles  in  a  mad  rush,  his  flashlight  picking  out  the 
wav. 

Jimmie  Dale  ste])|)ed  swiftly  backward,  and  his  htnd 
gro]H'(i  out  for  the  droplight.  over  the  end  of  the  bcnclL 
that  he  had  knoi^ki'd  against  in  his  own  rush.  His  finfcn 
clutched  it — and  the  lower  end  of  the  shop  ni'as  flooded 
with  light.  Kxcept  for  his  felt  hat  that  lay  a  little  disHM 
away,  there  was  no  ^^ign  of  Whitey  Mack ;  the  htiddM 
form  of  the  man.  who  but  a  moment  since  had  chackkd 
as  he  pockete<l  cM  Max  Diestricht's  gems,  lay  sprawled 
inert.  u[)on  the  floor,  and  I^innigan  was  staring  imo  the 
mu7zle  of  Jimmie  Dale's  automatic. 

Drop  that  gun,  I  Jinnigan ! "  said  Jimmie  Dde 

.\nd  I'll  trouble  you  not  to  make  a  noise;  it  might 
attention  from  the  street ;  there's  been  too  orach 
Drup  that  tfun!  " 

The  revolver  clattered  from  Lannigan's  hand  to  the 
A  step  forwanl.  and  Jimmie  Dale's  toe  sent  it  ipinniqf 
a  bench.    .Another  step,  and,  his  revolver       I  coicrimitj 


II 
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other,  he  had  whipped  a  pair  of  handcuffs  from  the  officer's 
side  pocket. 

Lannigan,  as  though  the  thought  had  never  occurred  to 
him,  offered  no  resistance.  He  was  staring  in  a  dazed  sort 
of  way  back  and  forth  from  Jimmie  Dale  to  the  man  on  the 
floor. 

"  What's     this     mean  ? "     he     burst     out     suddenly. 

-  Where's " 

"  Your  wrist,  please !  "  requested  Jimmie  Dale  pleasantly. 
**  No— the  left  one.  Thank  you  " — as  the  handcuff  snapped 
shut.  •*  Now  go  over  there  and  sit  down  on  the  floor  beside 
that  fellow.  Quick!"  Jimmie  Dale's  voice  rasped  sud- 
denly, imperatively. 

Still  bewildered,  but  a  little  sullen  now,  Lannigan  obeyed. 
Jimmie  Dale  stooped  quickly,  and  snapped  the  other  link  of 
the  handcuff  over  the  unconscious  man's  right  wrist. 
Jimmie  Dale  smiled. 

*•  That's  the  approved  way  of  taking  your  man.  isn't  it  ? 
Left  wrist  to  the  prisoner's  right.    He's  only  sttmned ;  hell 
be  around  in  a  moment.    Know  him  ?  " 
Lannigan  shook  his  head. 

•*  Take  a  good  look  at  him."  invited  Jimmie  Dale.  "  You 
oi^ht  to  know  most  of  them  in  the  business." 

Lannigan  bent  over  a  little  closer,  and  then,  with  an 
amazed  cry,  his  free  hand  shot  forward  and  tore  away  the 
other's  beard. 

//  was  Whitey  Mack! 
"  My  God ! "  gasped  Lannigan. 

•*  Quite  so !  "  said  Jimmie  Dale  evenly.  "  You'll  find  the 
jtamonds  in  his  pockets,  and.  excuse  me  " — his  fingers  were 
running  through  Whitey  Mack's  clothes — "  ah,  here  it  is  " 
— the  thin  metal  case  was  in  his  hand — "  a  little  article  that 
belongs  to  me,  and  whose  loss,  I  am  free  to  admit,  caused 
jnc  considerable  concern  until  I  was  informed  that  he  had 
Xily  found  it  without  having  the  slightest  idea  as  to  whom 
it  bdonged.  It  made  quite  a  difference !  "  He  had  opened 
the  case  carelessly  before  Lannigan's  eyes.  "  *  The  Gray 
Seal!'    Ill  ss     it  for  you,"  said  Jimmie  Dale  whimsically. 


284    THE  ADVENTURES  OF  JIMMIE  DALE 

"  This  is  what  probably  put  the  idea  into  his  head,  after 
first,  in  some  way,  having  discovered  old  Max  Dicf-lrich's 
hiding  place;  and,  if  I  !iad  given  him  time  enough,  he  wuul'i 
probably  have  stuck  one  of  these  seals,  in  chunsy  imitation 
of  that  little  eccentricity  of  mine,  on  the  wall  over  there 
to  stamp  the  job  as  genuine.    You  begin  to  get  it.  don't  >cc 
Lannigan  ?    Pretty  sure-fire  as  an  alibi,  eh  ?    And  he'd  hi»« 
got  away  with  it.  too,  as  far  as  you  were  concerned,    h'c 
had  only  to  fire  that  shot,  smash  the  window,  tuck  his  fi> 
beard,  mustache,  and  peaked  cap  into  his  iKxrkct,  put  on  h:* 
own  hat  that  vou  sec  there  on  the  floor— and  veil  that  the 
man  had  escaped.     He'd  help  you  chase  the  thief.  :  •^' 
Rather  neat,  don't  you  think.  Lannigan?     And  worth  the 
risk.  too.  considering  the  howl  that  would  go  up  at  the  th*:' 
of  those  stones,  and  that,  known  as  the  slickest  diamond  !h.x: 
in  the  countr\-.  he  would  be  the  first  to  be  suspected— <v 
copt  that  the  police  themselves,  in  the  person  of  Inspe>.-:  r 
Laiinitran  of  headquarters,  would  be  prepared  to  proic  i 
perfectly  good  alibi  for  him." 

Lannigan's  head  was  thrust  forward ;  his  eyes,  hard,  were 
rivited  on  Whitev  Mack. 

"  Mv  God!"  he  said  again  under  his  breath.  The 
fiercely :    "  I  Ie1l  get  his  for  this !  " 

It  was  a  moment  before  Jimmie  Dale  spoke;  he  «i» 
niu*^inL:1y  examining  the  automatic  in  his  hand. 

**  I  am  j:ning  now.  I-annigan."  he  ob>erved  quietly.  "I 
require,  say.  fifteen  minutes  in  which  to  effect  my  e^*i:< 
It  is.  f»f  I'our'^e.  obvioii*;  th.nt  an  alann  rai>ed  by  yuu  it/jC^s 
pr<»ve  extrrtiuly  awkward,  but  a  piece  of  canvas  from  t^-i^ 
Im  lull  tlirre.  together  witli  a  bit  of  string,  would  nukt  i 
nin-!  I  til- tive  ;:a'.:.  I  prefer,  however,  not  to  submit  >:< 
t«»  :l..it  in  !i''nitv.  Instead.  I  offer  vou  the  ahemalne  ci 
•;i\iiii:  III'*  ymir  word  to  remain  quietly  where  yuu  tft 
for — lifleen  :irniile<." 

I^'innit:aii  luvit;ite<I. 

liiiiiiiii'  I  );ile  Miiiled. 

*'  I  at;ri*i-."  said  I.:tiuiii:an  shortly. 

Jiniinie    D.ile    >t  p2>ed    back.      'Hie    elect ric-li|^C 
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clicked*  The  place  was  in  darkness.  There  was  a  moment, 
two,  of  utter  stillness;  then  softly,  from  the  front  end  of 
the  shop,  a  whisper: 

"  If  I  were  you,  Lannigan,  I'd  take  that  gun  from  Whitey's 
pocket  before  he  comes  round  and  beats  you  to  it." 

And  the  door  had  dosed  silently  behind  Jimmie  Dale. 


CHAPTER  XI 

THE  STOOL-PIGEON 

T  N  the  subway,  ten  minutes  before*  a  freckled-faced  nwf- 
''  sender  boy  had  squeezed  himself  into  a  scat  beside 
Jimmic  Dale,  yanked  a  dime  novel  from  a  refractory  pockr^ 
and,  blissfully  lost  to  all  the  world,  had  buried  his  head  s 
its  pages.  Jimmic  Dale's  glance  at  the  youngster  had  eqmlli. 
perforce,  embraced  the  lurid  title  of  the  thriller,  "  Dicnc 
with  Death,"  so  imperturbably  thrust  under  his  nose  .^ 
the  time,  he  had  smiled  indulgently ;  but  now,  as  he  kft  the 
subway  and  headed  for  liis  home  on  Riverside  Dnve.  ihe 
words  not  only  refused  to  be  ignored,  but  had  resolved  ibecv 
selves  into  a  curiously  persistent  refrain  in  his  mind.  TSer 
were  exactly  what  they  purported  to  be.  dime-novclish.  rf 
the  deepest  hue  of  yellow,  melodramatic  in  the  extreme  :bd! 
aNc».  tt)  him  now,  they  were  grimly  apt  and  premonitorir 
appropriate.  **  Dicing  with  Death  " — there  was  not  an  bo«. 
not  a  moment  in  the  day.  when  he  was  not  literally  (biiC 
with  death ;  when,  with  the  underworld  and  the  polict  iM 
auMinst  him.  a  single  false  move  would  lose  him  the  tiirov 
th.'it  left  death  the  winner! 

The  risk  of  the  dual  life  enforced  upon  him  f^v  (ii|> 
greater,  and  in  the  end  there  must  be  the  reckoning  He 
would  have  l>een  a  madman  to  have  shut  his  eves  in  thr  :Kt 

m 

of  what  was  obvious — but  it  was  worth  it  all.  and  in  S» 
soul  he  knew  that  he  would  not  have  had  it  othcnviite 
now.  To-night,  to-morrow,  the  day  after,  would 
another  letter  from  the  Tocsin,  and  there  would  he  awt**^ 
"  crime  *'  of  the  Gray  Seal's  blazoned  in  the  pres»— •«4l 
that  be  the  last  affair,  or  would  there  be  another—^  i^ 
nJL'ht.  to-morrow,  the  day  after,  would  he  be  trapped  htfoR 
e\fM  "fn-  iv.nre  letter  came! 
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He  shrugged  his  shoulders,  as  he  ran  up  the  steps  of  his 
house.  Those  were  the  stakes  that  he  himself  had  laid  on 
the  table  to  wager  upon  the  game,  he  had  no  quarrel  there ; 
but  if  only,  before  the  end  came,  or  even  with  the  end  itself, 
he  could  find — her! 

With  his  latchkey  he  let  himself  into  the  spacious,  richly 
furnished,  well*lighted  reception  hall,  and,  crossing  this, 
went  up  the  broad  staircase,  his  steps  noiseless  on  the  heavy 
carpet.  Below,  faintly,  he  could  hear  some  of  the  servants 
— they  evidently  had  not  heard  him  close  the  door  behind 
him.  Discipline  was  relaxed  somewhat,  it  was  quite  ap- 
parent, with  Jason,  that  peer  of  butlers,  away.  Jason, 
poor  chap,  was  in  the  hospital.  Typhoid,  they  had  thought 
it  at  first,  though  it  had  turned  out  to  be  some  milder  form 
of  infection.  He  would  be  back  in  a  few  days  now;  but 
meanwhile  he  missed  the  old  man  sorely  from  the  house. 

He  reached  the  landing,  and,  turning,  went  along  the  hall 
to  the  door  of  his  own  particular  den,  opened  the  door, 
closed  It  behind  him — and  in  an  instant  the  keen,  agile  brain, 
trained  to  the  little  things  that  never  escaped  it,  that  daily 
held  his  life  in  the  balance,  was  alert.  The  room  was  un- 
ustially  dark,  even  for  night-time.  It  was  as  though  the 
window  shades  had  been  closely  drawn — a  thing  Jason  never 
did.  But  then  Jason  wasn't  there!  Jimmie  Dale,  smiling 
then  a  little  quizzically  at  himself,  reached  up  for  the  elec- 
tric-light switch  beside  the  door,  pressed  it — and,  his  finger 
still  on  the  buttom,  whipped  his  automatic  from  his  pocket 
with  his  other  hand.     The  room  was  still  in  darkness. 

The  smile  on  Jimmie  Dale's  lips  was  gone,  for  his  lips 
now  had  closed  together  in  a  tight,  drawn  line.  The  lights 
in  the  rest  of  the  house,  as  witness  the  reception  hall,  were 
in  order.  This  was  no  accident!  Silent,  motionless,  he 
stood  there,  listening.  Was  he  trapped  at  last — in  his  own 
house!  By  whom?  The  police?  The  thugs  of  the  under- 
world? It  made  little  difference — the  end  would  differ  only 
in  the  method  by  which  it  was  attained !  What  was  that ! 
Was  there  a  slight  stir,  a  movement  at  the  lower  end  of  the 
was  it  his  imagination?    His  hand  fell  from  the 
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clectric-li^ht  switch  to  the  doorknob  behind  his  back 
Slowly,  without  a  sound,  it  be^n  to  turn  under  his  sEm. 
tapering  finders,  whose  deft,  sensitive  touch  had  made  Mb* 
known  and  feared  as  the  master  cracksman  of  them  &S: 
and,  as  noiselessly,  the  door  began  to  open. 

It  was  like  a  duel — a  duel  of  silence.  What  was  tfaf 
intnuIcT.  whoever  he  might  be,  waiting  for?  The  aboniff 
click  of  the  electric-light  switch,  to  say  nothing  of  the 
opening  of  the  door  when  he  had  entered,  was  evidmoe 
enougli  that  he  was  there.  Was  the  other  trj-ing  to  pbcv 
him  exactly  through  the  darkness  to  make  sure  of  hb  tf- 
tack!  Tlie  door  was  open  now.  And  suddenly  Jimnir 
Dale  laughed  easily  aloud — and  on  the  instant  shifted  fail 
position. 

"  Well  ?  "  inquired  Jimmie  Dale  coolly  from  the  other  side 
of  the  threshold. 

It  seemed  like  a  long-drawn  sigh  fluttering  throqgh  tfae 
room,  a  ^a^^p  of  relief — and  then  the  blood  was  poondiflc 
madly  at  his  temples,  and  he  was  back  in  the  room 
the  door  closed  once  more  behind  him. 

"  Oh.  Jimmie — why  didn't  you  speak?    I  had  to  be 
that  it  was  you." 

It   was  her  voice!     Ilcrs!     The  Tocsin!     Htrt!    Sk 
was  here — here  in  his  house! 

"  Voii !  "  he  cried.    "  You^here ! "    He  «*as  ^ttsaat  tk 
electric-li^ht  switch  frantically,  again  and  again. 

Her  voice  came  out  of  the  darkness  from  across  the  lOflB: 

"Why  are  you  doin^  that,  Jimmie?    You  know  ahvi^ 
that  I  iMve  turned  off  the  lights." 

"  At  the  siickets — of  course!  "    He  latighed  out  the 
alino-»t  hysterically.    "  Your  face — I  have  never  seen 
face,  you  know."    Me  was  moving  quickly  toward  the 
in^^  lamp  on  his  desk. 

There  was  a  quick,  hurried  swish  of  garments,  ad  di 
wa^  hlcx'kintj  his  way, 

"  No."  she  said,  in  a  low  voice;  ''you  must  aol  ^^ 
that  Liriip.'* 

He  lau)^heii  agaiu.  shortly,  fiercely  now.    like  was 
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• 

to  him,  hsi  hands  reached  out  for  her,  touched  her,  and, 
thrining  at  the  touch,  swept  her  toward  him. 

•"  Jimmie — ^Jimmie — are  you  mad !  "  she  breathed. 

Mad !  Yes — he  was  mad  with  the  wildest,  most  passionate 
exhilaration  he  had  ever  known.    He  found  his  voice  with 

« 

an  effort. 

"  These  months  and  years  that  I  have  tried  until  my  soul 
was  sick  to  find  you ! "  he  cried  out.  "  And  you  are  here 
now !    Your  face — I  must  see  your  face !  " 

She  had  wrenched  herself  away  from  him.  He  could 
hear  her  breath  coming  sharply  in  little  gasps.  He  groped 
his  way  onward  toward  the  desk. 

*'Wait!" — her  tones  seemed  to  ring  suddenly  vibrant 
throi^  the  room.  "Wait,  before  you  touch  that  lampl 
I — I  put  you  on  your  honour  not  to  light  it." 

He  stopped  abruptly. 

•*  My— iionour  ?  "  he  repeated  mechanically. 

••  Yes !  I  came  here  to-night  because  there  was  no  other 
way.  No  other  way— do  you  understand?  I  came,  trust- 
ing to  your  honour  not  to  take  advantage  of  the  conditions 
that  forced  me  to  do  this.  I  had  no  fear  that  I  was  wrong 
— I  have  no  fear  now.  You  will  not  light  that  lamp,  and 
you  will  not  make  any  attempt  to  prevent  my  going  away 
as  I  came — unknown.  Is  there  any  question  about  it,  Jim- 
mie?   I  am  in  your  house." 

•*  You  don't  know  what  you  are  saying ! "  he  burst  out 
wildly.  ^  I've  risked  my  life  for  a  chance  like  this  again 
and  again ;  I've  gone  through  hell,  living  in  squalour  for  a 
month  on  end  as  Larry  the  Bat  in  the  hope  that  I  might 
discover  who  you  are — and  do  you  think  I'll  let  anything 
4rtop  me  now  1    I  tell  you,  no— a  thousand  times  no !  " 

She  made  no  answer.  There  was  only  her  low,  quick 
lireathing  coming  from  somewhere  near  him.  He  made  an- 
^ither  step  toward  the  lamp — and  stopped. 

**  I  ten  you,  no!"  he  said  again,  and  took  another  step 
forward — and  stopped  once  more. 

Still  she  made  no  answer.  A  minute  passed — another. 
hand  lifted  and  swept  across  his  forehead  in  an  agitated 
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wa/  Still  silence.  She  neither  moved  nor  spol;  •  Hi«  haTK 
dropped  slowly  to  his  side.  There  was  a  queer,  twisted  sxniic 
upon  his  lips. 

"  You  win !  "  he  said  hairsdv. 

"  Thank  you,  Jininiio/*  she  said  simply. 

"  And  your  name,  who  you  ;.rc  " — he  was  speaking,  be 
he  did  not  seem  to  rccoj^nise  Iiis  own  voice — '*  the  hun'irr: 
other  things  I've  sworn  I'd  make  you  explain  when  I  IoutjC 
you.  are  all  talK)o  as  well,  1  suppose!" 

"  Yes."  she  said. 

lie  lauj^'hed  bitterly. 

*•  Don't  you  know,"  he  cried  out,  "  that  between  the  polict 
and  the  under w(jr Id.  our  house  of  cards  is  likely  to  colbp*^ 
at  any  minute — that  they  are  hunting  the  Gray  Seal  day  anc 
nigiit !  Is  it  to  he  always  like  this — that  1  am  never  to  Imm 
— until  it  is  ton  late!  " 

She  came  toward  him  out  of  the  darkness  impulsively. 

"  They  will  never  pet  you.  Jimmie."  she  said,  in  a  «^ 
pressed  voice.  **  Ami  some  day.  I  promise  you  now.  \<r. 
shall  have  your  reward  for  to-night.  Vou  shall  kno«— 
everything." 

•'  \\"hen  ?  "  The  word  came  from  him  with  fierce 


ness. 


I  do  not  know."  she  answered  pently.    "  Soon,  perhipi 
— j)erh:i]»s  >ofMier  than  either  of  us  imagine." 

•' .\iir^  l)y  that  you  mean — what?"  he  asked,  and  tai 
haiul  rearlutl  <»ut  i"«ir  lier  a^ain  throuf^h  the  hbckness. 

This  tiiiu-  --he  <li«l  not  <lraw  away.  There  was  an  in$ta?tf'i 
hesitation  ;  then  .^he  spoke  again  hurriedly,  a  note  of  aiuocn 
in  her  voire. 

*'  ^^lll  are  iM-^jinninj:  all  over  npain,  aren*t  you.  Jimvt* 
Ar.'l  1  have  tnld  yon  that  to-ni^ht  I  can  explain  noibi^t 
Ami.  Ik'^IiK^.  it  i-^  wli.it  has  hrought  me  here  that  counts 
ati<l  every  n^-iTuii!  i-.  oi* " 

*■  Ye<s,  I  kimw."  lie  iiuerpo-ed ;  "but,  then,  at  least  • 
will  till  irt-  MTU-  tl'.iiiL::    Why  «li<I  you  come  to-nif^t,  ■ 
of  Nriuliii::  tin-  a  litter  ;in  vuu  alwavs  have  before?* 

"  Heeaiise  it  is  dilTerent  to-night  than  it  ever 
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she  replied  earnestly.  "  Because  there  is  something  in  what 
has  happened  that  I  cannot  explain  myself ;  because  there  is 
danger,  and  where  I  could  not  see  clearly  I  feared  a  trap, 
and  so  I  dared  not  send  what,  in  a  letter,  could  at  best  be 
only  vague  and  incomplete  details.    Do  you  see  ?  " 

•*  Yes,"  said  Jimmie  Dale — ^but  he  was  only  listening  in  an 
abstracted  way.  If  he  could  only  see  that  face,  so  close  to 
his!  He  had  yearned  for  that  with  all  his  soul  for  years 
now !  And  she  was  here,  standing  beside  him,  and  his  hand 
was  upon  her  arm;  and  here,  in  his  own  den,  in  his  own 
house,  he  was  listening  to  another  call  to  arms  for  the  Gray 
Seal  from  her  own  lips!  Honour!  Was  he  but  a  poor, 
quixotic  fool !  He  had  only  to  step  to  the  desk  and  switch  on 
the  light !  Why  should — he  steadied  himself  with  a  jerk,  and 
drew  away  his  hand.  She  was  in  his  house.  "  Go  on,"  he 
said  tersely. 

**  Do  you  know,  or  did  you  ever  hear  of  old  Luther 
Doyle  ?  "  she  asked. 

"  No,"  said  Jimmie  Dale. 

"  Do  you  know  a  man,  then,  named  Connie  Myers?  ** 

Connie  Myers!  Who  in  the  Bad  Lands  did  not  know 
Connie  Myers,  who  boasted  of  the  half  dozen  prison  sen- 
tences already  to  his  credit  ?  Yes ;  he  knew  Connie  Myers ! 
But.  strangely  enough,  it  was  not  in  the  Bad  Lands  or  as 
Larry  the  Bat  that  he  knew  the  man,  or  that  the  other  knew 
him — it  was  as  Jimmie  Dale.  Connie  Myers  had  introduced 
himself  one  night  several  years  ago  with  a  blackjack  that 
liad  just  missed  its  mark  as  the  man  had  jumped  out  from 
a  dark  alleyway  on  the  East  Side,  and  he,  Jimmie  Dale,  had 
thrashed  the  other  to  within  an  inch  of  his  life.  He  had 
to  know  Connie  Myers — and  Connie  Myers  had  rea- 
to  remember  him ! 

•*  Yes,"  he  said,  with  a  grim  smile ;  "  I  know  Connie 
Myers." 

•*  And  the  tenement  across  the  street  from  where  you  live 
Larry  the  Bat — that,  of  course,  you  know." 

He  leaned  toward  her  wonderingly  now. 

••  Of  course ! "  he  ejaculated.    "  Naturally !  " 

••  Listen,  then,  Jimmie!  "    She  was  speaking  quickly  now. 
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"  It  is  a  stranjjc  story.  This  Luther  Doyle  was  already  crrr 
fifty,  when,  some  ci^ht  or  nine  years  ago,  his  parents  died 
within  a  few  months  of  each  other,  and  he  inherited  somt- 
wherc  in  the  ncighbourhoo<l  of  a  hundred  thousand  dollars 
but  the  man,  tliouph  harmless  enough,  was  mildly  insant. 
half-witted,  queer,  and  the  old  couple,  on  account  of  thr' 
son's  mental  defects,  took  care  to  leave  the  money  secure:* 
invested,  and  so  that  lie  could  only  touch  the  interest.  I>r- 
\t\^  these  eij::ht  (»r  nine  years  he  has  lived  by  himself  in  !*•/? 
same  oM  family  house  where  he  had  lived  with  his  parentis 
a  lonely  >pot  near  IVlham.  And  he  has  lived  in  a  nio*«t  fnvaL 
iven  miserly,  manner.  Mis  income  could  not  have  htrr. 
less  than  six  thousand  dollars  a  y%.ar,  and  his  expcnditurr^ 
coul<l  not  have  been  more  than  six  hundred.  His  demestu. 
ironically  enoudi  from  the  dav  that  he  came  into  his  fomax. 
took  the  form  of  a  most  pitiable  and  abject  fear  that  hr 
would  <lie  in  poverty,  misery,  and  want ;  and  so,  year  art?? 
year,  cashing;  his  checks  as  fast  as  he  got  them,  never  ims- 
lui^  the  bank  with  a  penny,  he  kept  hiding  away  somewhrr 
in  his  house  every  cent  he  could  scra|)e  and  save  from  hs 
income — which  to-day  nni^^t  amount,  at  a  minimum  calnib- 
tion.  to  fiftv  thousand  dollars." 

'*  And."  (j|)>iTvrd  Jimmie  Dale  quietly.  *' Connie  M.fC* 
roI)be<l  him  of  it,  an<l " 

**  No !  *'  I  ler  voice  was  quivering  with  passion,  as  ite 
caught  up  iiis  words.  **  Twice  in  the  last  month  Caput 
Myers  tried  to  rob  him.  but  the  money  was  too  securely  h^ 
dm.  Twice  he  broke  into  Doyle's  house  when  the  eU 
ii..Ln  was  out,  but  on  lM>th  occasions  was  unsuccessful  in  k* 
•^rar^'h,  aiul  w.'is  interrupted  and  forced  to  make  his  cKipt 
on  .uvuiint  III  Doylf's  nturn.  To-night,  an  hour  ago.  n  * 
r!!.;.ty  rnniii  mi  ilu'  *iecond  floor  of  that  tenemenl.  in  ik 
ronm  faiin^'  the  land  in;;,  old  Luther  Doyle  was  murdiffi'' 

There  was  siknoe  for  an  instant.  Her  hand  had  cloMdii 
a  ti.i^'ht  ])ressure  on  his  arm.  The  darkness  seemed  tQiM 
a  sort  of  chastly  significance  to  her  words. 

'*  In  (irMJ'^  nanif.  bow  do  you  know  r^  this?*  he  i^ 
ninmlcd  wiMIy.     **  How  do  you  know  all  t       e  du^pf* 

"  Dues  that  matter  uow?"  she  answered  tcosc^,   * 
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will  know  that  when  you  know  the  rest.  Oh,  don't  yon  un- 
derstand, Jinunie,  there  is  not  a  moment  to  lose  now?  It 
was  easy  to  lure  a  half-witted  creature  like  that  anywhere ; 
it  was  Connie  Myers  who  lured  him  to  the  tenement  and 
murdered  him  there — but  from  that  point,  Jimmie,  I  am 
not  sure  of  our  ground.  I  do  not  know  whether  Connie 
Myers  is  alone  in  this  or  not ;  but  I  do  know  that  he  is  going 
to  Doyle's  house  again  to-night  to  make  another  search 
for  the  money.  There  is  no  question  but  that  old  Doyle  was 
murdered  to  give  Connie  Myers  and  his  accomplices,  if  there 
are  any,  a  chance  to  tear  the  house  inside  out  to  find  the 
money,  to  give  them  the  whole  night  to  work  in  without 
interruption  if  necessary — but  Doyle  dead  in  his  own  house 
could  have  interfered  no  more  with  them  than  Doyle  dead  in 
that  tenement !  Why  was  he  lured  to  the  tenement  by  Con- 
nie Myers  when  he  could  much  more  easily  have  been  put 
out  of  the  way  in  his  own  house?  Jimmie,  there  is  some- 
thing behind  this,  something  more  that  you  must  find  out. 
There  may  be  others  in  this  besides  Connie  Myers,  I  do  not 
know ;  but  there  is  something  here  that  I  am  afraid  of. 
Jimmie,  you  must  get  that  man,  you  must  get  the  others  if 
there  are  others,  and  you  must  stop  them  from  getting  the 
money  in  that  house  to-night !  Do  you  understand  now  why 
I  have  come  here?  I  could  not  explain  in  a  letter ;  I  do  not 
<|uite  seem  to  be  explaining  now.  It  would  seem  as  though 
there  were  no  need  for  the  Gray  Seal — that  simply  the  police 
should  be  notified.  But  I  knmv,  Jimmie,  call  it  intuition, 
what  you  will,  I  know  that  there  is  need  for  us,  for  you  to- 
night— that  behind  all  this  is  a  tragedy,  deeper,  blacker,  than 
«ven  the  brutal,  cold-blooded  murder  that  is  already  done." 
Her  vokrc,  in  its  passionate  earnestness,  died  away ;  and 
an  ar^^,  cold,  grim,  remorseless,  settled  upon  Jimmie  Dale 
— settled  as  it  alway  settled  upon  him  at  her  call  to  arms. 
His  brain  was  already  at  work  in  its  quick,  instant  way, 
lirobing,  siftii^:,  planning.  She  was  right !  It  was  strange, 
it  was  more  than  strange  that,  with  the  added  risk,  the 
clanger,  the  difficulty,  the  man  should  have  been  brought 
to  be  done  away  with  in  that  tenement  I   Why?   Connie 


294    THE  ADVENTURES  OF  JIMMIE  DALE 

Mvers  took  form  l>cforf  liim — the  coarse  features,  the 
tawiiy  hair  ili;it  strajjjjlcil  across  ilie  low  forehead,  the  shiitr 
eves  that  were  an  indeterminate  colour  hetwecn  brown  ani 
pray,  tlie  thin  lips  tliat  st-i-nied  to  draw  in  and  give  xht  'a* 
a  protnidinjj.  lK*lli^'ereni  effect.  And  C'unnic  Mycr.s  knrw 
liini  as  Jiminie  Dale — it  would  have  to  be  then  as  Larrk  :Hf 
Bat  that  the  Gray  Seal  nuist  work.  That  meant  linic— lo 
go  to  the  Sanctuary  and  chanjje. 

"  The  jHilice,"  lie  asked  suddenly,  aloud,  "  they  have  noi 
yet  discovered  the  body?" 

"  Xot  yet."  she  repliid  hurriedly.  "  And  that  is  still  i:v 
other  reason  for  haste — there  is  no  telling  when  they  w.H 
See — here!  **  Slie  thru>t  a  paper  into  his  hand.  "  Mert  :* 
a  plan  of  old  Uovle's  hou>e.  and  directions  for  finding  r: 
You  must  grt  Connie  Mvers  red-handed,  vou  must  nu*c 
him  convict  hiin*»cli.  for  the  evidence  ihrouph  which  I  know 
him  to  Ix-  ^'uilty  can  never  hv  used  against  him.  And.  Jxm- 
mie.  he  careful — 1  know  I  am  not  wrong,  that  there  b  «:1 
something  more  behind  all  this.  And  now  go.  Jimmie.  cv*' 
Tlure  is  no  time  to  Iono !  "  She  was  pushing  him  acr.>ift 
the  nM)m  t«)ward  the  floor. 

( lo  I  Tlu*  word  seemed  suddenly  to  bring  dismay,  ft 
was  slu*  ai::iin  who  was  dominant  now  in  his  mind.  Wlw 
knew  if  ti>-ni;:!it.  when  he  was  taking  his  life  in  his  hiodi 
a-jain.  woul«!  put  !»e  the  last!  And  she  was  here  now,  hen 
l)c-i<K'  him — wluTe  she  mi;^'ht  never  be  again! 

Siir  ^ri-mi'(!  to  divine  his  thmichts.  for  she  S(x>kc  ai^asL 
a  ^tran^^r  new  note  of  tenderness  in  her  voice  that  thnlkd 
him. 

'*  Vou   must   never   let   them  get  you.  Jimmie — for  ■• 
sakf.     it  will  i'i«it  la^i  much  Icmijer — it  is  near  the 
anij  I  >!i;ill  Keep  my  jimmi'ie.     Hut  go,  now,  Jimmie^— fo'* 

"Cio?"  If  ri:'e;tte«l  numblv.     "(io?     But — but  voa?* 

'*  I  ?  "     .^lir  ^!i;  ped  si.nldenly  away  from  him. 
bai k  •!«uMi  tile  iiHim.    "1  will  go — as  I  came.** 

'■  Witit:     I.iMcii!"  he  pleaded. 

There  was  i.n  answer. 

She  was  there — bomewherc  back  there  in  the 
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still.  He  stood  hesitant  at  the  door.  It  seemed  that  every 
faculty  he  possessed  urged  him  back  there  again — to  her. 
Could  he  let  her  escape  him  now  when  she  was  so  utterly 
in  his  power,  she  who  meant  everything  in  his  life!  And 
then,  like  a  cold  shock,  came  that  other  thought — she  who 
had  trusted  to  his  honour !  With  a  jerk,  his  hand  swept  out, 
felt  for  the  doorknob,  and  closed  upon  it. 

"  Good-night ! "  he  said  heavily,  and  stepped  out  into  the 
hall. 

It  seemed  for  a  while,  even  after  he  had  gained  the  street 
and  made  his  way  again  to  the  subway,  that  nothing  was  con- 
crete around  him,  that  he  was  living  through  some  fantas- 
tical dream.  His  head  whirled,  and  he  could  not  think 
rationally — and  then  slowly,  little  by  little,  his  grip  upon 
himself  came  back.  She  had  come — and  gone !  With  the 
roar  of  the  subway  in  his  ears,  its  raucous  note  seeming  to 
strike  so  perfectly  in  consonance  with  the  turmoil  within 
him,  he  smiled  mirthlessly.  After  all,  it  was  as  it  always 
was!  She  was  gone — and  ahead  of  him  lay  the  chances 
of  the  night! 

"  During  with  death !  **  The  words,  unbidden,  came  back 
once  more.  If  they  were  true  before,  they  were  doubly  ap- 
plicable now.  It  was  different  to-night  from  what  it  had 
ever  been  before,  as  she  had  said.  Usually,  to  the  smallest 
detail,  everything  was  laid  open,  clear  before  him  in  those 
astounding  letters.  To-night,  it  was  vague  at  best.  A  man 
had  been  murdered.  Connie  Myers  had  committed  the  mur- 
der under  circtmistances  that  pointed  strongly  to  some  hid- 
den motive  behind  and  beyond  the  mere  chance  it  afforded 
him  to  search  his  victim's  house  for  the  hidden  cash.  What 
was  it? 

Jimmie  Dale  stared  out  at  the  black  subway  walls.  The 
answer  would  not  come.  Station  after  station  passed.  At 
Fourteenth  Street  he  changed  from  the  express  to  a  local, 
got  out  at  Astor  Place,  and  a  few  minutes  later  was  walkmg 
rapidly  down  the  upper  end  of  the  Bowery. 

The  answer  would  not  come— only  the  fact  itself  grew 
more  and  more  deeply  significant.     The  ghastly,  callous 


I. 


296    THE  ADVENTURES  OF  JIMMIE  DALE 

ficndishncss  that  lured  an  oki,  half-witted  man  to  hi>  death 
had  Jimniie  Dale  in  that  ^rip  of  cold,  merciless  ani^er  ai^in. 
and  there  was  a  dull  flush  now  \\\ion  his  cheeks.  Whate^rr 
it  meant,  whatever  was  iKrhind  it.  one  thing  at  least  «u 
certain — he  would  qct  Connie  M\ers! 

He  was  close  to  the  Sanctuary  now — it  was  down  the  ncx: 

m 

cross  street.  He  reached  the  corner  and  turned  it.  head- 
ing east ;  hut  his  brisk  walk  had  changed  to  a  nonchala?:: 
saunter — there  were  some  people  coming  toward  him.  h 
was  the  Oay  Seal  now,  alert  and  cautious.  The  little  proof 
passed  hy.  .\liead,  the  tenement  lK)rdering  on  the  bUci 
alleyway  loomed  up) — the  Sanctuar}',  with  its  three  eniraiKc^ 
and  exits:  the  home  of  I^irrv  the  Bat.     And  across  fr«cr 

m 

it  was  that  cither  tenement,  that  held  a  new  interest  for 
him  now.  where,  in  an  emjity  room  on  the  second  flcof. 
she  had  sai<l.  old  Doyle  still  lay.  Should  he  go  there?  H< 
was  thinkin;^  quickly  now.  and  shook  his  head.  It  wookf 
take  what  he  di<l  not  have  to  spare — time.  It  was  alrcadr  tec 
oVliK^k :  and.  granted  that  Connie  Myers  had  committed  thr 
crime  only  a  little  over  an  hour  ago.  the  man  by  this  time 
would  certainlv  he  (in  his  wav  to  Dovle's  house  near  Prf- 
ham.  if.  indeed,  he  were  not  already  there.  No,  there  wa» 
no  time  to  s]iare — the  <iuestion  resolved  itself  simply  ineo 
how  long,  sin^'e  he  had  already  searched  twice  and  faiM 
on  lN)th  oi*ca>ion<.  it  would  take  Connie  Myers  to  imeank 
old  l)oyle*s  hiding  ])lace  for  the  money. 

linuTiie  Dale  gl.'inird  sharply  around  him,  slipped  ioftc 
the  alleyway,  and.  crouching  against  the  tenement  wai 
moved  noi>flessly  alnng  ti»  the  side  entrance.  A  moBKgc 
more,  and  hv  had  negotiated  the  rickety  stairs  with  prK- 
ticed.  MiumilrsN  trea<l.  was  inside  the  squalid  quarten  et' 
I^nrry  the  H:it.  and  the  door  of  the  Sanctuary  was  kxiW 
and  holti'd  lu-hind  him. 

IVrha])s  five  nunuti*^  ]>a«iNe<l  — and   then,   where  Jiii«* 

Dale,  the  millioiinire.  h.iil  rnterrtl.  there  emerged  Larnr  ik 

Itat.  '»f  the  ari-tiKTacv  and  the  elite  nf  the  Bad  LandsL    Btf 

instead  of  ltM\inu'  hy  the  ^^ide  door  and  the  alleyway,  asbthii 

entered,  he  went  along  the  lower  hallway  to  the  franl  » 
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trance.  And  here,  instinctively,  he  paused  a  moment  at  the 
top  of  the  steps,  as  his  eyes  rested  upon  the  tenement  on  the 
<^posite  side  of  the  street. 

It  was  strange  that  the  crime  should  have  been  committed 
there !  Something  again  seemed  to  draw  him  toward  that 
empty  room  on  the  second  story.  He  had  decided  once  that 
he  would  not  go,  that  there  was  not  time ;  but,  after  all,  it 
would  not  take  long,  and  there  was  at  least  the  possibility 
of  gaining  something  more  valuable  even  than  time  from 
the  scene  of  the  crime  itself — there  might  even  be  the  evi- 
dence he  wanted  there  that  would  disclose  the  whole  of 
Connie  Myers*  game. 

He  went  down  the  steps,  and  started  across  the  street; 
but  halfway  over,  he  hesitated  uncertainly,  as  a  child's  cry 
came  petulantly  from  the  doorway.  It  was  dark  in  the 
street;  and,  likewise,  it  was  one  of  those  hot,  suffocating 
evenings  when,  in  the  crowded  tenements  of  the  poorer  class, 
miserable  enough  in  any  case,  misery  was  added  to  a  hun- 
dredfold for  lack  of  a  single  God-given  breath  of  air. 
TTiese  two  facts,  apparently  irrelevant,  caused  Jimmie  Dale 
to  change  his  mind  again.  He  had  not  noticed  the  woman 
with  the  baby  in  her  arms,  sitting  on  the  doorstep ;  but  now, 
as  he  reached  the  curb,  he  not  only  saw,  but  recognised  her 
— and  he  swung  on  down  the  street  toward  the  Bowery. 
He  could  not  very  well  go  in  without  passing  her,  without 
being  recognised  himself — and  that  was  a  needless  risk. 

He  smiled  a  little  wanly.  Once  the  crime  was  discovered, 
she  would  not  have  hesitated  long  before  informing  the 
police  that  she  had  seen  him  enter  there!  Mrs.  Hagan  was 
no  friend  of  his!  One  could  not  live  as  he  had  lived,  as 
Larry  the  Bat.  and  not  see  something  in  an  intimate  way 
of  the  pitiful  little  tragedies  of  the  poor  around  him;  for, 
bad,  tough,  and  dissolute  as  the  quarter  was.  all  were  not 
degraded  there,  some  were  simply — poor.  Mrs.  Hagan 
was  poor.  Her  husband  was  a  day  labourer,  often  out  of 
m  job— and  sometimes  he  drank.  That  was  how  he.  Jim- 
mie Dale,  or  rather,  Larry  the  Bat.  had  come  to  earn  Mrs. 
Hagan's  enmity.    He  had  found  Mike  Hagan  drunk  one 
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ni^lit,  and  in  the  act  of  bcin{^  arrested,  and  had  wheedled 
the  man  away  from  the  officer  on  the  promise  that  he  woufcf 
take  I  lagan  home.  And  he  was  Ijirry  the  Bat,  a  dope 
fiend,  a  character  known  to  all  the  neighbourhood,  and  Mr* 
Flai^an  had  Iai<l  her  husband's  condition  to  his  influctKc 
and  companionship!  He  had  taken  Mike  Ha^an  home— 
anci  Mrs,  Hajjan  had  driven  I-;irry  the  Bat  from  the  d«»r 
of  her  miserable  one-room  lixlginjj  in  that  tenement  wi'Ji 
the  bitter  words  on  her  tonp^ue  that  only  a  woman  can  tue 
when  shame  and  ^rief  and  an^er  are  break infSf  her  heart 

He  shrujjjjed  his  shoulders,  as,  back  along  the  Bowen. 
he  retraced  his  steps,  but  now.  with  the  hurried  shuffle  o: 
Larrv  the  Hat  where  Ik* fore  had  been  the  brisk,  athletic 
stri<le  of  Jimmie  Hale, 

At  A<t(»r  Place  again,  he  toc»k  the  subway,  this  time  :o 
tlie  (iraiul  Central  Station — and.  well  within  an  hour  free 
the  time  he  had  left  the  Sanctuary,  including  the  ins 
journey  to  IVlham.  he  was  standing  in  a  clump  of  trees  thil 
fringed  a  deserted  rnadway.  He  ha«l  passed  but  few  hoa<<*. 
once  he  was  away  imiu  Pelhani.  and,  as  well  as  he  cncM 
judge,  tlu-re  was  none  iirjw  within  a  quarter  of  a  mfle  of 
him  -H'xcejii  \h\<  cmc  of  old  Luther  Ooyle's  that  showed 
up  black  and  >ha(lo\\y  jti-t  beyon«l  the  trees. 

Jimmie  Dale's  eye^  narrowed  as  he  surveyed  the  pbct 
It  was  little  wonder  that,  kr.nwn  to  have  money,  an  attecfK 
to  rob  ul<l  Doyle  shouhl  have  Ik'cu  made  in  a  place  like  tfaii' 
It  was  eveti  nif»re  i;rinily  signitieanl  than  ever  of  some  dtcpff 
mean  in  i:  tl.at.  in  its  luTirline^s  an  i<leal  place  for  a  murtkf. 
the  man  ^liof.M  liave  been  lured  from  there  for  that  pa*- 
|n»-e  Id  a  cruwded  trnei!ient  in  the  city  instead*  Wlui  M 
it  iiuaii  ?  Wliy  lia«l  it  l»ei-n  ili»ne?  He  shook  his  head  Tbr 
.answer  woulil  imt  come  now  nnv  more  than  it  had  ccflt 
before  ill  till'  stil»\\:iy,  or  ifi  the  train  on  the  wav  out.  •to 
lie  had  si  i  Lis  brain  so  futilily  in  solve  the  problem. 

I->oiii  a  ^ur\ey  of  the  hnu^e.  Jimmie  Dale  f:a%*e  attcBM 
to  tlie  details  nf  his  siirroiindini's :  ibe  trees  on  cither  sidt. 
the  oj"  !i  sp;ti-e  in  fr«»iit.  a  cli^tance  of  fifty  yards  to  the  ittil 
the  ali-'.ni'r  lit    any    fence.     And  then,  abruptly,  ht 


THE  STOOL-PIGEON  299 

forward.  There  was  no  light  to  be  seen  anywhere  about 
tfic  house.  Was  it  possible  that  Connie  Myers  was  not  yet 
there?  He  shook  his  head  again  impatiently.  Connie  Myers 
would  not  have  wasted  any  time — ^as  the  Tocsin  had  said, 
there  was  always  present  the  possibility  that  the  crime  in  that 
tenement  might  be  discovered  at  any  moment.  Connie 
Myers  would  have  lost  no  time;  for,  let  the  discovery  be 
made,  let  the  police  identify  the  body,  as  they  most  certainly 
would,  and  they  would  be  out  here  hotfoot.  Jimmie  Dale 
stood  suddenly  still.  What  did  it  mean !  He  had  not  thought 
of  that  before!  If  old  Doyle  had  been  murdered  here, 
there  would  not  have  been  even  the  possibility  of  discovery 
until  the  morning  at  the  earliest,  and  Connie  Myers  would 
have  had  all  the  time  he  wanted! 

IV hat  tuas  that  sound!  A  low,  muffled  tapping,  like  a 
succession  of  hammer  blows,  came  from  within  the  house. 
Jimmie  Dale  darted  forward,  reached  the  side  of  the  house, 
and  dropped  on  hands  and  knees.  One  question  at  least 
was  answered — Connie  Myers  was  inside. 

The  plan  that  she  had  given  him  showed  an  old-fashioned 
ceTlarway,  closed  by  folding  trapdoors,  that  was  located  a 
little  toward  the  rear;  and.  in  a  moment,  creeping  along, 
he  came  upon  it.  His  hands  felt  over  it.  It  was  shut, 
fastened  by  a  padlock  on  the  outside.  Jimmie  Dale's  lips 
thinned  a  little,  as  he  took  a  small  steel  instrument  from 
his  pocket.  Either  through  inadvertence  or  by  intention, 
Connie  Myers  had  passed  up  an  almost  childishly  simple 
means  of  entrance  into  the  house !  One  side  of  the  trapdoor 
was  lifted  up  silently — and  silently  closed.  Jimmie  Dale 
was  in  the  cellar.  The  hammering,  much  more  distinct  now, 
heavy,  thudding  blows,  came  from  a  room  in  the  front — 
the  connection  between  the  cellar  and  the  house,  as  shown 
on  the  Tocsin's  plan,  was  through  another  trapdoor  in  the 
floor  of  the  kitchen. 

Jtmmie  Dale's  flashlight  played  on  a  short,  ladderlike 
ftairway.  and  in  an  instant  he  was  climbing  upward.  The 
founds  from  the  front  of  the  house  continued  now  without 
interruption ;  there  was  little  fear  that  Connie  Myers  would 
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hear  anythinij  else — even  the  protesting  squeak  of  the  hinges, 
as  Jimniie  Dale  cautiously  pushed  back  the  trapdoor  in  the 
floorinfj  above  his  head.  An  inch,  two  inches  he  lifted  i? 
and,  liis  eyes  on  a  level  wiili  the  ofx-ning  now.  he  peertd 
into  the  room.  The  kitchen  it>elf  was  intensely  dark:  ba 
through  an  open  doorway,  well  to  one  side  so  that  he  cocid 
not  see  into  tlie  room  lK*yond,  tliere  strupRled  a  curim:*hr 
faint,  dim  j^limmer  of  light.  And  then  Jimniie  Dale's  fora 
straightened  rigidly  on  the  stairs.  The  blows  stopped,  and 
a  voice,  in  a  low  growl,  presumably  Connie  Myers',  reached 
him. 

"  I  lere.  take  a  drive  at  it  from  the  lower  cdfjc ! " 
There  was  no  answer — save  that  the  blows  were  lesianed 
again.  Jinunie  Dale's  face  had  set  hard.  Connie  Myen 
was  not  alone  in  this,  then!  Well,  the  odds  were  a 
little  heavier,  doubled — that  was  all!  He  ptu^hed  the  inp- 
door  wide  0]>cn.  swung  himself  up  through  the  opcni^c 
to  tlie  floor:  anrl  the  next  instant,  back  a  little  from  the 
connecting  doorway,  his  Inxly  pressed  closely  against  the 
kitchen  wall,  he  was  staring,  bewildered  and  amazed,  mm 
the  next   room. 

On  the  floor,  presumably  to  lessen  the  chance  of  any  Egh 
rays  stealini:  through  the  tightly  drawn  window  shadoL 
burned  a  small  oil  lamp.  The  place  was  in  utter  confii»n 
The  rii:ht-hanc|  side  of  a  large  fireplace,  made  of  roofk 
lint  rimmed  stone  and  cement,  and  which  occupied  aknoK 
the  t'litire  end  of  tlie  room,  was  already  practicalh'  d^ 
moli^hed.  ami  the  wreckage  was  littered  evcnb-where;  part 
of  tl'.r  furniture  wa<i  piled  unceremoniously  into  oik 
out  of  the  way:  an<l  at  the  fireplace  itself,  working 
sU-d-jr  aiicl  lj;ir.  were  two  men.  One  was  Connie  M\*ers.  Ai 
ironiial  Liliiit  crept  into  jimmie  Dale's  eves.  The  fal^e 
aiKi  nniNtai'lie  the  man  w«)re  would  deceive  no  one  who 
Connie  Myers!  And  that  he  shoidd  he  wearing  them 
a^  he  i  V  '•  hnliliuv  iju-  har  while  the  other  struck  ai  iL 
serntid  biith  uncalled  for  and  absurd.  The  other 
iuM\  :ly  built,  rcni.^hly  dre-^ed.  had  his  back  turned,  and  Jii 
mie  Dale  ruuld  nut  see  his  face. 
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The  puzzled  frown  on  Jimmie  Dale's  forehead  deepened. 
Somewhere  in  the  masonry  of  the  fireplace,  of  course,  was 
where  old  Luther  Doyle  had  hidden  his  money.  That  was 
quite  plain  enough;  and  that  Connie  Myers,  in  some  way 
or  other,  had  made  sure  of  that  fact  was  equally  obvious. 
But  how  did  old  Luther  Doyle  get  his  money  in  there  from 
time  to  time,  as  he  received  the  interest  and  dividends  whose 
acciunulation.  according  to  the  Tocsin,  comprised  his  hoard ! 
And  how  did  he  get  it  out  again? 

"  All  right,  thatll  do!"  grunted  Connie  Myers  suddenly. 
•*  We  can  pry  this  one  out  now.    Lend  a  hand  on  the  bar !  " 

The  other  dropped  his  sledge,  turned  sideways  as  he 
stooped  to  help  Connie  Myers,  his  face  came  into  view — 
and,  with  an  involuntary  start,  Jimmie  Dale  crouched  farther 
back  against  the  wall,  as  he  stared  at  the  other.  It  was 
Hagan!    Mrs.  Hagan's  husband!    Mike  Hagan!" 

"  My  God ! "  whispered  Jimmie  Dale,  under  his  breath. 

So  that  was  it!  That  the  murder  had  been  committed 
in  the  tenement  was  not  so  strange  now !  A  surge  of  anger 
swept  Jimmie  Dale — and  was  engulfed  in  a  wave  of  pity. 
Somehow,  the  thin,  tired  face  of  Mrs.  Hagan  had  risen  be- 
fore him,  and  she  seemed  to  be  pleading  with  him  to  go 
away,  to  leave  the  house,  to  forget  that  he  had  ever  been 
there,  to  forget  what  he  had  seen,  what  he  was  seeing  now. 
His  hands  clenched  fiercely.  How  reah'stically,  how  im- 
portunately, how  pitifully  she  took  form  before  him!  She 
was  on  her  knees,  clasping  his  knees,  imploring  him.  terrified. 

From  Jimmie  Dale's  pocket  came  the  black  silk  mask. 
Slowly,  almost  hesitantly,  he  fitted  it  over  his  face — Mike 
Hagan  knew  Larry  the  Bat.  Why  should  he  have  pity  for 
Mike  Hagan?  Had  he  any  for  Connie  Myers?  What 
right  had  he  to  let  pity  sway  him !  The  man  had  gone  the 
limit ;  he  was  Connie  Myers'  accomplice — a  murderer !  But 
the  man  was  not  a  hardened,  confirmed  criminal  like  Connie 
Myers.  Mike  Hagan — a  murderer !  It  would  have  been  un- 
believable but  for  the  evidence  before  his  own  eyes  now. 
The  man  had  faults,  brawled  enough,  and  drank  enough  to 
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have  brought  him  several  times  to  the  notice  of  the  poK 
—but  this ! 

Jimmic  Dale's  eyes  had  never  left  the  scene  before  hr 
Both  men  were  throwing  their  weight  upon  the  har,  a: 
the  stone  that  they  were  trying  to  dislodge — they  were  ir 
the  heart  of  the  niasonrv  now — seemed  to  move  a  lyrl 
Conin'e  Myers  stood  up,  and,  leaning  forward,  examrm 
the  stone  critically  at  top  and  bottom,  prodding  it  with  :! 
bar.  Fie  turned  from  his  examination  abruptly,  and  thru 
the  bar  into  Hagan's  hands. 

"  Hold  it !  "  he  said  tersely.    "  I'll  strike  for  a  luni." 

Crouched,  on  his  hands  and  knees.  Hagan  inserted  ti 
point  of  the  bar  into  the  crevice.  Connie  Myers  picked  c 
the  sledge. 

"  I^wer !  Bend  lower !  "  he  snapped — and  swung  d 
sledge. 

It  seemed  to  go  black  for  a  moment  before  Jimmie  Dak 
eyes,  seemed  to  paralyse  all  action  of  mind  and  body.  Thrs 
was  a  low  cry  that  was  more  a  moan,  the  cbng  of  the  ire 
bar  clattering  on  the  floor,  and  Mike  Hagan  had  phched  foi 
ward  on  his  face,  an  inert  and  huddled  heap.  A  half  bsafi 
half  snarl  purled  from  Connie  Myers*  lips,  as  he  snatched 
stout  piece  of  cord  from  his  pocket  and  swiftly  knotted  * 
unron»;cious  man*<  wrists  together.  Another  inMam.  i*^ 
pii  king  up  the  Itar.  prying  with  it  again,  the  loosened  «)B 
toppK'jl  with  a  crash  into  the  grate. 

It  ha«!  vonio  sudden  a<  the  crack  of  doom,  that  bb«- 
t«'o  fjiii'k.  i*»o  unex]iectcd  for  Jimmie  Dale  to  have  liftfdi 
fiu'^vT  Xn  invent  it.    .\nd  now  thai  the  first  numbed  Aoi 
nf  mini^lt'd  hnrrnr  and  amazement  was  past,  he  fought  hi 
tl-.r  «|nirk.  fir  roe  impuUo  to  spring  out  on  Connie  M»<ft 
\\  lnthiT  The  man  wa<i  killed  or  onlv  stunned,  he  couMdP* 
l:»"I  to  Mikr  Hagan  now.  and  there  was  Connie  M>erv  ^ 
w.'iN  »itaring  in  a  fa^cinatrd  way  at  Connie  Myer*.    Bi" 
flir   Ntone  that   the  other  had   ju<%t  dislodgetl  was  a  ^f 
I   'How  siKire  tImI  I'.ad  Invn  left  in  the  masonry,  and  f * 
tl:iv  riiw  ToMnir-  M* '-r^  wa<  eagerly  collecting  handfnk* 
banknotes    that    wi  rv   rolled   up   into  the   shape  of  i^ 
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each  one  grotesquely  tied  with  a  string.  The  man 
ishly  excited,  muttering  to  himself,  nmning  from 
icc  to  where  the  table  had  been  pushed  aside  with 
A  the  furniture,  dropping  the  curious  little  rolls 
on  the  table,  and  nmning  back  for  more.  And 
ng  apparently  emptied  the  receptacle,  he  wriggled 
3ver  the  dismantled  fireplace,  stuck  his  head  into 
ig.  and  peered  upward. 

in  his  nut,  kinks  in  his  nut ! "  Connie  Myers  was 
.  "  ni  drop  the  bar  through  from  the  top,  mabbe 
ne  got  stuck  in  the  pipe." 

n'ned  his  feet,  picked  up  the  bar,  and  ran  with  it 
:  was  evidently  the  front  hall — ^thcn  his  steps 
unning  upstairs. 

flash,  Jimmie  Dale  was  across  the  room  and  at 
cc.  Like  Connie  Myers,  he,  too,  put  his  head  into 
ig ;  and  then,  a  queer,  unpleasant  smile  on  his  lips, 
lickly  over  the  man  on  the  floor.  Hagan  was  no 
I  stunned,  and  was  even  then  beginning  to  show 
rtuming  consciousess.  There  was  a  rattle,  a  clang, 
nd  the  bar,  too  long  to  come  all  the  way  through, 
ito  the  opening  and  stood  upright.  Connie  Myers' 
sounded  again,  returning  on  the  run — and  Jimmie 
back  once  more  on  the  other  side  of  the  kitchen 

all  simple  enough — once  one  understood!  The 
?r  smile  was  still  flickering  on  Jimmie  Dale's  lips. 
s  no  way  to  get  the  money  out,  except  the  way 
yers  had  got  it  out — by  digging  it  out !  With  the 
cimning  of  his  mad  brain,  that  had  put  the  money 
nd  his  own  reach,  old  Doyle  had  built  his  fireplace 
llow  some  eighteen  inches  square  in  a  great  wall  of 
lework,  and  from  it  had  run  a  two-inch  pipe  up 
•c  to  the  story  above;  and  down  this  pipe  he  had 
lis  little  string-tied  cylinders  of  banknotes,  satisfied 
loard  was  safe!  There  seemed  something  pitfully 
the  elaborate,  insane  craftiness  of  the  old  man's 
:ed,  demented  mind. 
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And  now  Connie  Myers  was  back  in  the  room  aj^i 
and  af^ain  a  piizzk'd  expression  settled  upon  Jimmic  Di 
face  as  he  watched  the  other.  For  i>erhaps  a  niiniite 
man  stood  by  the  table  sifting  the  little  rolls  of  mc 
through  his  fingers  glratinj^'ly — then,  impulsively,  he  pu* 
these  to  one  side.  pro<iuccd  a  revolver,  laid  it  on  the  ta 
:ind  from  another  pocket  took  out  a  little  case  which,  ai 
opened  it.  Jimmie  Dale  could  see  containe<i  a  hy|iodfr 
syringe.  Dnc  more  article  followed  the  other  two— a  Ic! 
which  Connie  Mvers  took  out  of  an  unsealed  cn\-€l 
lie  dropped  this  suddenly  on  the  table,  as  Mike  Ha| 
three  feet  away  on  the  floor,  groaned  and  sat  up. 

I  lagan's  eyes  swept,  bewildered,  confused,  around  1 
qucstioningly  at  ("onnie  Myers — and  then,  resting  suddi 
on  his  bound  wrists,  they  narrowed  menacingly. 

"  Damn  you,  you  smashed  me  with  that  sledj^  on  f 
pose*  "  he  burst  out — and  began  to  struggle  to  his  feet. 

With  a  brutal  chuckle,  Connie  Myers  pushed  Hagan  hs 
and  shovcil  his  revolver  under  the  other's  nose. 

"  Sure !  "  he  admitted  evenly.  "  And  you  keep  quiet. 
I'll  fuiish  you  now — instead  of  letting  the  police  do  r 
I  ic  laughed  «)ut  jarringly.  **  You're  under  arrest,  you  kw 
fur  tlie  nninliT  of  Luther  Doyle,  and  for  robbing  the  p 
old  luu  of  his  savings  in  his  house  here." 

I  lagan  wnnchcd  himself  up  on  his  elbow. 

*'  What — what  do  you  mean?"  he  stammered. 

'*  ( )h,  (Inn't  worry  !  "  said  Connie  Myers  maliciously.  T 
not  making  the  arrest.  I'd  rather  the  police  did  that  T 
nut  mixing  u])  in  it.  and  by  and  by" — he  lifted  op  ^ 
!i\ IMMUrmic  fur  Ilagan  to  see — "  I'm  going  to  shoot  a  8d 
(iM]u*  into  vou  that'll  keep  you  quiet  while  I  get  avaj  >9 

Sllf." 

n.iiratrN  fail'  had  gone  a  grayish  white — he  had  on^ 
siLrht  of  tt)i'  mnnry  (tn  the  table,  and  his  eyes  kepi  dital 
b.iik  .iii'l  furtli  fmni  it  to  Myers'  face. 

"  Mur'lrr!"  lu'  *»a'd  huskilv.  "There  is  no  mwAf-  ' 
(I'lii't  kiiiiw  \\ht\  Dovlo  i<.  You  said  this  house  wasfOtf^ 
you  Itin-il  II ic  to  come  here.    You  said  you  were  goii|' 
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iown  the  firq>Iace  and  build  another.  You  said  I  could 
evenings  and  earn  some  extra  money." 
lure,  I  did !  "  There  was  a  vicious  leer  now  on  Connie 
•s'  lips.  "  But  you  don't  think  I  picked  you  out  by 
ent,  do  you?  Your  reputation,  my  bucko,  was  just 
r  enough  to  satisfy  anybody  that  it  wouldn't  be  beyond 
o  go  the  limit.  Sure,  you  murdered  Doyle !  Listen  to 
He  took  up  the  letter : 

o  THE  Police  :    Luther  Doyle  was  murdered  this  evcn- 

i  the  tenement  at  67 Street.    You'll  find  his  body 

room  on  the  second  floor.  If  you  want  to  know  who 
t,  look  in  Mike  Hagan's  room  on  the  floor  above. 
!'s  a  paper  stuck  tmder  the  edge  of  Hagan's  table  with 
«  of  chewing  giun,  where  he  hid  it.  You'll  know  what 
when  you  go  out  and  take  a  look  at  Doyle's  house  in 
m.    Yours  truly,  A  Friend." 

Ice  Hagan  did  not  speak — his  lips  were  twitching,  and 

was  horror  creeping  into  his  eyes. 
>*yc  get  me ! "  sneered  Connie  Myers.  "  Tell  your  story 
o*d  believe  it !  I  got  you  cinched.  Twice  I  tried  to  get 
Ad  dub's  coin  out  here,  and  couldn't  find  it.  But  the 
d  time  I  found  something  else — a  piece  of  paper  with 
wing  of  the  fireplace  oi*  it,  and  a  place  in  the  drawing 
ed  with  an  X.  That  was  good  enough,  wasn't  it? 
s  the  paper  I  stuck  under  your  table  this  afternoon 

your  wife  was  out — see?  Somebody's  got  to  stand 
[ie  job,  and  if  it's  somebody  else  it  won't  be  me — get 

When  1  had  a  look  at  that  fireplace  I  knew  I  couldn't 
e  job  alone  in  a  week,  and  I  didn't  dare  blast  it  with 
>*  for  fear  of  spoiling  what  was  inside.  And  since  I 
D  have  somebody  to  help  me,  1  thought  1  might  as  well 
m  help  me  all  the  way  through — and  stand  for  it.  I 
d  you,  Mike — that's  why  I  croaked  old  Doyle  in  your 
lent  to-night.  I  wrote  this  letter  while  I  was  waiting 
cm  to  show  up  at  the  station  to  come  out  here  with  me, 
\*m  going  to  see  that  the  police  get  it  in  the  next  hour. 
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Wlieii  they  find  Doyle  in  the  room  below  yours,  and  that 
paper  in  your  room,  ancl  the  busted  fireplace  here — I  r-^^ 
thev  won't  Icx>k  anv  farther  for  who  did  it.  And  sav  "— ^ 
leaned  forward  with  an  ujjiy  prin — **  mabbe  you  thinl  Vr 
soft  to  l>e  tellinjj  you  all  this?  But  don't  you  fon!  \o-:' 
self.    You  don't  know  me — vou  don't  know  who  I  am.    > 

■ 

tell  'em  the  truth!  They  won't  believe  you  anyway  •*::• 
evidence  like  that  against  you — ^and  the  neater  the  stork-  :^t 
more  they'll  think  it  shows  brains  enough  on  your  pan  to 
have  jtulletl  a  job  like  this!" 

"  My  God!"  Ilapan  was  rocking  on  his  knees,  bead^  o? 
sweat  were  startin|:j  out  on  his  forehead.  "  You  wocV*r.> 
])lant  a  man  like  that !  "  he  cried  brokenly.  "  You  wouldn't 
do  it.  would  vou?    Mv  Gch! — vou  wouldn't  do  that!" 

W  V  • 

limmie  Dale's  face  under  his  mask  was  white  and  ricid 
There  was  something  ]>rimal.  elemental  in  the  savagery-  &x 
was  swee|>inp  \\\K}n  him.  He  had  it  all  now — aW  >hr 
Ii.id  been  rij^ht — there  was  need  to-night  for  the  Gray  Nx 
So  that  was  the  game,  inhuman,  hellish,  the  whole  of  it. :? 
the  last  filthy  dregs — Connie  Myers,  to  protect  himself.  ■» 
railru'idintr  an  innocent  man  to  death  for  the  crime  th^:  br 
himself  had  committed!    There  was  a  cold  smile  on  Imiuit 

m 

Dale's  lip-i  nf»w,  a«*  he  took  his  automatic  from  his  pocitt 
No.  it  wasn't  r|uite  all  the  game — there  was  still  his  handw 
play!  He  etiv^rd  forward  a  little  nearer  to  the  door- 
jialic'l  .'ihrn])t]y.  listening.  An  automobile  had  stopped 
sjiic  on  the  road.  Ila^an  was  vtill  pleading  in  a  frmrti 
way:  Connie  Myers  was  callously  folding  his  letter,  wfci 
he  watched  the  other  warily — neither  of  the  men  had  hati 
till"  ^cmiul. 

.XikI  tlirii.  rpiick.  almost  on  the  instant,  came  a  nail  tf 
feii.  a  era-*!]  njM)!i  thr  frnnt  door — an  imperati\T 
tn  o;.rn  in  the  naiuf  nf  the  law.  The  police!  Jinunie  Ddr^ 
brain  wa*;  wiirkijii;  ni»w  with  lightning  s})eed 
thr  ])nlice  hail  ^iriinhUd  upon  the  crime  in  that  h 
and.  as  he  h:td  foreseen  in  such  an  event,  had 
Dovle.    Hut  thev  could  not  l>e  sure  that  anv  one 

mm  m 

here  in  the  huu>c  now — they  could  not  see  a   ight  aaj 
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[iad.  He  must  get  Mike  Hagan  away — must  see  that 
^yers  did  not  get  away.  Myers  was  on  his  feet  now, 
kIc  in  his  turn,  the  letter  clutched  in  a  tight-closed 

revolver  swung  out,  poised,  in  the  other  hand, 
too.  was  on  his  feet,  and,  unheeded  now  by  Connie 
was  wrenching  his  wrists  apart. 
er  crash  upon  the  door — another.  Another  demand 
»h  voice  to  open  it.  Then  some  one  running  around 
rindow  at  the  side  of  the  house — ^and  Jimmic  Dale 
■orward. 

was  the  roar  of  a  report,  a  blinding  flash  almost  in 

Dale's  eyes,  as  Connie  Myers,  whiriing  instantly  at 

mce,  fired — and  missed.     It  happened  quick  then, 

ace  of  the  ticking  of  a  watch — before  Jimmie  Dale, 

himself   forward,  had  reached  the  man.     Like  a 

hallenge  to  their  demand  it  must  have  seemed  to  the 

Hitside,  that  shot  of  Connie  Myers  at  Jimmie  Dale, 

as  answered  on  the  instant  by  another  through  the 

dow.    And  the  shot,  fired  at  random,  the  interior  of 

n  hidden  from  the  officers  outside  by  the  drawn 

Found  its  mark — and  Connie  Myers,  a  bullet  in  his 

tched  forward,  dead,  upon  the  floor. 

•*/ "  Jimmie  Dale  flung  at  Hagan.    "  Get  that  letter 

lis  hand !  '*    He  jumped  for  the  lamp  on  the  floor, 

shed  it,  and  turned  again  toward  Hagan.    **  Have 

it  ?  "  he  whispered  tensely. 

"  said  Hagan,  in  a  numbed  way. 

1  way,  then !  ^  Jimmie  Dale  caught  Hagan's  arm,  and 

le  other  across  the  room  and  into  the  kitchen  to  the 

'.    "  Quick !  "  he  breathed  again.    "  Get  down  there 

I    And  no  noise!    They  don't  know  how  many  are 

liouse.  When  they  find  him  theyll  probably  be 
ft 

1,  stupefied,  dazed,  obeyed  mechanically — and,  in  an 
the  trapdoor  closed  behind  them,  Jimmie  Dale  was 
beside  the  other  in  the  cellar, 
a  sound  now ! "  he  cautioned  once  more, 
ashlight  winked,  went  out,  winked  again ;  then  held 
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steadily,  in  curious  fascination  it  seemed,  as,  in  its  cimin, 
the  ray  fell  iii>on  Hnp::m — fell  upon  the  torn,  ragged  edge  cf 
a  paper  hi  IliUjans  hand!  With  a  suppressed  cry,  Jimmie 
Dale  snatched  it  away  from  the  other.  It  was  but  a  tam 
half  of  the  letter!  '"The  other  half!  The  other  ha!:. 
Ila^an — where  is  it?"  he  demanded  hoarsely. 

Mai^^an.  ahnost  in  a  state  of  collapse,  muttered  inaudibSr 
The  crash  of  a  to|»]iIiii;^  door  soimded  from  above.  Jimnuc 
Dale  sho(jk  the  man  de>perately. 

*'  Where  is  it  ?  "  he  repeat e<l  fiercely. 

**  1  !e-  -he  was  holding  it  lijjht,  it — it  tore  in  his  hand* 
Hatran  stammered.  **  I  Joes  it  make  any  difference?  *  'K 
let's  get  mil  of  here,  whoever  you  arc — for  God's  sake  let** 
get  out  of  here !  " 

Any  difTennce!  Jimmie  Dale's  jaws  were  clamped  V\t 
a  steel  vi^e.  Any  diflPerence!  Tlic  difference  lictween  Wf 
anrl  death  for  the  man  he<ide  him — that  was  all!  He  «i« 
rradiiiir  the  port  inn  In  his  hand.  Tt  was  the  la«t  part  of  thf 
K-tter.  heeinnin'j  with:     "There's  a  paper  stnck  imder  !*« 

erli^e  of  TTnfrnn's  tahle "    Fmm  ahnve.  from  the  floor  of 

the  front  mi.m  now.  came  the  nT^h  and  trample  of  feet.  He 
co'ild  not  e*"'  hnck  for  tlie  other  half.  And  anv  attemrt  » 
rnnceil  the  fact  that  Conm'e  Myers  had  been  alone  in  tSe 
hnii»ie  was  futile  now.  They  would  find  the  torn  Wf*rr 
iM  the  dead  man's  hand.  f>nv>f  enouirh  that  srmie  one  tW 
hrul  hern  there.  What  was  in  that  part  of  the  letter  that  w» 
^••11  clutcherl  in  that  death  i:rip  u]istairs?  A  sentence  from  it 
tlirit  he  had  heard  ("ounie  Myers  read,  seemed  to  bum  itw-t 
?!'♦.)  his  hrain.  "  If  v«'M  7i'cint  to  knnzr  7i'hfl  did  it.  lock  n 
M  hr  Iftinm's  rn,tw  on  the  fl^or  abitzT*'  And  then,  sat- 
d'lilv.  h^e  hL'ht  throiurh  the  darknc".  came  a  rav  of  hxt 
He  pi:lli  d  Hnr^an  t-^  the  cell.irway,  and  stealthily  lifted  me 
•-iile  I'f  the  liM'.^Mf  Trriixl'^or.  There  was  a  chance,  desfcrtf 
enmijjh.  c*!^*-  -n  a  thim^and — hut  still  a  chance? 

X'li'crvi  frMin  t!:r  hor.<e  came  ]dainly  now,  but  there  vH 
no  ii-:*-  in  «ii!ht.  The  police,  to  a  man,  were  e\-idendv  d 
in-M'*  FmrM  the  road  in  front  showed  the  lamp  (Imrf 
their  automobile. 
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*•  Run  for  the  car ! "  Jimmie  Dale  jerked  out  from  be- 
tween set  teeth — and  with  Hagan  beside  him,  steadying  the 
man  by  the  arm,  dashed  across  the  intervening  fifty  yards. 

They  had  not  been  seen.  A  minute  more,  and  the  car, 
evidently  belonging  to  the  local  police,  for  it  was  headed  in 
the  direction  of  New  York,  and  as  though  it  had  come  from 
Pelham,  swept  down  the  road,  swept  around  a  turn,  and 
Jimmie  Dale,  with  a  gasp  of  relief,  straightened  up  a  little 
from  the  wheel. 

How  much  time  had  he?  The  police  must  have  heard  the 
car ;  but,  equally,  occupied  as  they  were,  they  might  well  give 
It  no  thought  other  than  that  it  was  but  another  car  passing 
by.  There  was  no  telephone  in  the  house ;  the  nearest  house 
was  a  quarter  of  a  mile  away,  and  that  might  or  might  not 
have  a  telephone.  Could  he  count  on  half  an  hour?  He 
glanced  anxiously  at  the  crouched  figure  beside  him.  He 
would  have  to!  It  was  the  only  chance.  They  would  tele- 
phone the  contents  of  the  dead  man's  half  of  the  letter  to  the 
New  York  police.  Could  he  get  to  Hagan's  room  first! 
•  Look  in  Hagan's  room,"  their  part  of  the  letter  read — ^but 
It  did  not  say  for  what,  or  exactly  where!  \i  they  found 
nothing,  Hagan  was  safe.  Connie  Myers'  reputation,  the  fact 
that  he  was  found  in  disguise  at  Doyle's  house,  was,  barring 
any  incriminating  evidence,  quite  enough  to  let  Hagan  out. 
There  wotild  only  remain  in  the  minds  of  the  police  the  ques- 
tion of  who,  beside  Connie  Myers,  had  been  in  old  Doyle's 
house  that  night?  And  now  Jimmie  Dale  smiled  a  little 
whimsically.  Well,  perhaps  he  could  answer  that — and,  if 
not  quite  to  the  satisfaction  of  the  police,  at  least  to  the  com- 
plete vindication  of  Mike  Hagan. 

But  he  could  not  drive  through  towns  and  villages  with  a 
mask  on  his  face;  and  there,  ahead  now,  lights  were  be- 
ginning to  show.  And  more  than  ever  now.  with  what  was 
before  him,  it  was  imperative  that  Mike  Hagan  should  not 
recognise  Larry  the  Bat  Jimmie  Dale  glanced  again  at 
Hagan — and  slowed  down  the  car.  They  were  on  the  out- 
dcirts  of  a  town,  and  off  to  the  right  he  caught  the  twinkling 
Hghts  of  a  street  car. 
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*'  Hagan."  he  said  sharply,  "  pull  yourself  together,  and 
listen  to  ine'  If  you  keep  your  mouth  shut,  you've  nochmf 
to  foar;  if  you  let  out  a  word  of  \viiat*s  happened  to-nigfat, 
you'll  ])rol);ib]y  ^o  to  the  chair  for  a  crime  you  know  ndh- 
injj  alMuit.     Do  you  niiflerstand? — kt*cp  your  mouth  shut!" 

The  car  had  stoi)|)ed.     Hagan  nodded  his  head. 

"  All  ri^ht.  then.  You  ^et  out  here,  and  take  a  street  car 
into  New  Vi)rk/*  continued  Jimmic  Dale  crisply.  **  Bit 
when  you  pet  there,  keep  away  from  your  home  for  the  next 
two  or  three  hours.  Hang  around  with  some  of  the  bm 
you  know,  and  if  you're  asked  anything  afterward,  say  >oo 
were  batting  around  town  all  evening.  Don't  worry — ^\*oq'9 
find  youVc  out  of  this  when  you  read  the  morning  papf?^ 
Now  j;et  (tut — hurry!"  He  pushed  Hagan  from  the  or. 
**  I've  \in\  to  tnake  my  own  get-away.'* 

I  lagan,  standing  in  the  road,  brushed  his  hand  bewilder- 
ing I  v  across  his  eves. 

•'  '^Vs— but  vou— I " 

"  Never  mind  al)out  that !  "  Jimmie  Dale  leaned  out.  vsd 
gripjuMJ  I  lagan's  arm  im|>ressively.  "  There's  only  one  thiaf 
you've  got  to  think  of.  or  reniemlxir.  Keep  your  mouth  *hit' 
No  matter  what  hajipens,  keep  your  mouth  shut — if  foi 
want  to  >ave  your  neck  !    Gooil-night,  Hagan!  " 

Ibe  car  was  racing  forward  again.  It  shot  strtiki^f 
through  the  streets  of  the  town  ahead,  and,  dully,  over  in 
own  inferno,  echoed  shouts,  cries,  and  execrations  of  anotf- 
raged  ]io|ml;icL' — then  out  into  the  night  again,  roarim  • 
way  tow;inl  New  York. 

]\r  \vdi\  half  an  hour — perhaps!  It  was  a  good  fUt 
n:iL;;iTi  did  not  know,  or  had  not  grasped  the  sif^ifiansrf 
tb.it  :nrii  Iftter — the  man  would  have  been  unmamfscilk 
with  fi:ir  and  excitement.  It  would  puzzle  Hainan  to  M 
no  ]t:i|H-r  ^tuck  under  his  table  when  he  came  to  look  forfHi  « 
Kilt  :li:it  was  a  minor  consideration,  that  mattered  noltfilflk 

M.ilf  ail  bonr!     On  ranred  the  car — towns,  black 
vill.iL^es.  WMnded  land^^  were  kaleidoscopic  in  their 
M.tlf  an  lunir!     Had  he  done  it?    Had  he  c*ne 
near  floing  it?    He  did  not  know.    He  was  in  ched^' 
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tt — and  now  he  had  to  moderate  his  speed ;  but,  by  keeping 
the  less  frequented  streets,  he  could  still  drive  at  a  fast 
ce.  One  piece  of  good  fortune  had  been  his — the  long 
Mor  coat  he  had  found  in  the  car  with  which  to  cover  the 
gfs  of  Larry  the  Bat,  and  without  which  he  would  have 
en  obliged  to  leave  the  car  somewhere  on  the  outskirts  of 
e  city,  and  to  trust,  like  Mike  Hagan,  to  other  and  slower 
!ans  of  transportation. 

Blocks  away  from  Hagan's  tenement,  he  ran  the  car  into 
lane,  slipped  off  the  motor  coat,  and  from  his  pocket 
lipped  out  the  little  metal  insignia  case — and  in  another 
xnent  a  diamond-shaped  gray  seal  was  neatly  affixed  to 
i  black  ebony  rim  of  the  steering  wheel.  He  smiled 
oically.  It  was  necessary,  quite  necessary  that  the  police 
mid  have  no  doubt  as  to  who  had  been  in  Doyle's  house 
th  Connie  Myers  that  night,  or  to  whom  they  had  so 
isiderately  loaned  their  automobile ! 
He  was  running  now — ^through  lanes,  dodging  down  side 
eets,  taking  every  short  cut  he  knew.  Had  he  beaten  the 
lice  to  Mike  Hagan's  room?  It  would  be  easy  then.  If 
y  were  ahead  of  him,  then,  by  some  means  or  other, 
must  still  get  that  paper  first. 

He  was  at  the  tenement  now — shuffling  leisurely  up  the 
ps.  The  front  door  was  open.  He  entered,  and  went 
the  first  flight  of  stairs,  then  along  the  hall,  and  up  the 
irt  flight.  He  had  half  expected  the  place  to  be  bustling 
th  exdtement  over  the  crime ;  but  the  police  evidently  had 
pt  the  affair  quiet,  for  he  had  seen  no  one  since  he  had 
tered.  But  now,  as  he  began  to  mount  the  third  flight,  he 
sit  more  slowly — some  one  was  ahead  of  him.  It  was  very 
rk — he  could  not  see.  The  steps  above  died  away.  He 
idled  the  landing,  started  along  for  Hagan's  room — and 
%ht  blazed  suddenly  in  his  face,  and  a  hard,  quick  grip  on 
I  shoulder  forced  him  back  against  the  wall.  Then  the 
ibiight  wavered,  glistened  on  brass  buttons,  went  out» 
id  a  voice  laughed  roughly : 
•  It's  only  Lany  the  Bat  1  ** 
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"  Larry  the  Bat,  eh?*'  It  was  another  voice,  harsh  and 
curt.     **  What  are  you  doing  here  ?  " 

He  was  not  first,  after  all!  The  telephone  message  froo 
Pclhani — it  was  ahnust  certainly  that — ^liad  beaten  hbr/ 
They  were  ahead  of  him.  just  ahead  of  him.  they  had  onh' 
been  a  few  ste])s  ahead  of  iiini  going  up  the  stairs,  just  a 
second  ahead  of  him  on  their  way  to  I  iagcin's  room !  Jixnmif 
Dale  wa<  thinking  fast  now.  He  must  go.  too-^to  Ha|ras's 
room  with  them — somehow — there  was  no  other  way — ihtrt 
was  Ilagan\s  life  at  stake. 

"  Aw.  I  ain't  done  nothin* !  "  he  whined.  "  I  was  just  jpom' 
ter  borrow  the  price  of  a  feed  from  Mike  Hagan — ienme 
go!" 

"  I  lagan,  eh !  "  snapped  the  questioner.  "  Are  you  a  friend 
of  his?" 

••  Sure.  I  am !  " 

Tlu'  ofllccrs  wlii>j>ercd  for  a  moment  together. 

•*  We'll  try  it."  decided  the  one  who  appeared  to  be  ii 
command.  **  We're  in  the  dark,  anyhow,  and  the  thing 
be  nnly  a  steer.  Mabbf  it'll  work — anyway,  it  won't  do 
harm."  His  hand  fell  heavily  on  Jimmie  Dale's  shoulder. 
•*  Mr<.  Hairnn  know  you?"  brusijuely. 

"  Smp"  ^hr  does!"  sniffled  I-arr>'  the  Bat. 

"  r.ofMl !  "  rasped  tin*  officer.  "  Well,  well  make  the  «« 
with  yon.  And  yon  do  what  you're  told,  or  well  pal  tk 
screws  nn  yoti — see?  We're  after  something  here,  vd 
yoti've  Mnwn  the  whole  game — sav\*y?  You've  spilled  ikc 
gravv — iiTiflef'^tnnd  ?  " 

In  !h»'  d:irkne*5<.  Jimmie  Dale  smiled  grimly.  It  was  bt 
more  !li:in  fie  had  dared  to  hoj>e  for — they  were  phjim 
intM  l.i^  !\'tn«N ! 

•'  !-.i!t  I  ilf.n't  know  1)out  any  game."  grovelled  Lirrrik 

R.lt    I'ltenll^lv. 

••  Wlu»  in  hi  1!  said  yon  «!id  !  "  growled  the  officer.    -  VobV 
sn;.:«nMMl  to  linve  Ntn'tche«l  the  lay  to  us,  that's  all— and 
vo".  p!:i\   vonr  t^irt !     Come  <in!" 

It  \\.i'.  twn  i!onr<  df»wn  tlie  hall  to  Mike  Ha|^n*s 
and  there  one  of  the  officers,  putting  his  shouMcr  ID  Al 
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door,  burst  it  open  and  sprang  in.  The  other  shoved  Jimmie 
Dale  forward.  It  was  quickly  done.  The  three  were  in  the 
room.    The  door  was  closed  again. 

Came  a  cry  of  terror  out  of  the  darkness,  a  movement  as 
of  some  one  rising  up  hurriedly  in  bed;  and  then  Mrs. 
Hagan's  voice: 

"What  is  it!    Who  is  it!    Mike!" 

The  table — it  was  against  the  right-hand  wall,  Jimmie  Dale 
remembered.    He  sidled  quickly  toward  it. 

•*  Strike  a  light !  "  ordered  the  officer  in  charge. 

Jimmie  Dale's  fingers  were  feeling  under  the  edge  of  the 
table — a  quick  sweep  along  it — nothing!  He  stooped,  reach- 
ing farther  in — another  sweep  of  his  arm — and  his  fingers 
closed  on  a  sheet  of  paper  and  a  piece  of  hard  giun.  In  an 
instant  they  were  in  his  pocket. 

A  match  crackled  and  flared  up.  A  lamp  was  lighted. 
Larry  the  Bat  sulked  sullenly  against  the  wall. 

Terror-stricken,  wide-eyed,  Mrs.  Hagan  had  clutched  the 
child  lying  beside  her  to  her  arms,  and  was  sitting  bolt  up- 
right in  bed. 

"  Now  then,  no  fuss  about  it  1 "  said  the  officer  in  charge, 
with  brutal  directness.  "  You  might  as  well  make  a  clean 
breast  of  Mike's  share  in  that  murder  downstairs — Larry  the 
Bat,  here,  has  already  told  us  the  whole  story.  Come  on, 
now— out  with  it ! " 

"Murder!" — ^her  face  went  white,  "My  Mike — 
murder!"  She  seemed  for  an  instant  stunned — and  then 
down  the  worn,  thin,  haggard  face  gushed  the  tears.  "  I 
don't  believe  it !  "  she  cried.    "  I  don't  believe  it !  " 

•*  Come  on  now,  cut  that  out !  "  prodded  the  officer  roughly. 
**  I  tell  you  Larry  the  Bat,  here,  has  opened  everything  up 
iride.     You're  only  making  it  worse  for  yourself." 

"  Him!"  She  was  staring  now  at  Jimmie  Dale.  "Oh, 
3od !  "  she  cried.  "  So  that's  what  you  are,  are  you — a 
tool-pigeon  for  the  cops?  Well,  whatever  you  told  them, 
'ou  lie !  You're  the  curse  of  this  neighbourhood,  you  are, 
ind  if  my  Mike  is  bad  at  all.  it's  you  that's  helped  to  make 
dm  bad.    But  murder — ^you  lUt  ** 
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She  had  risen  slowly  from  the  bed — a  gaunt,  pitiful  figure, 
pitifully  clothed,  the  black  hair,  gray-streaked,  streaming 
thinly  over  her  shoulders,  still  clutching  the  baby  that,  too, 
was  cr>'ing  now. 

The  officers  looked  at  one  another  and  nodded. 

"  Guess  she's  handing  it  straight — we'll  have  a  look  on  ocr 
own  hook,"  the  leader  muttered. 

She  paid  no  attention  to  them — she  was  walking  strai|^.: 
to  Jinimic  Dale. 

It's  you,  is  it,"  she  whispered  fiercely  through  her  v^. 

that  would  bring  more  shame  and  ruin  here — you  thjt* 
selling  my  man's  life  away  with  your  filthy  lies  for  mhi 

they're  paying  you — it's  you,  is  it,  that "     Her  voict 

broke. 

There  was  a  frightened,  uneasy  look  in  I  anry  the  Bai'» 
eyes,  his  lips  were  twitching  weakly,  he  drew  far  bici 
against  the  wall — and  then,  glancing  miserably  at  the  oflfkrtn. 
as  though  entreating  their  |)ermission,  began  to  edge  toward 
the  door. 

For  a  moment  she  watched  him,  her  face  white  with  ort- 
rage,  her  hand  clenched  at  her  side — and  then  she  found  bcr 
voice  again. 

"  Get  out  of  here ! "  she  5aid,  in  a  choked,  strained  vit. 
pointing  to  the  door.    **  Get  out  of  here — ^you  diny  skate" 

"  Sure ! "  munit)K*d  I-arr>-  the  Bat,  his  eyes  on  the  Soof. 
'*  Sure.I "  be  mumbled — and  the  door  closed  behind  him. 
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CHAPTER  I 

BELOW  THE  DEAD  LINE 

HISPERINGS!  Always  whisperings,  low,  sibilant, 
floating  errantly  from  all  sides,  until  they  seemed  a 
xment  part  of  the  drug-laden  atmosphere  itself.  And 
sionally  another  sound:  the  soft  slap-slap  of  loosc- 
ercd  feet,  the  faint  rustle  of  equally  loose-fitting  gar- 
ts.  And  everywhere  the  sweet,  sickish  smell  of  opium, 
as  Chang  Foo's,  simply  a  cellar  or  two  deeper  in  Chang 
s  than  that  in  which  Dago  Jim  had  quarrelled  once — 
died! 

irry  the  Bat,  vicious- faced,  unkempt,  disreputable,  lay 
wled  out  on  one  of  the  dive's  bunks,  an  opium  pipe  be- 
him.  But  I^rry  the  Bat  was  not  smoking ;  instead,  his 
%'as  pressed  closely  against  the  boarding  that  formed  the 
tr  flimsy  partition  at  the  side  of  the  bunk.  One  heard 
y  things  in  Chang  Foo's  if  one  cared  to  listen — if  one 
i  first  win  one's  way  through  the  carefully  guarded 
*'ay,  that  to  the  uninitiated  offered  nothing  more  in- 
ting  than  th^  entrance  to  a  Chinese  tea-shop,  and  an 
viting  one  at  that! 

ad  he  been  followed  in  here?  He  had  been  shadowed 
the  last  hour;  of  that,  at  least,  he  was  certain.  Why? 
vhom  ?  For  an  hour  he  had  dodged  in  and  out  through 
dens  of  the  underworld,  as  only  one  who  was  at  home 
I  and  known  to  all  could  do— and  at  last  he  had  taken 
gc  in  Chang  Foo's  like  a  fox  burrowing  deep  into  its 

316 
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Few  could  find  their  way  into  the  most  infamous 
den  in  all  New  York,  where  not  only  the  poppy  ruled  as 
master,  but  where  crime  was  hatched,  ay,  and  carried  to  ru 
ghastly  consummation,  sometimes,  as  well ;  and  of  those  :>■ 
not  one  but  was  of  the  underworld  itself.  And  it  was  thi: 
fact  which  held  his  muscles  strained  and  rigid  now  ur-^rr 
the  miserable  rags  that  covered  them,  and  it  was  tliat  w*'-  • 
kept  the  keen,  quick  brain  alert  and  active,  ever>-  ia.::"'« 
keyed  uj)  and  tense.  If  it  were  the  police,  he  had  lirrlr  •• 
fear,  for  thev  could  not  force  their  wav  in  without  warr^ij 
but  if  it  were  the  underworld,  he  was  in  imminent  j>rril.  «r: 
had  done  little  better  than  run  himself  into  a  trap  from  whi:: 
there  was  no  escape. 

"  Death  to  the  Gray  Seal!  " — he  had  heard  that  whisprr: 
more  than  once  in  this  ver>'  place.  Who  knew  at  mhr 
moment  the  role  of  I-arrv  the  Rat  would  be  uncovered,  ir^: 
the  underworld,  where  now  he  held  so  high  a  place,  mciJ: 
be  at  his  throat  like  a  park  of  snarhng  wolves!  \\Tu>  hk 
\Kvn  shadowing  him  dtirini:  the  la^t  hour? 

\Vhisj)erings!  Nothing  tangible!  He  could  catch  m 
wi»nls.  Only  the  never-ending  whi«ipering5  of  i^thrK 
gron|)s  here  and  there— and  sometimes  the  dink  of 
wIuTc  some  game  was  in  progress. 

The  ctirtain  Iwfore  his  bunk  was  dravm  suddenly 
an<l  Larry  the  HatV  fingers,  where  his  hand  wa^ 
hi^Mrn  by  his  lunly.  tightened  upon  his  automatic 

"  Smcikce  snwv  more?" 

Tiu'  fingers  relaxed.     It  was  only  Sam  Wah.  one  of  the 

attendants. 

••  Nix! "  sairl  I^arry  the  Bat.  in  a  slightly  muddled  tarn. 

"  Got  riinr.j^'h.'* 

The  « iirtain  frl!  into  place  again.  Ijtny  the  Bat's  Epftitf 
in  a  thin  ^rnilp.  ritimalely  it  made  little  ditFermcv  whrtte 
it  wa«i  the  i'«.Hre  or  the  tmderworld !  The  «mile  i^rrw  thitatf 
It  \\:t«!  the  tl!;i  of  a  coin,  that  was  all!  With  one  thert  i» 
t!:^  Mratli  Imv-ie  at  Sing  Sing  for  the  Gray  Seal:  mith  A 
f»!!irr  wrll.  thrrv  wrrr  niany  w.iy*.  irMm  a  shot  or  a  kiA 
thrust  in  the  open  street,  to  his  nmrder  in  sonic  hiddci#<i 


BELOW  THE  DEAD  LINE  817 

like  this  of  Chang  Foo's,  for  instance,  where  he  now  was 
— the  Gray  Seal  was  responsible  for  the  occupancy  of  too 
many  penitentiary  cells  by  those  of  the  underworld  to  look 
for  any  other  fate ! 

He  raised  himself  up  sharply  on  his  elbow.  A  shrill,  high 
note,  like  the  scream  of  a  parrakeet,  rang  out  a  second  time. 
He  tore  the  curtain  aside,  and  jumped  to  his  feet.  All 
around  him,  in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye,  Chinamen  in  flutter- 
ing blouses,  chattering  like  magpies,  mingled  with  snarling, 
cursing  whites,  were  running  madly.  A  voice,  prefaced  with 
an  oath,  bawled  out  behind  him,  as  he  sprang  forward  and 
joined  the  rush : 

"  Beat  it!    De  cops!    Beat  it!  " 

The  police!  A  raid!  Was  it  for  himf  From  rooms,  an 
amazing  number  of  them,  more  forms  rushed  out,  joined, 
divided,  separated,  and  dashed,  some  this  way,  some  that, 
along  branching  passageways.  There  had  been  raids  before, 
the  police  had  begun  to  change  their  minds  about  Chang 
Poo's,  but  Chang  Foo's  was  not  an  easy  place  to  raid.  House 
after  house  in  that  quarter  of  Chinese  laundries,  of  tea 
shops,  of  chop-suey  joints,  opened  one  into  the  other  through 
secret  passages  in  the  cellars.  Larry  the  Bat  plunged  down 
a  staircase,  and  halted  in  the  darkness  of  a  cellar,  drawing 
back  against  the  wall  while  the  flying  feet  of  his  fellow 
fugitives  scurried  by  him. 

Was  it  for  him,  this  raid?    If  not,  the  police  had  not  a 

hope  of  getting  him  if  he  kept  his  head ;  for  back  in  Chang 

Foo*s  proper,  which  would  be  quite  closed  off  now,  Chang 

Foo  would  be  blandly  submitting  to  arrest,  offering  himself 

^s  a  sort  of  glorified  sacrifice  while  the  police  confiscated 

Opium  and  fan-tan  layouts.    If  the  police  had  no  other  pur- 

than  that  in  mind,  Chang  Foo  would  simply  pay  a  fine ; 

next  night  the  place  would  be  in  full  blast  again;  and 

Oiang  Foo,  higher  than  ever  in  the  confidence  of  the  under- 

^i^CH'M's  aristocracy,  would  reap  his  reward — and  that  would 

an  there  was  to  it. 

But  was  that  all?    The  raid  had  followed  sig^nificantly 
upon  the  heels  of  his  entry  into  Chang  Foo's.    Larry 
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the  Bat  bc^an  to  move  forward  again.  He  dared  not  foDov 
the  others,  and.  later  on.  when  quiet  was  restored,  issue  oa 
into  the  street  from  anv  one  of  the  various  houses  in  which 
he  might  ti'ni|)onirily  have  taken  refuge.  There  was  i 
chance  in  that,  a  chance  tliat  the  |>ohce  might  be  morr 
zealous  than  usual,  even  if  he  jKirticularly  was  not  ther- 
game — and  he  could  take  no  chance.  Arrest  for  I^rrr  the 
Bat.  even  on  suspicion,  could  liave  but  one  conclusion — iwc 
a  pleasant  one — the  disclosure  that  I-arr>'  the  Bat  was  doc 
I^rry  the  Bat  at  all.  but  Jimmie  Dale,  the  millionaire  disk- 
man,  and.  to  com])lete  a  fatal  triplication,  that  Larry  rbe 
Bat  and  Jimmie  Dale  was  the  Gray  Seal  upon  whose  bod 
was  fixed  a  i)rice! 

AH  was  silence  around  him  now,  except  thai  from  o«tf- 
head  came  occasionallv  the  muffled  tread  of  feet.  He  fck 
his  way  alone:  into  a  black,  narrow  (>assage.  emerged  bno  i 
second  crllar.  swept  the  place  with  a  single,  circling  gkm 
from  a  pocket  fla*«hlight.  pa'^sed  a  stairway  that  led  upwafl 
rearhrd  the  oyipo^jtc  wall,  and,  dropping  on  hands  and  kncsk 
crnwlfd  into  whnt.  innocently  enough,  appeared  to  be  ikr 
oprnincT  of  a  coal  bin. 

Ill*  knew  nmni:  Ff>o's  well — as  he  knew  the  ins  and 
of  rvcry  drn  and  pI.n*o  he  frequented,  knew  them  as  a 
knows  <inrh  thinirs  wlien  his  life  at  any  moment  might  hnf 
upnn  his  knowlnlLTc. 

lb*  was  in  anothrr  passage  now,  and  this,  in  a  few  mxfk 
brou;:r.t  him  to  a  dnnr.  Here  he  halte<l.  and  stood  fori 
full  t'vf  Tiiiiuiti'N,  absolutelv  motionless,  absolutehr  idK 
li^-rrTiinij.  There  was  nothing — not  a  sound.  He  tried  lk 
finiir  rav.tiou'^ly.  Tt  was  lix'ked.  The  slim,  sensitive. 
inij  riiii;rr-  of  linimio  I\ale,  unrecognisable  now  in  the 
fli^iit-.  of  l.'irrv  the  Bat.  felt  tentativelv  over  the  kxk.  Ti 
fmt^'cT^  tlvit  «irfnuMl  in  their  tips  to  possess  all  the 
•:fn<«"=.  tli.tt  time  and  aijain  in  their  delicate  touch 
(li.l1  «<f  a  ^.ih"  li  m1  iiKvkcd  at  htmian  ingenuity  and 
tf^i*  !.r»!'i'f  iiiTn  iirspnicnt   frenzv,  this  was  a  pitiful 

l-'ruiii  I'.i-  pMkri  raiiie  a  small  steel  insti mi  ttaf 

quickly  .hkI  deftly  inserted  in  the  keyhole.     There  Ml 
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click,  the  door  swung  open,  and  Jimmie  Dale,  alias  Larry 
the  Bat,  stepped  outside  into  a  back  yard  half  a  block  away 
from  the  entrance  to  Chang  Foe's. 

Again  he  listened.  There  did  not  appear  to  be  any  un- 
usual excitement  in  the  neighbourhood.  From  open  win- 
dows above  him  and  from  adjoining  houses  came  the 
ordinary,  commonplace  sounds  of  voices  talking  and  laugh- 
ing, even  the  queer,  weird  notes  of  a  Chinese  chant.  He 
stole  noiselessly  across  the  yard,  out  into  the  lane,  and  made 
his  way  rapidly  along  to  the  cross  street. 

In  a  measure,  now,  he  was  safe;  but  one  thing,  a  very 
vital  thing,  remained  to  be  done  It  was  absolutely  necessary 
that  he  should  know  whether  he  was  the  quarry  that  the 
police  had  been  after  in  the  raid,  if  it  was  the  police  who  had 
been  shadowing  him  all  evening.  If  it  was  the  police,  there 
was  but  one  meaning  to  it — Larry  the  Bat  was  known  to 
be  the  Gray  Seal,  and  a  problem  perilous  enough  in  any  aspect 
confronted  him.  Dare  he  risk  the  Sanctuary — for  the 
clothes  of  Jimmie  Dale?  Or  was  it  safer  to  burglarise,  as 
be  had  once  done  before,  his  own  mansion  on  Riverside 
Drive? 

His  thoughts  were  nmning  riot,  and  he  frowned,  angry 
with  himself.  There  was  time  enough  to  think  of  that 
when  he  knew  that  it  was  the  police  against  whom  he  had 
to  match  his  wits. 

WeD  in  the  shadow  of  the  buildings,  he  moved  swiftly 

along  the  side  street  until  he  came  to  the  comer  of  the 

street  on  which,  halfway  down  the  block,  fronted  Chang 

Poo's  tea-shop.     A  glance  in  that  direction,  and  Jimmie 

I>aJe  drew  a  breath  of  relief.    A  patrol  wagon  was  backed 

tip  to  the  curb,  and  a  half  dozen  officers  were  busy  loading 

it  with  what  was  evidently  Chang  Foo's  far  from  meagre 

of  gambling  appurtenances:  while  Chang  Foo  him- 

,  together  with  Sam  Wah  and  another  attendant,  were  in 

grip  of  two  other  officers,  waiting  possibly  for  another 

trol  wagon.    There  was  a  crowd,  too.  but  the  crowd  was 

a  respectful  distance — on  the  opposite  side  of  the  street. 

Jinunie  Dale  still  hugged  the  comer.    A  man  swaggered 
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out  from  a  doorway,  quite  close  to  Chang  Foo*s,  and  c 
on  along  the  street.  As  the  other  reached  the  cor 
Jimmie  Dale  sidled  forward. 

"  'Ello.  Chick !  '*  he  said,  out  of  the  comer  of  his  mo 
"  Wet's  dc  lay?" 

•'  'Ello,  Larry ! "  returned  the  other.    "  Aw.  nuthm'! 
nutcracker  on  Chang,  dat's  all." 

"  I  thought  mabbe  dey  was  lookin'  for  some  guy  dat 
in  dcrc."  observed  Jimmie  Dale. 

"  Nulhin'  doin'!"  the  other  answered.  "  I  was  in  < 
meself.  De  whole  mob  beat  it  clean,  an'  de  bulls  m 
batted  an  eye.  Didn't  youse  pipe  me  make  me  get-ai 
outer  Shanghai's  a  minute  ago?  De  bulls  never  « 
nowliere  except  into  Chang's.  Dere's  a  new  lootenant  is 
precinct  inaugeratin'  himself,  dat's  all.  S'long.  Larrr 
gotta  date." 

"  S'long.  Chick !  "  responded  Jimmie  Dale — and  stai 
slowly  back  along  the  cross  street. 

It  was  not  the  |K)lice,  then,  who  were  interested  in 
movements!    Tlien  who?    He  shook  his  head  with  a  fe 
savaije.  impotent  gesture.    One  thing  was  clear:  it  was 
early  to  risk  a  return  to  the  Sanctuary  and  attempC 
rehabilitation  of  Tinimic  Dale.    If  anv  one  was  on  the  h 
for  I^irr>'  the  Rat.  the  Sanctuary  would  be  the  last  phoc 
Ik'  overlooked. 

He  turned  the  next  comer,  hesitated  a  moment  in  frort 
a  garishly  liirbted  dance  hall,  and  finally  shuffled  in  throi 
tlie  door,  nndr  bis  way  .icross  the  floor,  nodding  hm  i 
there  to  the  elite  of  gangland,  and.  with  a  somewhat  ancci 
air  of  firoprietor^hip.  sat  down  at  a  table  in  the  can 
Little  better  than  a  tramp  in  appearance,  certainly  them 
disreputal»1(»-looking  object  in  the  place,  even  the  waiter  * 
apprnaohed  him  accorded  him  a  certain  curious  defercBCT 
was  not  Larry  the  Bat  the  most  celebrated  dope  ficod  I 
!ow  tlir  (lead  line? 

"  r,inii]ie  a  mug  o'  suds!"  ordered  Jimmie  Dde.  li 
sf»ra\\l('d  royally  Kick  in  his  chair. 
Under  the  rim  of  his  slouch  hat,  pulled  now  (aroicrl 
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he  searched  the  faces  around  him.     If  he  had  been 

to  pick  the  actors  for  a  revel  from  the  scum  of  the 
world,  he  could  not  have  improved  upon  the  gather- 
There  were  perhaps  a  hundred  men  and  women  in  the 

the  majority  dancing,  and,  with  the  exception  of  a 
ght-seeing  sliunmers,  they  were  men  and  women  whose 
intance  with  the  police  was  intimate  but  not  cordial — 
om  cordial. 

mie  Dale  shrugged  his  shoulders,  and  sipped  at  the 
that  had  been  set  before  him.  It  was  grimly  ironic  that 
>uld  be,  not  only  there,  but  actually  a  factor  and  a  part 
e  underworld's  intimate  life!  He,  Jimmie  Dale,  a 
ly  man.  a  member  of  New  York's  exclusive  clubs,  a 
cr  of  New  York's  most  exclusive  society!  It  was 
reivable.  He  smiled  sardonically.  Was  it?  Well, 
it  was  none  the  less  true.  His  life  unquestionably  was 
nique,  apart  from  any  other  man's,  but  it  was,  for  all 
ictual  and  real. 

rre  had  been  three  years  of  it  now — since  she  had 
into  his  life.  Jimmie  Dale  slouched  down  a  little  in 
lair.  The  ice  was  thin,  perilously  thin,  that  he  was 
g  on  now.  Each  letter,  with  its  demand  upon  him  to 
i  his  wits  against  police  or  underworld,  or  against  both 
ned,  perhaps,  made  that  peril  a  little  greater,  a  little 

imminent — if  that  were  possible,  when  already  his 
as  almost  literally  carried,  daily,  hourly,  in  his  hand, 
hat  he  rebelled  against  it ;  it  was  worth  the  price  that 
day  he  expected  he  must  pay — ^the  price  of  honour, 
1,  a  name  disgraced,  ruin,  death.  Was  he  quixotic? 
derately  so?  He  smiled  gravely.  Perhaps.  But  he 
I  do  it  all  over  again  if  the  choice  were  his.  There 
those  who  blessed  the  name  of  the  Gray  Seal,  as  well 
»c  who  cursed  it.  And  there  was  the  Tocsin ! 
ID  was  she?  He  did  not  know,  but  he  knew  that  he 
[>me  to  love  her.  come  to  care  for  her.  and  that  she  had 
to  mean  everything  in  life  to  him.  He  had  never  seen 
o  know  her  face.    He  had  never  seen  her  face,  but  he 

her  voice — ay,  he  had  even  held  her  for  a  moment, 
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the  moment  of  wildest  happiness  he  had  ever  kno«ii.  in  hi* 
arms.    That  night  when  he  had  entered  his  library,  his  owa 
particular  den  in  liis  own  house,  and  in  the  darkness  had 
found  her  tlicre — found  her  finally  through  no  effon  of  hi* 
own,  when  lie  had  sea  relied  so  fruitlessly  for  years  to  f.nd 
her,  using  every  resource  at  his  command  to  find  her!    .\n; 
she,  because  she  had  come  of  her  own  volition,  rclyini;  vz^rr 
him,  had  held  him  in  honour  to  let  her  go  as  she  had  come— 
without  looking  upon  her  face!    Exquisite  irony!    But  she 
had  made  him  a  promise  then — that  the  work  of  the  Crai 
Seal  was  nearly  over — that  soon  there  would  be  an  en^  :o 
the  mystery  that  surrounded  her — that  he  should  know  il 
— that  he  ^hould  know  her. 

He  >miled  .igain,  but  it  was  a  twisted  smile  on  the  ^l^ 
chanically  misshapen  lips  of  I-arr>'  the  Bat.  Nearly  ovrr' 
Who  knew  ?  That  "  nearly  "  might  be  too  late !  Even  to- 
night he  had  been  shadowed,  was  skulking  even  now  i? 
this  place  as  a  refuge.  Who  knew?  Another  hour,  it^ 
the  newslwys  might  be  shrieking  their  "Uxtra!  I'xm' 
I  )c  ( irav  Seal  caught !  De  millionaire  Jimmie  Dale  de  Jeki  j 
an'  Hvile  of  real  life!" 

Jimmie  Dale  straijLihtcned  up  suddenly  in  his  seat-  Thfff 
was  a  shout,  an  oath  bawled  out  high  above  the  riot  fi 
noise,  a  chorus  of  fmiinine  shrieks  from  across  the  rorr. 
What  was  the  matter  with  the  underworld  to-night?  Hf 
semicd  fated  to  fnid  notliing  but  centres  of  disturfaaoct^ 
firNt  a  raid  at  (liang  Foo's,  and  now  this.  What  wa?  !?» 
matter  hrre?  They  were  stani|)eding  toward  him  from  :^ 
other  side  of  the  room.  There  was  the  roar  of  a  revolver 
shot  another.  I^lack  Ike!  He  caught  an  instant's  glarwc 
of  thf  ;:uninan*s  distorted  face  through  the  crowd.  Thtf 
was  it  proljahly — a  row  over  some  moll. 

Ar.'l  tlu'ii.  as  Jinunie  Dale  lunged  up  from  his  chair  tokii 
tr«  t  to  c^'C'ipe  the  rush,  pamlemonium  itself  seemed  tobrok 
jiMi-f.     ^■rlls.  shots,  screams,  and  oaths  filled  the  air.    Th 
rriiwl  siirv^'rd  this  way  and  that.     Tables  were  o' 
:"i'l  -'-tit  era  sir' lu:  to  the  floor.    And  then  came  sudden 
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as  some  one  of  the  attendants  in  misguided  excitability 
bed  off  the  lights. 

e  darkness  but  served  to  increase  the  panic,  not  allay 
Vith  a  savage  snap  of  his  jaws,  Jimmie  Dale  swung 

his  table  in  the  comer  with  the  intention  of  making 
'ay  out  by  a  side  door  behind  him — it  was  a  case  of 
olice  again,  and  the  patrolman  outside  would  probably 

illing  a  riot  call  by  now.     And  the  police He 

ed  suddenly,  as  though  he  had  been  struck.    An  en- 
e,  thrust  there  out  of  the  darkness,  was  in  his  hand; 
er  voice,  hers,  the  Tocsin's,  was  sotmding  in  his  ears : 
immie !    Jimmie !    I've  been  trying  all  evening  to  catch 

Quick !  Get  to  the  Sanctuary  and  change  your  clothes. 
!*s  not  an  instant  to  lose !  It's  for  my  sake  to-njght !  ** 
d  then  a  surging  mob  was  around  him  on  every  side, 
pushing,  jostling,  half  lifting  him  at  times  from  his 
carried  him  forward  with  its  rush,  and  with  him  in 
idst  btu^t  through  the  door  and  out  into  the  street 


CHAPTER  II 

THE  CALL  TO  ARMS 

1^  OT  a  sound  as  the  key  turned  in  the  lock ;  not  a  fcaai 
as  ilic  door  swung  Kick  on  its  carefully  oiled  hingn ; 
not  a  sound  as  L^rr>'  the  Rat  shp|)ed  like  a  shadow  into  the 
blackness  of  the  room,  closing  the  door  behind  him  a|ps. 
With  a  tread  as  noiseless  as  a  cat*s.  he  was  across  the  roan 
to  satisfy  himself  that  the  shutters  were  tightly  closed:  and 
tlien  the  sin^^le  ^as  jet  flared  up.  murky,  yellow,  illumini- 
tin^'  the  miserable,  squalid  room — the  Sanctuary — the  ham 
of  Larry  the  Rat.  There  was  need  for  silence,  need  for 
tir)ti.  In  five  minutes,  ten  at  the  outside,  he  must 
airain — as  Tinimie  Dale. 

With  a  <mile  on  his  hps  that  mingled  curiously  ductii 
anri  <c1t -commiseration,  he  took  the  letter  from  his  paistf 
and  tore  it  open.  It  was  she.  then,  who  had  been  folkywiflC 
hiTU  all  evenini:.  and.  like  a  blundering  idiot,  he  had  wasiel 
precious.  |KT!iap<  irreparable,  hours!  What  had  she 
by  **  \\'<  for  my  sake  to-ni^:ht  '*?  The  words  had  been 
int:  in  hi^  car<  since  the  moment  she  had  whispered  than  ii 
til. It  ]>anic- stricken  crowd.  Was  it  not  always  for  her  fltt 
tliat  he  answiTtd  thoe  calls  to  amis?  Was  it  not  alvan 
for  lier  sake  that  he,  as  the  (Iray  Seal,  was  The 

s(»!il<^|ny  came  to  an  abrupt  end.     He  had  si 
read  tlie  first  sentence  of  the  letter,  and  now,  with 
feverish  eagerness  and  excitement,  he  was  readily  it  w 
the  last  word. 

**  Dkar  PiiiLANTiiKopK-  Ckook  :    In  an  hour  after  too  i» 
ceive  this,  if  all  goes  well,  you  shall  know  cr 
everything.     Who  I  am — ves,  and  my  name.     It  has 
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more  than  three  years  now,  hasn't  it?  It  has  been  in- 
comprehensible to  you,  but  there  has  been  no  other  way.  I 
dared  not  take  the  chance  of  discovery  by  any  one ;  I  dared 
not  expose  you  to  the  risk  of  being  known  by  me.  Your  life 
would  not  have  been  worth  a  moment's  purchase.  Oh,  Jim- 
mie,  am  I  only  making  the  mystery  more  mystifjring?  But 
to-night,  I  think,  I  hope,  I  pray  that  it  is  all  at  an  end; 
though  against  me,  and  against  you  to-night  when  you  go  to 
help  me,  is  the  most  powerful  and  pitiless  organisation  of 
criminals  that  the  world  has  ever  known ;  and  the  stake  we 
arc  playing  for  is  a  fortune  of  millions — and  my  life.  And 
yet  somehow  I  am  afraid  now,  just  because  the  end  is  so 
near,  and  the  victory  seems  so  surely  won.  And  so,  Jimmie, 
be  careful;  use  all  that  wonderful  cleverness  of  yours  as 

you  have  never  used  it  before,  and But  there  should  be 

no  need  for  that,  it  is  so  simple  a  thing  that  I  am  going  to 
ask  you  to  do.  Why  am  I  writing  so  illogically !  Nothing, 
surely,  can  possibly  happen.  This  is  not  like  one  of  my 
usual  letters,  is  it  ?  I  am  beside  myself  to-night  with  hope, 
anxiety,  fear,  and  excitement. 

•*  Listen,  then,  Jimmie :  Be  at  the  northeast  comer  of 
Sixth  Avenue  and  Waverly  Place  at  exactly  half -past  ten. 
A  taxicab  will  drive  up,  as  though  you  had  signalled  it  in 
passing,  and  the  chauffeur  will  say :  "  I've  another  fare  in 
half  an  hour,  sir,  but  I  can  get  you  most  anywhere  in  that 
tinic.'*  You  will  be  smoking  a  cigarette.  Toss  it  out  into 
the  street,  make  any  reply  you  like,  and  get  into  the  cab. 
Give  the  diauffeur  that  little  ring  of  mine  with  the  crest  of 
the  ben  and  belfry  and  the  motto,  "  Sonnez  le  Tocsin,"  that 
jou  found  the  night  old  Isaac  Pelina  was  murdered,  and  the 
chauffeur  will  give  you  in  exchange  a  sealed  packet  of 
papers.  He  will  drive  you  to  your  home,  and  I  will  tele- 
phone to  you  there. 

••  I  need  not  tell  you  to  destroy  this.  Keep  the  appointment 
in  your  proper  person — as  Jimmie  Dale.  Carry  nothing 
that  might  identify  you  as  the  Gray  Seal  if  any  accident 
mhtnM  happen.  And,  lastly,  trust  the  pseudo  chauffeur  ab- 
solutely." 
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There  was  no  sif^atiire.    Her  letters  were  never  sijn^ed 
He  stood  for  a  moment  staring  at  the  closely  written  sheets 
in  his  hand,  a  heightened  colour  in  his  cheeks,  his  li|>»  pres»<d 
tightly  together — and  llien  his  lingers  automatically  beean  !o 
tear  the  letter  into  pieces,  and  the  pieces  again  into  ]•:*.> 
shreds.    To-night !    It  was  to  Ik*  to-night,  the  end  of  all  ih:* 
myster>'.    To-night  was  to  see  the  end  of  this  dual  life  of 
his.  with  its  constant  \kt\\  !    To-night  the  Gray  Seal  wa*  !o 
exit  from  the  stage  forever!    To-night,  a  wonderful  chrux 
of  the  years,  he  was  to  see  her! 

His  hloud  was  quickened  now,  his  heart  pounding  m  i 
faster  beat :  a  mad  elation,  a  i'lerce  uplift  was  u|x)n  him.  He 
thrust  the  torn  bits  of  paper  into  his  pocket  hurricri'i. 
stepped  across  the  room  to  ilie  corner,  rolled  hack  the  o:r 
cloth.  and  lifted  up  the  loose  plank  in  the  flooring.  «)  ^ 
nocently  <lu<t laden,  as,  more  than  once,  to  have  eluded  :hc 
eyes  of  in(|ui>ite  visitors  in  the  slia])e  of  police  and  plia- 
clolhes  men  from  headquarters. 

From  the  space  lieneath  he  removed  a  neatly  folded  rl 
of  clothe'i.  laid  the<:e  on  the  Ix'd.  and  began  to  UF.dress.  He 
was  working  rapidly  now.  Tiny  pieces  of  ii'ax  were  ?*• 
moved  from  hi"?  nostrils,  from  under  his  lip«,  from  behtaJ 
his  ears ;  water  from  a  cracked  pitcher  poured  into  a  batterrf 
tin  hasin.  and  mixf*d  with  a  few  drops  of  some  liquid  freni 
hf»ttle  whirh  he  procured  from  its  hiding  place  under  Ae 
flmiring.  banished  the  make-up  stain  from  his  face,  his 
his  wrists,  and  lirmd-;  as  if  by  maijic.  It  was  a  stranipe 
amon>hovi^  that  bad  taken  place — the  coarse,  bnital-??*- 
tured.  blear-eyed,  leering  countenance  of  I^rn*  the  Bit  «• 
gone,  and  in  it*?  pl.tce.  clean-cut.  square-jawed.  clear-e^fA 
was  the  fare  of  Jinimie  Dale.  .-Xnd  where  before  hW 
sliiiu'berl  a  -^^pe-sbou^lrrrd.  missha|)en,  flabby  creatiffc  a 
broad-slioiiidiTed  fnrm  well  over  six  feet  in  hcif^  o^ 
>tr»od  erevt.  :iinl  under  the  clean  white  skin  the  muscksil 
an  atlilete.  like  knubs  of  «iteel.  played  back  and  forth  »* 
cver\'  movement  of  bis  \xM\y. 

In  the  streaked  and  broken  mirror  Jimmie  Dak 
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I  critically,  methodically,  and,  with  a  nod  of  satisfac* 
istily  donned  the  fashionably  cut  suit  of  tweeds  upon 
L    He  rummaged  then  through  the  ragged  garments 

just  discarded,  transferred  to  his  pockets  a  roll  of 
id  his  automatic,  and  paused  hesitantly,  staring  at  the 
^  case,  like  a  cigarette  case,  that  he  held  in  the  palm 
land.  He  shrugged  his  shoulders  a  little  whimsically ; 
ed  strange  indeed  that  he  was  through  with  that !  He 
i  it  open.  Within,  between  sheets  of  oil  paper,  lay 
res  of  little  diamond-shaped,  gray-toloured,  adhesive 
«als — the  insignia  of  the  Gray  Seal.    Yes,  it  seemed 

that  he  was  never  to  use  another!  He  closed  the 
athered  up  the  clothes  of  Larry  the  Bat,  tucked  the 

among  them,  and  shoved  the  bundle  into  the  hole 
the  flooring.  All  these  things  would  have  to  be  de- 
,  but  there  was  not  time  to-night ;  to-morrow,  or  the 
ly,  would  do  for  that.  What  would  it  be  like  to  live 
al  life  again,  without  the  menace  of  danger  lurking 
7  hand,  without  that  grim  slogan  of  the  underworld, 
I  to  the  Gray  Seal !  "  or  that  savage  fiat  of  the  police, 
jray  Seal,  dead  or  alive — ^but  the  Gray  Seal ! "  for- 
nging  in  his  ears?  What  would  it  be  like,  this  new 
ith  her? 

thought  was  thrilling  him  again,  bringing  again  that 
exultant  uplift.  In  an  hour,  one  hour,  and  the  bar- 
'  years  would  be  swept  away,  and  she  would  be  in  his 

\  for  my  sake  to-night !  '*  His  face  grew  suddenly 
IS  the  words  came  back  to  him.  That  "  hour  "  wasn't 
ret!  It  was  no  hysterical  exaggeration  that  had 
ed  her  to  call  her  enemies  the  most  powerful  and  piti- 
^nisation  of  criminals  that  the  world  had  ever  known, 
not  the  Tocsin's  way  to  exaggerate.  The  words  would 
•ally  true.  The  very  life  she  had  led  for  the  three 
hat  had  gone  stood  out  now  as  a  grim  proof  of  her 
m. 

lie  Dale  replaced  the  flooring,  carefully  brushed  the 
idc  into  the  cracks,  spread  the  oilcloth  into  pbce. 
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There  was  no  sig:naturc.    Her  letters  were  never  sipted. 
He  stood  for  a  moment  starin^^  at  the  closely  written  sheets 
in  his  hand,  a  heightened  colour  in  his  cheeks,  his  lips  pressed 
tightly  togctlior — and  then  liis  fingers  automatically  be^n  to 
tear  the  letter  into  pieces,  and  the  pieces  again  into  littie 
shreds.    To-night !    It  was  to  be  to-night,  the  end  of  all  th« 
mystery.    To-night  was  to  see  the  end  of  this  dual  life  of 
his,  with  its  constant  j)eril !    To-night  the  Gray  Seal  wa*»  to 
exit  from  the  stage  forever!    To-night,  a  wonderful  dinux 
of  the  years,  he  was  to  see  her! 

His  blood  was  quickened  now.  his  heart  pounding  in  a 
faster  beat ;  a  mad  elation,  a  fierce  uplift  was  upon  him.  He 
thrust  the  torn  bits  of  paper  into  his  pocket  hurriedh. 
stepped  across  the  room  to  the  comer,  rolled  back  the  «i- 
cloth,  and  lifted  up  the  loose  plank  in  the  flooring,  so  a- 
nocenily  dustladen,  as,  more  than  once,  to  have  eluded  the 
eyes  of  in^ui^ito  visitors  in  the  shape  of  police  and  phA- 
clothes  men  from  headquarters. 

From  tlie  space  beneath  he  removed  a  neatly  foklcd  A 
of  clothes,  laid  the<e  nn  the  bod.  and  began  to  UKdrcss^  He 
wa<5  working  rapidly  now.  Tiny  pieces  of  vczx  were  i^ 
moved  from  his  no«;trils.  from  under  his  Up*,  from  bdriod 
his  ears :  water  fmm  a  cracked  pitcher  poured  into  a  batttftd 
tin  basin,  and  mixfd  with  a  few  drops  of  some  liquid  fromi 
bottle  which  he  procured  from  its  hiding  pbce  under  thr 
flof)ring,  banished  the  make-up  stain  from  his  face,  hii 
his  wri-t<.  and  hand<  as  if  by  magic.  It  was  a  strange 
amorplm^is  that  \\iA  taken  place — the  coarse,  bnttal-fo- 
tured.  blear-eyed,  b-ering  countenance  of  Larry  the  Bit  »» 
gone,  and  wi  its  place,  clean-cut.  square- jawed,  ckar-mA 
was  tlie  fai-e  of  Jiinmic  Dale.  And  where  befoie  U 
sbnu'hed  a  -!o:»e-»;1iniildered.  misshapen,  flabby  creature  I 
broad-*ib(«ii!ib  n  •!  fr)nn  well  over  six  feet  in  heiglil  vot 
Mood  erei't.  and  tinder  the  clean  white  skin  the  musckf  if 
an  athlete,  like  knobs  of  steel,  played  back  and  forth  «tt 
cverv  mnvoinent  of  bis  ImvIv. 

In  the  streaked  and  broken  mirror  Jimmie  Hale 
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iself  critically,  methodically,  and,  with  a  nod  of  satisfac- 
1,  hastily  donned  the  fashionably  cut  suit  of  tweeds  upon 

bed.  He  rummaged  then  through  the  ragged  garments 
had  just  discarded,  transferred  to  his  pockets  a  roll  of 
s  and  his  automatic,  and  paused  hesitantly,  staring  at  the 
1  metal  case,  like  a  cigarette  case,  that  he  held  in  the  palm 
his  hand.  He  shrugged  his  shoulders  a  little  whimsically ; 
eemed  strange  indeed  that  he  was  through  with  that !  He 
pped  it  open.    Within,  between  sheets  of  oil  paper,  lay 

scores  of  little  diamond-shaped,  gray-coloured,  adhesive 
>er  seals — ^the  insignia  of  the  Gray  Seal.  Yes,  it  seemed 
mge  that  he  was  never  to  use  another!  He  closed  the 
e,  gathered  up  the  clothes  of  Larry  the  Bat,  tucked  the 
t  in  among  them,  and  shoved  the  bundle  into  the  hole 
ler  the  flooring.  All  these  things  would  have  to  be  de- 
>yed.  but  there  was  not  time  to-night ;  to-morrow,  or  the 
t  day,  would  do  for  that.  What  would  it  be  like  to  live 
ormal  life  again,  without  the  menace  of  danger  lurking 
e\'ery  hand,  without  that  grim  slogan  of  the  underworld, 
eath  to  the  Gray  Seal !  "  or  that  savage  fiat  of  the  police, 
he  Gray  Seal,  dead  or  alive — but  the  Gray  Seal ! "  f or- 
r  ringing  in  his  ears?  What  would  it  be  like,  this  new 
— with  her? 

lie  thought  was  thrilling  him  again,  bringing  again  that 
er,  exultant  uplift.  In  an  hour,  one  hour,  and  the  bar- 
's of  years  would  be  swept  away,  and  she  would  be  in  his 
is! 

It's  for  my  sake  to-night !  '*  His  face  grew  suddenly 
se,  as  the  words  came  back  to  him.  That  "  hour  "  wasn't 
r  yet!  It  was  no  hysterical  exaggeration  that  had 
mpted  her  to  call  her  enemies  the  most  powerful  and  piti- 
\  organisation  of  criminals  that  the  world  had  ever  known. 
ras  not  the  Tocsin's  way  to  exaggerate.  The  words  would 
literally  true.  The  very  life  she  had  led  for  the  three 
rs  that  had  gone  stood  out  now  as  a  grim  proof  of  her 
ertion. 

Immie  Dale  replaced  the  flooring,  carefully  brushed  the 
(t  back  into  the  cracks,  spread  the  oilcloth  into  place. 
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and  stood  up.  Who  and  what  was  this  or^nisation?  WTat 
was  Ixftween  it  and  the  Tocsin?  What  was  this  immense 
fortune  that  was  at  stake?  And  what  was  this  priccl&> 
packet  that  was  so  crucial,  that  meant  victory  now.  ay.  and 
her  life,  too,  she  had  said? 

The  (juestions  swept  upon  him  in  a  sort  of  breathktf 
succession.  Why  had  she  not  let  him  play  a  part  in  lhi^} 
True,  she  liad  told  him  why — that  she  dared  not  cxpo.c  hnn 
to  the  risk.  Ri^k !  Was  there  any  risk  that  the  Gray  >«a! 
had  not  taken,  and  at  her  instance!  He  did  not  under- 
stand, lie  smiled  a  little  uncertainly,  as  he  reached  up  !o 
turn  out  the  ^as.  There  were  a  ^uod  many  things  that  he  M 
not  understaiKl  al)out  tlie  Tocsin ! 

Hie  room  was  in  darkness,  and  with  the  darkness  Jiimnie 
Hale's  mi  lid  centred  on  the  work  immediately  before  hzn 
'i'o  enter  the  tenement  where  he  was  known  and  had  an  ac- 
knowledged ri^ht  as  I^'irry  the  Rat  was  one  thing ;  for  Jimnie 
Dale  to  be  discovered  there  was  quite  another. 

He  crossed  the  room,  ojyened  the  door  silently,  stood  for 
a  moment  listening',  then  step|H'd  out  into  the  black,  musn. 
ill-smelHnij  hallway,  ckjsinp  the  door  behind  him.  Hf 
strxipfd  and  hicked  it.  The  querulous  cr\'  of  a  child  reicM 
him  frtim  somewhere  alK)ve — a  murmur  of  voices.  nnA<4 
hv  closed  doors,  from  eve rv where.  How  manv  faiiDfae» 
were  housed  l)eneath  that  sordid  roof  he  had  never 
only  that  there  was  miserable  poverty  there  as  well  as 
and  ctinie.  r)ii1y  that  Uirry  the  Rat,  who  possessed  a 
all  Uy  him  Si  If.  wa*^  as  some  lordly  and  super-being  to  that 
fellow  trn .tilts  who  shared  theirs  with  so  many  that  thcft 
was  not  air  enoui^h  for  all  to  !)re.ithe. 

Hi-  h:i<l  no  doors  to  pas*i — his  was  next  to  the  suircw 
He  bi'Ljan  i«»  iK<cend.  They  could  scream  and  shriek.  tha« 
stairs.  like  airi*!!  humans,  twisted  and  rheumatic,  at  the  kif 
uiiL;"iit1r  tiiMi'h.  Hut  there  wns  no  sound  from  then  w* 
Thrre  smncrl  soinitliin^  almost  uncanny  in  the  sikni  imi 
Stair  after  stair  be  flcsa-ntled,  his  entire  weight  dvi>i 
^ra«lually  upon  onf  fimt  Ik* fore  the  other  was  lifted.  T^ 
strain  u|Min  tlie  miiMrles,  traine<l  and  hardened  as  tiKj 
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M.  As  he  moved  from  the  bottom  step,  he  wiped  little 
cads  of  perspiration  from  his  forehead. 

The  door,  now,  that  gave  on  the  alleyway!  He  opened 
:,  slipped  outside,  darted  across  the  narrow  lane,  stole 
kmg  where  the  shadows  of  the  fence  were  blackest,  paused, 
stening,  as  he  reached  the  end  of  the  alleyway,  to  assure 
imself  that  there  was  no  near-by  pedestrian — and  stepped 
ut  into  the  street. 

He  kept  on  along  the  block,  turned  into  the  Bowery,  and, 
nder  the  first  lamp,  consulted  his  watch.  It  was  a  quarter 
ast  ten.  He  could  make  it  easily  in  a  leisurely  walk.  He 
[mtinued  on  up  the  Bowery,  finally  crossed  to  Broadway, 
nd  shortly  afterward  turned  into  Waverly  Place.  At  the 
3mer  of  Fifth  Avenue  he  consulted  his  watch  again — and 
ow  he  lighted  a  cigarette.  Sixth  Avenue  was  only  a 
lock  away.  At  precisely  half-past  ten,  to  the  second,  he 
alted  on  the  designated  comer,  smoking  nonchabntly. 

A  taxicab,  coinddentally  coming  from  an  uptown  direc- 
on,  swung  in  to  the  curb. 

"Taxi,  sir?  Yes,  sir?"  Then,  with  an  admirable  min- 
Itng  of  eagerness  to  secure  the  fare  and  a  fear  that  his  con- 
^ssion  might  cause  him  the  loss  of  it :  "  I've  another  fare 
I  half  an  hour,  sir,  but  I  can  get  you  most  anywhere  in  that 
me.** 

Jimmie  Dale's  cigarette  was  tossed  carelessly  into  the 
Tcet. 

"  St  James  Qub ! "  he  said  curtly,  and  stepped  into  the 
lb. 

The  cab  started  forward,  turned  the  comer,  and  headed 
lofig  Waverly  Place  toward  Broadway.  The  chauffeur 
iristed  around  in  his  seat  in  a  matter-of-fact  way,  as  though 
>  ask  further  directions. 

•  Have  you  anything  for  me?"  he  inquired  casually. 

It  lay  where  it  always  lay,  that  ring,  between  the  folds 
f  that  little  white  glove  in  his  pocketbook.  Jimmie  Dale 
lok  it  out  now,  and  handed  it  silently  to  the  chauffeur. 

The  other's  face  changed  instantly— composure  was  gone, 
nd  a  quick,  strained  look  was  in  its  place. 
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"  I'm  afraid  I've  been  watched."  he  said  tersely.  "  L-- 
behind  you,  will  you.  and  tell  nie  if  you  sec  anything'"* 

Jimniie  Dale  glanced  backward  through  the  little  winder 
in  the  hood. 

There's  another  taxi  just  turned  in  from  Sixth  Avenue.' 
he  reported  tlie  next  instant 

**  Keep  vour  eve  on  it ! "  instructed  the  chauffeur  shor.!. 

I  •  •  • 

The  speed  of  the  cab  increased  sen>ibly. 

With  a  curious  tightening  of  his  lips,  Jimmie  Dale  *^ 
tied  hiinstlf  in  his  seat  so  that  he  could  watch  the  cab  lichT-: 
There  was  trouble  coming,  intuitively  he  sen*ed  that:  arii 
he  reflected  bitterly,  he  might  have  known !  It  was  too  nur- 
vellous.  t<K)  wonderful  ever  to  come  to  pass  that  thU  ax 
hour,  the  thought  of  which  had  fired  his  blood  and  made  ^rT 
glad  beyond  any  gladness  life  had  ever  held  for  him  beion. 
should  bring  its  promised  happiness. 

**  Where's  the  cab  now ? "  the  chauffeur  flung  back  cmr 
his  shoulder. 

Thoy  had  passed  Fifth  Avenue,  and  were  ncaring  Bnai- 
way. 

'*  Abf»ut  the  same  distance  behind,"  Jimmie  D^  m- 
swered. 

"  riint  looks  bad ! "  the  chauffeur  gritted  between  bi 
teeth.  **  We'll  have  to  make  sure.  I'll  run  doviii  Low 
Broadway." 

"  if  you  think  we're  followed.*'  suggested  Jimmie  Ikk 
quietly,  "why  not  run  uptown  and  give  them  the  df 
.sfunewhcre  where  the  traffic  is  thick?     Ijower  Braadvi* 

at  this  time  of  night  is  as  empty  and  deserted  as  a  ooifltn 

It* 
. 

riif  i'b:iufTeur's  sudden  laugh  was  mirthless. 

"  .M\  >  M  •!.  yf)u  i\nn'{  know  what  you  are  talking  aboct'* 
he  1m:i  -t  mu.  *'  If  they're  following,  all  hell  couMn't  tbf?« 
till  in  oft"  the  tr.iik.  .\nd  I've  got  to  know,  I've  gat  !o  k 
sure  heftite  1  <l.ire  make  a  move  to-night.  I  couMn^  rf 
up  ill  the  emwded  di>tricts  if  I  was  followed,  cooid  I' 
They  NMiu't  cunie  out  into  the  open  until  t^'ur 
forced." 
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The  car  swerved  sharply,  rounded  the  comer,  and,  speed- 
ing up  faster  and  faster,  began  to  tear  down  Lower  Broad- 
way. 

"*  Watch!    Watch!"  cried  the  chauffeur. 

There  was  no  word  between  them  for  a  moment;  then 
Jimmie  Dale  spoke  crisply : 

**  It's  turned  the  comer !    It's  coming  this  way ! " 

The  taxicab  was  Axxrking  violently  with  the  speed ;  silent, 
empty,  Lower  Broadway  stretched  away  ahead.  Apart  from 
an  occasional  street  car,  probably  there  would  be  nothing 
between  them  and  the  Battery.  Jimmie  Dale  glanced  at  his 
companion's  face  as  a  light,  flashing  by,  threw  it  into  relief. 
It  was  set  and  stem,  even  a  little  haggard;  but,  too,  there 
was  something  else  there,  something  that  appealed  instantly 
to  Jimmie  Dale — a  sort  of  bulldog  grit  that  dominated  it. 

**  If  he  holds  our  speed,  we'll  know!  "  the  chauffeur  was 
shouting  now  to  make  himself  heard  over  the  roar  of  the  car. 
•*  Look  again !    Where  is  it  now  ?  " 

Once  more  Jimmie  Dale  looked  through  the  little  rear 
window.  The  cab  had  been  a  block  behind  them  when  it 
had  tumed  the  comer,  and  he  watched  it  now  in  a  sort  of 
grim  fascination.  There  was  no  possible  doubt  of  it !  The 
two  bobbing,  bouncing  headlights  were  creeping  steadily 
nearer.  And  then  a  sort  of  tmnatural  calm  settled  upon 
Jimmie  Dale,  and  his  hand  went  mechanically  to  his  pocket 
to  feel  his  automatic  there,  as  he  tumed  again  to  the  chauf- 
feur. 

"If  you've  got  any  more  speed,  you'd  better  use  it ! "  he 
said  significantly. 

The  man  shot  a  quick  look  at  him. 

"  They  are  following  us  ?    You  arc  suref  " 

•*  Yes,"  said  Jimmie  Dale. 

The  chauffeur  laughed  again  in  that  mirthless,  savage 
way. 

•*  Lean  over  here,  where  I  can  talk  to  you ! "  he  rasped 
oat.  "  The  game's  up,  as  far  as  I  am  concemed,  I  guess ! 
But  there's  a  chance  for  you.  They  don't  know  you  in 
this.'' 


k.  .j^M 
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"  Give  her  more  speed — or  dodge  into  a  cross  street ' " 
suggested  Jininiie  Dale  coolly.  "  They  haven't  got  us  yc!.  bi 
a  lonjj  way !  " 

The  other  shook  his  head. 

"  It's  not  only  that  cab  Inrhind,"  he  answered,  through  «r 
lips.  "  You  don't  know  what  we're  up  against.  If  thr.*'? 
really  after  us,  there's  a  trap  laid  in  every  section  of  '\- 
city — the  devils!  It's  the  |>ackage  they  want.  Thank  •••: 
for  the  presentiment  that  made  me  leave  it  behind!  1  »i* 
going  l)ack  for  it,  you  under>tand.  if  I  was  satistied  that  ■? 
weren't  followed.  Listen!  There's  a  chance  for  \orj— 
there's  none  for  me.  That  package — remember  this!— r^' 
one  else  knows  where  it  is,  and  it's  life  and  death  to  the  roe 

who  sent  vou  here.    It's  in  Box  jjS  at Mv  God.  Irrk 

Look  there !  "  he  yelled,  and.  with  a  wrench  at  the  wheel 
sent  the  taxi  lurching  and  staggering  for  the  car  tncb 
in  the  centre  of  the  street. 

The  scene,  fast  as  thought  itself,  was  photographme  ^' 
self  in  every  detail  upon  Jimmie  Dale's  hrain.  From  t!K 
cross  street  ahead,  one  frr^m  each  comer,  two  mcitnr  cv% 
ha«l  no<ed  out  into  Broadway.  Mocking  the  road  on  bed 
sjdrs.  .And  now  the  car  on  the  left-hand  side  was  moraf 
forward  across  the  tracks  to  cotmteract  the  chauffccr'i 
move.  delil>erately  insurini;  a  collision.  There  wx*  » 
chance,  no  further  room  to  ttim,  no  time  to  stop— the 
driving  the  other  car  juni|>ed  for  safety — they  would  be  if 
it  in  an  instant. 

"  Box  428 !  "    Jimmie  pleaded  fiercely.     "  Go  on. 
Go  on !    Finish  f  " 

**  Yes  ?  ^  cried  the  chatiffeur.    "  John  Johansson,  at—* 

But  Jimmie  Dale  heard  no  more.    There  was  the  cnA 
of  impact  a<  the  taxicah  plowed  into  the  car  that  had  bcfl 
so  craftily  mananivred  in  front  of  it,  and  Jimmie  Dak,  bW 
from  his  feet,  was  hurled  violently  forward  with  the 
and  all  went  black  before  liis  eyes. 


CHAPTER  in 

THE  CRIME  CLUB 

OR  what  length  of  time  he  had  remained  unconscious, 

Jimmie  Dale  had  not  the  slightest  idea.    He  regained 

senses  to  find  himself  lying  on  a  couch  in  a  strange  room 

t  had  a  most  exquisitely  brass-wrought  dome  light  in  the 

tng.    That  was  what  attracted  his  attention,  because  the 

It  hurt  his  eyes,  and  his  head  was  already  throbbing  as 

ugh  a  thousand  devils  were  beating  a  diabolical  tattoo 

m  it 

le  closed  his  eyes  against  the  light.     Where  was  he? 

at  had  happened  ?    Oh,  yes,  he  remembered  now  I    That 

ish  on  Lower  Broadway  I    He  had  been  hurt.    He  moved 

t  one  limb  and  then  aonther  tentatively,  and  was  relieved 

ind  that,  though  his  body  ached  as  if  it  had  been  severely 

ken,  and  his  head  was  bad,  he  had  apparently  escaped 

[lOut  serious  injury. 

^ere  was  he  ?    In  a  hospital  ?    His  fingers,  resting  at  his 

t  upon  the  couch,  supplied  him  with  the  information  that 

ras  a  very  expensive  couch,  upholstered  in  finest  leather. 

le  were  in  a  hospital,  he  would  be  in  a  cot. 

[e  opened  his  eyes  again  to  glance  curiously  around  him. 

t  room  was  quite  in  keeping  with  the  artistic  lighting  fix- 

i  and  the  refined,  if  expensive,  taste  that  was  responsible 

the  couch.    A  heavy  velvet  rug  of  rich,  dark  green  was 

dered  by  a  polished  hardwood  floor ;  panellings  of  dark- 

m  frieze  and  beautifully  grained  woodwork  made  the 

er  walls;  while  above,  on  a  background  of  some  soft- 

?d  paper,  htmg  a  few,  and  evidently  choice,  oil  paintings. 

;re  was  a  big,  inviting  lounging  chair ;  a  massive  writing 

C  or  more  properly,  a  desk  of  walnut;  and  behind  the 

333 
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desk,  his  back  half  turned,  apparently  intent  upon  a  book, 
sat  a  man  in  immaculate  evening  dress. 

Jimmie  Dale  closed  his  eyes  a^ain.  There  was  something 
reassuring  about  it  all.  comfortably  reassuring.  Thoqs^ 
why  there  should  be  any  occasion  for  a  feeling  of  reasL^or- 
ance  at  all.  he  could  not  for  the  moment  make  out.  And 
then,  in  a  sudden  flash,  the  details  of  the  night  came  hack  to 
him.  The  Tcxrsin's  letter — the  package  he  was  to  get— tbt 
taxical) — the  chauffeur,  who  was  not  a  chauffeur — the  chuc 
— the  trap.  He  lay  i^rfectly  still.  It  was  the  professtaaai 
Jimmie  Dale  now  whose  brain,  in  spite  of  the  throbbuy. 
brutally  aching  head,  was  at  work,  keen,  alert. 

The  chaufTeur!  What  had  happened  to  him?  Had  the 
man  been  kilted  in  the  auto  smash :  or,  less  fortunate  tfan 
himself,  fallen  into  the  hands  of  those  whose  power  be 
soome<I  lx>th  to  fear  and  rate  so  highly?  And  that  pad- 
ajjc!  Ro.\ — what  was  the  number? — yes,  428.  What  did 
that  mean?  What  box?  Where  was  it?  A\Tio  was  Joh 
Joliansson?  He  hadn't  heard  any  more  than  that;  tk 
smash  had  come  then.  And  lastly,  he  was  back  again  totk 
same  (jue^tion  he  had  lK*^m  with :  Where  was  he  now  hSo- 
self?  It  looked  as  though  some  good  Samaritan  had  picM 
him  up.  Who  was  this  gentleman  so  quietly  readiQg  thoff 
at  tlie  desk? 

Jimmie  Dale  o|)cned  his  eyes  for  the  third  time.  How  A 
how  absolutely  silent  the  room  was!  He  studied  the  waaat^ 
kick  s{xvulatively  for  a  moment,  then  his  gate  travcM 
on  p.'i<*t  the  man  to  the  wall,  riveted  there,  and  hit 
without  movement  of  his  arm.  pressed  against  the 
of  his  coat  p(x*ket.  He  thought  as  much!  Hb 
wa*^  U'oiu*! 

Not  a  nui-ile  of  Jimmie  Dale's  face  moved.    Hb  cffl 
shitted  to  a  picture  on  the  wall.    The  man  tvas 
— not  ri\uiifu/f    Just  al>«)ve  the  level  of  the 
mirror  held  xht*  couch  in  fo^Mis — but,  equally,  it  hdd  thei 
ill  fiH'ii<,  ;nid  Timrnie  Dale  Ind  seen  the  other's 
a  Maik  m.'.-k  t1.:it  <  >)\rred  the  face  to  the  top  of  the 
lip,  fixed  inu  fitly  U]>on  him. 
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ere  was  a  chill  now  where  before  there  had  been  re- 

ance,  something  ominous  in  the  very  quiet  and  refine- 

of  the  room;  and  Jimmie  Dale  smiled  inwardly  in 

irony — his  good  Samaritan  wore  a  mask!    His  self- 

-atnlations  had  come  too  soon.    Whatever  had  happened 

!  chauffeur,  it  was  evident  enough  that  he  himself  was 

It!    What  was  it  the  chauffeur  had  said?    Something 

;  a  chance  through  being  unknown.     Was  it  to  be  a 

of  wits,  then  ?   God,  if  his  head  did  not  ache  so  f  right- 

I    It  was  hard  to  think  with  the  brain  half  sick  with 

osc  two  eyes  shining  in  that  mirror!  There  seemed 
:hing  horribly  spectre-like  about  it.  He  did  not  look 
,  but  he  knew  they  were  there.  It  was  like  a  cat  watch- 
mouse.    Why  did  not  the  man  speak,  or  move,  or  do 

hing,  and He  turned  his  head  slowly;  the  man 

lughing  in  a  low,  amused  way. 

ou  appear  to  be  taken  with  that  picture,**  observed  a 
int  voice.  "  Perhaps  you  recognise  it  from  there  ?  It 
,oroT. 

mic  Dale,  with  a  well-simulated  start,  sat  up— and,  with 

er  quite  as  well  simulated,  stared  at  the  masked  man. 

pther  had  laid  down  his  book,  and  swung  around  in  his 

to  face  the  couch.    Jimmie  Dale  stood  up  a  little 

y. 

ook  here ! "  he  said  awkwardly.  "  I — I  don*t  quite  tm- 
md.  T  remember  that  my  taxi  got  into  a  smash-up,  and 
pose  I  have  to  thank  you  for  the  assistance  you  must 
rendered  me ;  only,  as  I  say  ** — he  looked  in  a  puzzled 
iround  the  room,  and  in  an  even  more  perplexed  way 
mask  on  the  other's  face — "  I  must  confess  I  am  at  a 
J  understand  quite  the  meaning  of  this." 
uppose  that  instead  of  trying  to  understand  you  simply 
t  things  as  you  find  them.**  The  voice  was  soft,  but 
was  a  finality  in  it  that  its  blandness  only  served  to 
the  more  suggestive. 

dmie  Dale  drew  himself  up,  and  bowed  coldly. 
b^  your  pardon/*  he  said.    ''  I  did  not  mean  to  fan 
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trudc.     I  have  only  to  thank  you  again,  then,  and  bid  too 
good-nipht." 

The  h'ps  beneath  the  mask  parted  slightly  in  a  pditehr 
deprecating  smile. 

"  There  is  no  hurry,"  said  the  man,  a  sudden  sharpnf«i 
creepinjj  into  his  tones.  **  I  am  sorry  that  the  rule  I  apph 
to  you  does  not  work  both  ways.  For  instance,  /  might  he 
quite  at  a  loss  to  account  for  your  presence  in  that  taxi- 
cab." 

Jinimie  Dale's  smile  was  ec{ually  polite,  equally  dcprt^ 
eating. 

*•  I  fail  to  see  how  it  could  l)e  of  the  slightest  possible  in- 
terest to  you."  he  rcplicil.  "  However,  I  have  no  objectMo 
to  tolling  you.  I  hailed  the  taxi  at  the  comer  of  Sixth  Aw^ 
nue  and  \Vaverlv  Place,  told  the  chauffeur  to  drive  me  to  ifar 
St.  Tames  Club,  and " 

"The  St.  Tames  Club."  broke  in  the  other  coldhr.  "is.  I 
iK'Heve.  north,  not  south  of  Waverly  Place — and  on  Broad- 
way not  at  all.** 

finmiie  Dale  stared  at  the  other  for  an  instant  in  pukai 
annoyance. 

"  I  am  quite  well  aware  of  that."  he  said  stiflfhr.  "  Ktnf- 
thcless  I  told  the  man  to  drive  me  to  the  St.  James  Oi* 
We  came  arroxs  Waverly  Place,  but  on  reaching  Braid- 
wav,  instead  of  tiirninjj  uptown,  he  suddenly  whirled  inifcf 
other  direction  and  «ent  the  car  flying  at  full  speed 
T.ower  Inroad  way.  T  shouted  at  the  man.  I  don^ 
vet  whether  he  wa<!  drunk  or  crazy  or" — Jimmie  Dilr'« 
eve^  fixed  disdainfully  on  the  other's  mask — "  whether  thrr 
niij;ht  not.  after  all.  have  Wen  method  in  his  nodncm  I 
ran  onlv  say  that  Ivfore  we  had  gone  more  than  two  ff 
tlin*e  block*;,  a  wiM  effort  on  his  part  to  avoid  a  coBb* 
with  an  anto  swintjing  out  from  a  side  street  resulted  !■■ 
evrn  more  di^ia^^trnn^  smash  with  another  on  the 
an«l  I  was  knoi-ki-d  senseless." 

"  *  Victim.'  1  presume,  is  the  idea  you  desire  to 
observed  the  otlur  evenly.    "  You  were  quite  the  JnOmd 
circumstances,  as  it  were ! " 
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ic  Dale's  eyebrows  lifted  slightly, 
'ould  appear  to  be  fairly  obvious,  I  should  say." 
f  clever !  "  commented  the  man.  "  But  now  suppose 
)vc  the  buttons  from  the  foils ! "  His  voice  rasped 
r.  **  You  are  quite  as  well  aware  as  I  am  that  what 
pened  to-night  was  not  an  accident.  Nor — in  case 
iibility  may  have  occurred  to  you — are  the  police 
wiser,  save  for  the  existence  of  two  wrecked  cars  on 
troadway,  and  another  which  escaped,  and  for  which 
s  they  are  still  searching  assiduously.    The  owner- 

thc  taxicab  you  so  inadvertently  entered  they 
e  no  difficulty  in  establishing — ^you,  perhaps,  how- 

in  a  better  position  than  I  am  to  appreciate  the  fact 
establishment  of  its  ownership  will  lead  them  no- 
As  I  understand  it,  the  man  who  drove  you  to-night 

the  loan  of  the  cab  from  one  of  the  company's 
r's  in   return   for  a  hundred-dollar  bill.     Am   I 

iew  of  what  has  happened."  admitted  Jimmie  Dale 
I  should  not  be  surprised." 
was  a  sort  of  sardonic  admiration  in  the  other's 

or  the  other  car,"  he  went  on,  "  I  can  assure  you 
rwnership  will  never  be  known.  When  the  nearest 
n  rushed  up,  there  were  no  survivors  of  the  disas- 
those  in  the  third  car  which  he  was  powerless  to 
iich  accounts  for  your  presence  here.  You  will 
It  I  have  been  quite  frank." 

quite ! "  said  Jimmie  Dale,  a  little  wearily.  "  But 
u  mind  telling  me  what  all  this  is  leading  to?  " 
an  had  been  leaning  forward  in  his  chair,  one  hand, 
mward.  resting  lightly  on  the  desk.  He  shifted  his 
(f  suddenly  to  the  arm  of  his  chair. 
f "  he  said,  and  on  the  desk  where  his  hand  had  been 
ocsin's  gold  signet  ring. 

t  Dale's  face  expressed  mild  curiosity.    He  could 
other's  eyes  boring  into  him. 
RTcre  speaking  of  ownership,"  said  the  man,  in  • 
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low,  menacing  tone.    "  I  want  to  know  where  the  woman 
who  owns  this  rinj^  can  be  found  to-nijjht." 

There  was  no  plav.  no  triflinjj  here :  the  man  was  in  dead!? 
earnest.  But  it  seemed  to  Jimniie  Dale,  even  with  th^ 
sense  of  peril  more  imminent  with  ever>'  instant,  ihit  h? 
could  have  laughed  outright  in  savage  mockery  at  the  ir-r-. 
of  the  (juestion.  Where  was  she?  Kven  7cho  was  she?  Ar-i 
this  was  the  hour  in  which  he  was  to  have  known ! 

"  May  I  look  at  it  ?  "  he  requested  calmly. 

The  other  nodded,  but  his  eyes  never  left  Jimmic  Dale 

"  It  will  give  you  an  extra  moment  or  so  to  frame  yucr 
answer,"  he  said  sarcasticallv. 

Jimmie  Dale  ignored  the  thrust,  picked  up  the  rine.  ex- 
amined it  deliberately,  and  set  it  t>ack  again  on  the  table 

"  Since  I  do  not  know  who  owns  it,"  he  said,  **  I  canzvx 
answer  your  question." 

"No!  Well,  then,  there  i"^  still  another  matter — a  hrV 
package  that  was  in  the  taxirab  with  you.    Where  U  tha:'* 

"See  here!**  said  Tinimie  Dale  irritahlv.  "  Thi*  ha* 
gone  far  enough !  I  have  seen  no  packae^.  laree  or  sTraf, 
or  of  any  description  whatever.  You  are  evidently  mi*?ak- 
ing  me  for  <ox\\q  one  eUe.  You  have  only  to  lelephonf  to 
the  St.  James  Club."  He  reached  toward  his  pocket  for  *» 
cardcasc.     "  My  name  is " 

**  Dale."  <upplied  the  other  curtly.  "  Don't  bother  abc«t 
tlic  c.'tnl.  Mr.  Dale.  We  have  alreadv  taken  the  hlienv  ci 
Inarching  you."  He  rose  abnijitly  from  his  chair.  "  I  a= 
afraid  you  do  not  qtiite  realise  your  |>osition.  Mr.  Dik.* 
he  <aid.  with  an  ominous  smile.  "  Let  me  make  it  clear  I 
do  tif^t  wi<h  to  l>e  theatrical  alniut  this,  but  wr  do  not  tre* 
pori^e  Ivnv  You  will  either  answer  U>th  of  tho^  qtst«tvf» 
to  my  s:iti<faction,  or  \ou  uil!  iriTrr  leave  this  f^la^f  Mlttrt' 

Ji!ninie  Dile's  face  hardened.  His  eyes  met  the  ochefi 
ste.'idilv. 

"  Ml.  I  think  I  In^'in  to  see !  "  he  said  caustically.    *  ^"k* 

m 

1  have  Wvn  thonMiu'^'Iv   friijhtened   I  «ihall  he  offered 
fni«!f)m  :»t  a  pricr.     A  --Mrt  of  up-to-date  g;     ic  of 
The  penalty  of  being  a  wealthy  man!     If  yc  ii  hid 
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ir  fi^re  to  b^n  with,  we  would  have  saved  a  lot  of  idle 
:,  and  you  would  have  had  my  answer  the  sooner :   Noth- 

Do  you  know,"  said  the  other,  in  a  grimly  musing  way, 
lere  has  always  been  one  man,  but  only  one  until  now, 
t  I  have  wished  I  might  add  to  my  present  associates, 
rfcr  to  the  so-called  Gray  Seal.  To-night  there  are  two. 
ly  you  the  compliment  of  being  the  other.  But  " — ^he  was 
ling  ominously  again — **  we  arc  wasting  time,  Mr.  Dale. 
Ti  willing  to  expose  my  hand  to  the  extent  of  admitting 
:  the  information  you  are  withholding  is  infinitely  more 
lable  to  me  than  the  mere  wreaking  of  reprisal  upon  you 
a  refusal  to  talk.  Therefore,  if  you  will  answer,  I 
Ige  you  my  word  you  will  be  free  to  leave  here  within 
minutes.  If  you  refuse,  you  are  already  aware  of  the 
mative.    Well,  Mr.  Dale?" 

^Tio  was  this  man  ?   Jimmie  Dale  was  studying  the  other's 
U  the  lips,  the  white,  even  teeth,  the  jet-black  hair, 
le  day  the  tables  might  be  turned.    Could  he  recognise 
in   this   cool,   imperturbable   nifiian   who   so   callously 
atened  him  with  murder? 
Well,  Mr.  Dale?    I  am  waiting! " 
I  am  not  a  magician,"  said  Jimmie  Dale  contemptuously, 
could  not  answer  your  questions  if  I  wanted  to." 
lie  other's  hand  slid  instantly  to  a  row  of  electric  buttons 
he  desk. 

Very  well,  Mr.  Dale ! "  he  said  quietly.  "  You  do  not 
eve,  I  sec,  that  I  would  dare  to  carry  my  threat  into 
[nition ;  you  perhaps  even  doubt  my  power.  I  shall  take 
trouble  to  convince  you — I  imagine  it  will  stimulate 
r  memory." 

"he  door  opened.    Two  men  were  standing  on  the  thresh- 
both  in  evening  dress,  both  masked.    The  man  behind 
desk  came  forward,  took  Jimmie  Dale's  arm  almost 
rteously,  and  led  him  from  the  room  out  into  a  corridor, 
Tc  he  halted  abruptly. 

I  want  to  call  your  attention  first,  Mr.  Dale,  to  the  fact 
t  as  far  as  you  arc  concerned  you  neither  have  now,  nor 
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ever  will  have,  .iny  idea  whether  you  arc  in  the  heart  of 
New  York  or  fifty  miles  away  from  it.  Now,  listen!  Db 
you  hear  anything?" 

There  was  nothin^j.  Only  the  strange  silence  of  that  odw 
room  was  intensified  now.  There  was  not  a  sound :  5tilhie» 
such  as  it  seemed  to  Jimmie  Dale  he  had  never  experienced 
before  was  around  him. 

"  You  may  possibly  infer  from  the  silence  that  yoa  ait 
not  in  the  city,"  suggested  the  other,  after  a  moment'*  pause. 
"  I  leave  you  to  your  own  conclusions  in  that  respect.  The 
cause,  however,  of  the  silence  is  internal,  not  external; 
we  had  sound-proof  principles  in  mind  to  a  perhaps  ei- 
aggerated  degree  when  this  building  was  constructed.  ■:' 
you  care  to  do  so,  you  have  my  permission  to  shout,  av. 
for  help,  to  your  heart's  content.  We  shall  make  no  effor 
to  stop  you." 

Jimmie  Dale  shrugged  his  shoulders.  He  was  starinc 
down  a  brilliantly  lighted,  richly  carpeted  corridor.  TTitfe 
were  doors  on  one  side,  windows  on  the  other,  the 
all  hung  with  heavy,  closely  drawn  portieres.  The 
was  certainly  not  on  the  ground  floor,  but  whether  it 
on  the  second  or  third,  or  even  above  that  af^in,  he  hid  ■§ 
means  of  knowing.  From  appearances,  thoqgfa,  the  pfact 
seemed  more  like  a  large,  private  mansion  than  mnytUqf  cfe 

"  Just  one  word  more  before  we  proceed.**  conriavd 
the  other.  "  I  do  not  wish  you  to  labour  under  uqr 
Here  we  are  frankly  criminals.  This  is  our  home.  It 
have  some  cfTect  in  impressing  you  with  the  powrr  and  f^ 
source  at  our  command,  and  also  with  the  chss  of  ■■ 
with  whom  you  are  dealing.  There  is  not  one 
whose  education  is  not  fully  equal  to  your 
indeed,  but  who  is  chosen,  granting  first  his 
dcncies,  )K*cause  he  is  a  specialist  in  his  own  particnhr  Ml 
— in  comnuTce,  in  the  government  diplomatic  mnkit,  B 
the  professions  of  law  and  medicine,  in  the  ranks  of  f0i 
science.  \Vc  are  bordering  on  the  fantastical,  are  wt  i^ 
Dreaming,  you  will  probably  say,  of  ^*     I* 
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tisation.  Quite  so.  Mr.  Dale.  I  only  ask  you  to  con- 
thc  possibilities  if  what  I  say  is  true.  Now  let  us 
ed.  I  am  going  to  take  you  into  three  rooms — the  three 
J  doors  you  see  ahead  of  you.  You  will  notice  that, 
ling  the  one  you  have  just  left,  there  are  four  on  this 
lor.  I  do  not  wish  to  strain  your  credulity,  or  play 
upon  you;  so  I  am  going  to  ask  you  to  fix  an  ap- 
mate  idea  of  the  length  of  the  corridor  in  your  mind, 
will  perhaps  enable  you  to  account  more  readily  for 
may  appear  to  be  a  discrepancy  in  the  corresponding 
f  the  rooms." 

t  of  the  men  opened  the  door  ahead.  Jimmie  Dale, 
iign  from  his  conductor,  moved  forward  and  entered. 
¥hat  he  had  expected  to  find  he  could  not  have  told ; 
ain  was  whirling,  partly  from  his  aching  head,  partly 
his  desperate  eflFort  to  conceive  some  way  of  escape 
the  peril  which,  for  all  his  nonchalance,  he  knew  only 
ell  was  the  gravest  he  had  ever  faced;  but  what  he 
iras  simply  a  cozily  furnished  bedroom.  There  was 
tg  peculiar  about  it;  nothing  out  of  the  way,  except 
OS  that  ft  was  rather  narrow. 

I  then  suddenly,  rubbing  his  eyes  involuntarily,  he 
taring  in  a  dazed  way  before  him.  The  whole  right- 
side  of  the  wall  was  sinking  without  a  sound  into  the 
increasing  the  width  of  the  room  by  some  five  or  six 
and  in  this  space  was  disclosed  what  appeared  to  be 
of  chemical  laboratory,  elaborately  equipped,  extend- 
c  entire  length  of  the  room. 

tie  wall  IS  purely  a  matter  of  mechanical  constnic- 
pperated  hydraulically."  The  man  was  speaking  softly 
mic  Dale's  side.  **  The  room  beneath  is  built  to  corre- 
;  the  base,  ceiling,  and  wall  mouldings  here  do  not  have 
irery  ingenious  to  effect  a  disguise.  I  might  say,  how- 
that  few  visitors,  other  than  yourself,  have  ever  seen 
ng  here  but  a  bedroom."  He  waved  his  hand  toward 
torts,  the  racks  of  test  tubes,  the  hundred  and  one 
s  that  strewed  the  laboratory  bench.    **  As  for  this. 
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its  purpose  is  twofold.  \\'t\  as  well,  as  the  police,  have  ofter 
need  of  analysis.  We  make  it.  If  we  require  a  dni|;.  a 
poison,  say,  we  comi>ound  it  from  its  various  inpr^'^**- 
or,  as  the  case  may  l>e.  fli<til  it,  perhaps — it  is,  you  w3! 
agTce.  somewhat  more  diflirult  to  trace  to  its  source  if  pr'> 
cured  that  way.  And  speaking  of  poi-ions  " — he  Me^-ped 
forward,  and  lifted  a  jjlass- stoppered  bottle  containim;  a 
colonrk'<<  li'jiiid  from  a  shelf — "  in  a  mo«lest  way  we  han 
even  done  some  original  research  work  here.  This,  for  ia- 
stancf.  is  as  I'topian  from  our  standjvMnt  as  the  fonnar^x. 
and  per^ionnel  of  the  orj^anisation  I  have  briefly  outl:ned 
to  vfMi.  It  possesses  very  e»isential  qualities.  It  is  afano< 
instantaneous  in  its  action,  requires  a  very  small  quantitr. 
and  di'fies  detection  even  l)y  autopsy."  He  uncorked  the 
lifittK'.  an<l  dipped  in  a  Innir  j^la^^s  rod.  "Will  you  watd 
the  experiment  ?  "  he  invitetl,  with  a  sort  of  f^hastly  plea»- 
antrv.     "T  do  not  want  you  to  accept  anythini;  on  iros* 

With  a  <X:\T{,  Jimmie  Dale  swung  around.  He  had  beard 
no  •:fninil.  hut  another  man  was  at  his  elliow  now — and 
striii;;:lini;  in  the  man's  hand,  was  a  little  white  rabbit 

It  wa's  ovtT  in  an  iii^tant.  A  single  drop  in  the  rabfcc'i 
nu>nth.  and  tfie  animal  had  stitTened  out.  a  lifeless  thiii|. 

*'  It  i*-  quite  a^  etYictive  on  the  human  organism,"  coo- 
tinMifl  the  otlu-r.  "  only,  instead  of  one  drop,  thre«  are  n*- 
qi'ired.  If  I  m.ike  it  ten" — he  was  carefully  mcasori:^ 
tlu"  liijuid  into  two  win«*i:la<"ir«i — "  it  is  only  that  r\-m  rm 
niay  he  ^ali-fM-d  that  the  quantity  is  fatal. *•  He  rilled  » 
ihi-  i:la--.'<  with  what  wa^^  apparentlv  wine  of  some  descr> 
tlon.  whi.'h  he  )>ourid  from  a  decanter,  and  held  out  Hi 
i:];i--i^  in  front  of  him. 

.\i.d  :':':!iii  Jiiiiniie  Dale  Ntarted.  again  he  had  heard  fli 
n!H'  riitiT.  and  yt't  two  men  had  stepj>ed  forward  inm 
Ifli'Tifl  \\'".r.  :iiid  lirid  takrn  the  glas>es  from  their  ka*^'* 
h.iM'l-.  I  !«•  i'l  ini-'d  armind  him.  counting  quickly — lhe\- 
s::ril\  tl  .  tv. ,1  'A 111)  li.iil  rntiTed  with  him  from  the 
\mI  In- I'lli'i/  thi'  IradiT.  there  were  now  six  mm,  al  ii 
evMiiiiu'  •!:*--.  .ill  nMNk««l.  in  the  room  with  him. 

A  wavi-  of  the  lradrr'>  hand,  and  the  Iwo 
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ses  left  the  room.    The  man  turned  to  Jimmie  Dale 

U  wc  proceed  to  the  second  room,  Mr.  Dale?"  he 
olitely.  "  I  think  it  is  now  prepared  for  us — I  do 
h  to  bore  you  with  a  repetition  of  magical  sliding 

I  was  something  now  that  ntuqbed  the  ache  in  Jim* 
e's  brain — a  sense  of  some  deadly,  remorseless  thing 
med  to  be  constantly  creeping  closer  to  him,  clutch- 
im — to  smother  him,  to  choke  him.  There  was  some- 
isolutely  fiendish,  terrifying,  in  the  veneer  of  culture 
him. 

had  entered  the  second  room.  This,  like  the  other, 
pseudo-bedroom;  but  here  the  movable  wall  was 
down.  Ranged  along  the  right-hand  side  were  a 
imber  of  cabinets  that  slid  in  and  out,  much  after 
*  and  fashion  used  by  clothing  dealers  to  stock  and 
their  wares.  These  cabinets  were  now  all  open, 
ig  hundreds  of  costtmies  of  all  kinds  and  descrip- 
id  evidently  complete  to  the  minutest  detail.  The 
were  flanked  by  full-length  mirrors  at  each  end  of 
n,  and  on  little  tables  before  the  mirrors  was  an 
ent,  that  none  better  than  Jimmie  Dale  himself 
^preciate,  of  make-up  accessories, 
nan  smiled  apologetically. 

n  afraid  this  is  rather  uninteresting,"  he  said.  **  I 
}wn  it  to  you  simply  that  you  may  understand  that 
alive  to  the  importance  of  detail.  Disguise,  that  is 
al  to  us,  is  an  art  that  depends  essentially  on  detail, 
e  to  say  we  could  impersonate  any  character  or  type 
nality  or  class  in  the  United  States  at  a  moment's 
But " — ^he  took  Jimmie  Dale's  arm  again  and  ccn- 
lim  out  into  the  corridor,  while  the  two  men  who 
idently  acting  the  role  of  guards  followed  closely 
-"  there  is  still  the  third  room — here."  He  halted 
Dale  before  the  door.  "  I  have  asked  you  to  answer 
stions,  Mr.  Dale,"  he  said  softly.  "  I  ask  you  now 
oiber  the  alternative." 
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They  still  stood  before  the  door.     There  was  that  ir- 
canny  silence  a^ain — it  seemed  to  Jimmie  Dale  to  last  tn- 
terminably.     Neither  of  the  three  men   surrounding  hia 
moved  nor  spoke.     Then  the  door  before  him  was  opened 
on  an  iinlighted  room,  and  he  was  led  across  the  thrc>ho>i 
He  heard  the  door  close  behind  him.    The  lights  came  oc 
And  then  it  seemed  as  though  he  could  not  mo\'e.  as  tho'j^ 
he  were  rooted  to  the  spot — ^and  the  colour  ebbed  from  hi* 
face.     Thn-e  fijjures  were  before  him:  the  two  men  wK- 
had  carried  the  glasses  from  the  first  room,  and  the  chauffrcr 
who  had  <lriven  him  in  the  taxicab.     The  two  men  stfS 
held  the  glasses — ^the  chauffeur  was  bound  hand  and  foot 
in  a  chair.    One  of  the  glasses  was  empty;  the  other  vas 
still  significantly  full. 

Jimmie  Dale,  with  a  violent  effort  at  self-control. 
fon^'ard. 

The  man  in  the  chair  was  dead. 


CHAPTER  IV 

THE  INNOCENT  BYSTANDER 

ERE  was  not  a  scund.  Th^t  stillness,  weird,  unnerv- 
ing, that  permeated,  as  it  were,  everywhere  through 
mysterious  house,  was,  if  that  were  possible,  accen- 
I  now.  The  four  masked  men  in  evening  dress,  five 
ling  their  leader,  for  the  man  who  had  appeared  in 
•ther  room  with  the  rabbit  was  not  here,  were  as  silent, 
^ionless,  as  the  dead  man  who  was  lashed  there  in  the 
And  to  Jimmie  Dale  it  seemed  at  first  as  though  his 
,  stunned  and  stupefied  at  the  shock,  refused  its  fimc- 

and  left  him  groping  blindly,  vaguely,  with  only  a  sort 
ill,  subconscious  realisation  of  menace  and  a  deadly 

imminent,  hanging  over  him. 

tried  to  rouse  himself  mentally,  to  prod  his  brain  to 
1,  to  pit  it  in  a  fight  for  life  against  these  self-confessed 
nab  and  murderers  with  their  mask  of  culture,  who 
unded  him  now.  Was  there  a  way  out?  What  was 
t  Tocsin  had  said — "  the  most  powerful  and  pitiless 
lisation  of  criminals  the  world  has  ever  known — the 

a  fortune  of  millions — her  life! "    There  had,  indeed, 

no  overemphasis  in  the  words  she  had  used!  They 
taken  pains  themselves  to  make  that  ominously  clear, 

men!  Every  detail  of  the  strange  house,  with  its 
•ious  furnishings,  its  cleverly  contrived  appointments, 
hed  a  horribly  suggestive  degree  of  power,  a  deadly 
ose,  and  an  organisation  swayed  by  a  master  mind; 

grim  evidence  of  the  merciless,  inexorable  length  to 
h  they  would  go,  was  the  ghastly  white  face  of  the 

chauffeur,  bound  hand  and  foot,  in  the  chair  befora 

346 
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That  cmf»ty  f^hss  in  the  hand  of  one  of  the  men!  ! 
could  not  take  his  eyes  from  it — except  as  his  eyes  w 
drawn  nia^metically  to  that  full  ^lass  in  the  hand  of  c 
of  the  others.  What  height  of  sardonic  irony!  He  was 
drink  that  other  glass,  to  die  Ix-cause  he  refused  to  ami 
questions  tliat  for  years,  with  every  resource  at  his  cc 
niand,  risking  his  liberty,  his  wealth,  his  name,  his  life.  « 
evervthini:  that  he  cared  for  thrown  into  ihc  scales,  he  \ 
struggled  to  solve — and  failed! 

And  then  the  leader  si>oke. 

"Mr.  Dale."  he  said,  with  cold  significance,  "  I  ret 
to  admit  that  your  pseiido  taxicab  driver  was  so  ill-ad%-i 
as  to  refuse  to  answer  the  same  questions  that  I  ha%-e  ] 
to  you." 

Five  to  one!  That  was  the  only  way  out — and  it  i 
hopeless.  It  was  the  only  way  out.  because,  con^-inced  t 
he  could  an-^wer  those  questions  if  he  wanted  to.  these  r 
w<Te  in  deadly  earnest :  it  was  hopeless,  because  they  w 
— five  to  one!  And  probably  there  were  as  many  mr 
twice  or  three  times  as  many  more  within  call.  Bur  wi 
did  it  matter  how  many  more  there  were!  He  could  til 
until  he  was  overi>o\vered.  that  was  all  he  cotild  do.  and  ! 
fivf  couM  accomplish  that.  Still,  if  he  cotild  knock  the  f 
i:Ia<s  out  of  th.it  mail's  hand,  and  i:ain  the  door,  then  p 
ln)>s — he  turned  cpiickly,  as  the  door  opened.  It  wi« 
ilnMigh  they  li:td  re:ul  his  thouirhts.  A  number  of  men  »« 
vrnuped  o'lt^itle  iu  the  corridor,  then  the  door  clo*ed  3|rs 
wi'li  n  inr-Ii-ii  r:i!iL:<  d  Mi::iin»it  it  insicle  the  room;  and  it !? 
>:iu\r  'iv^'-.'v.x  his  arms  .md  wrists  were  caucht  in  a  powrrfj 
■.M.i  :.  1.V  i!'r  two  Tuen  immediately  behind  him,  who* 
;i!i'".r  1  i'l  r'V'i'Ml  \hr  nMe  of  guards. 

\;:!*n  '^.e  li  .i«!rr  *ipnke. 

•'  1  V  11  n  |»«;ii  \hr  fjuesiions,"  he  ^iid  sharply.  "WVf 
(-;  tl'.'-  ^'MDiTi  uliuM'  rinv:  was  found  on  that  man  thfff  ii 
rlr  rl'i'r?  And  wliiTe  i«»  the  package  that  you  two  ■• 
!'  .!  '.y'"^y  \M'i  \n  tl-«'  t.ixicMh  to-night?" 

]..  — ;,.  ]>,]..  -;..M.-f.l  frnru  the  tall,  straight.  immarcbtEk 
v1m!1.:i1  I'lviiire  «if  the  speaker,  from  the  threatening 


fn 
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oo  the  set  lips  that  just  showed  under  the  edge  of  the  mask, 
to  the  dead  man  in  the  chair.  He  had  faced  the  prospect 
of  death  before  many  times,  but  it  had  come  with  the  heat 
of  passion  accompanying  it,  it  had  come  quickly,  abruptly, 
with  every  faculty  called  into  action  to  combat  it,  without 
time  to  dwell  upon  it,  to  sift,  weigh,  or  measure  its  meaning, 
and  if  there  had  been  fear  it  had  been  subordinate  to  other 
emotions.  But  it  was  different  now.  He  could  not,  of 
course,  answer  those  questions ;  nor,  he  was  doggedly  con- 
scious, would  he  have  answered  them  if  he  could — and  there 
was  no  middle  course. 

Death,  within  the  next  few  moments,  stared  him  in  the 
face;  and  it  seemed  curiously  irrelevant  that,  in  a  sort  of 
unnatural  calmness,  he  should  be  attempting  to  analyse 
his  feelings  and  emotions  concerning  it.  All  his  life  it  had 
seemed  to  him  that  the  acme  of  human  mental  torture  was 
the  cell  of  a  condemned  criminal,  with  the  horror  of  its 
hopelessness,  with  the  time  to  dwell  upon  it;  and  that  the 
acme  of  that  torture  itself  must  be  that  awful  moment  im- 
mediately preceding  execution,  when  anticipation  at  k^st  was 
to  merge  into  souI-sickening  reality. 

Strange  that  thought   should   come!     Strange   that  he 
should  be  framing  a  brain  picture  of  such  a  scene,  vivid, 
minute  in   detail!     No— not   strange.     He  was   picturing 
himself.    The  analogy  was  not  perfect,  it  was  true,  he  had 
iiot  had  the  months,  weeks,  days  and  hours  of  suspense; 
fcut  it  was  perfect  enough  to  bring  home  to  him  with  ap- 
palling force  the  realisation  of  his  position.    He  was  stand- 
off as  a  condemned  man  might  stand  in  those  last,  final 
•Homent^,  those  moments  which  he  had  imagined  must  be  the 
'•'^ost  terrible  that  could  exist  in  life ;  but  that  dismay  of  soul, 
^^^c  horror,  the  terror  were  not  his — ^there  was,  instead,  a 
■*»^ouldcring  fury,  a  passionate  amazement  that  it  was  his 
■^^"^irn  life  that  was  threatened.    It  seemed  impossible  that  it 
^o^ld  be  his  voice  that  was  speaking  now  in  such  quiet, 
**^^asured  tones. 

*■  Is  it  worth  while,  will  it  convince  you  now,  any  more 
before,  to  repeat  that  there  is  some  mistake  here?    I 
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am  no  more  able  to  answer  your  questions  than  yoa  lit 
yourselves.  I  never  saw  that  man  in  the  chair  there  m  nf 
life  until  the  moment  that  I  hailed  him  in  his  cab  to-nic^ 
I  do  not  know  who  the  woman  is  to  whom  that  rinf;  Ik- 
longs,  much  less  do  I  know  where  she  is.  And  if  thet 
was  a  package  of  any  sort  in  the  taxicab,  as  you  state.  ! 
never  saw  it." 

The  lips  under  the  mask  curved  into  a  lupine  smile. 

"Think  well.  Mr.  Dale!"  The  man's  voice  was  km 
menacing.  "  Mthically,  if  you  so  choose  to  consider  it,  yoff 
refusal  may  1k»  the  act  of  a  brave  n)an ;  practically,  it  » 
the  act  of — a  fool.     Now — your  answer!" 

"  I  have  answered  you,"  said  Jimmie  Dale — and.  rrlu 
iu)^  the  nuisclcs  in  his  arms.  let  them  han^  limply  for  « 
instant  in  the  grip  of  the  two  men  behind  him.  •"  I  ban 
no  other  answer." 

Tt  was  only  a  sign,  a  motion  of  the  leader's  hand — ta 
with  it.  quick  as  a  lightning  flash.  Jimmie  Dale  i 
tion.    The  limp  arms  tautened  into  steel  as  he  wrenched 
loose,  and.  whirling  around,  he  whipped  his  fist  to  the 
of  one  of  the  two  guards. 

Tn  an  in<:tant.  with  the  blow,  as  the  man  staggered  bad- 
ward,  the  room  was  in  pandemonium.  There  was  a  roA 
from  the  door,  and  two.  three,  fotir  leaping  forms  hurM 
thrmM'lves  upon  Jimmie  Dale.  He  shook  them  off 
tht*v  came  aijain.  There  was  no  chance  ultimatelY.  he 
that :  it  was  nnly  the  elemental  within  him  that  rose  in 
ri'vnlt  nt  the  thoutrht  of  tame  submission,  that  bade  him  kI 
M^  life  a<  ch^arly  as  he  could.  Panting,  gasping  for  bradi 
f1rai:i:iT^ir  them  hy  •iheer  strength  as  they  clung  to  him.  fct 
^'Mt  hi<  hack  to  the  wall,  fighting  with  the  savage  fnnr  Jirf 
abandon  of  a  wilcl  cat. 

Rut  it  could  not  last.     Where  one  man  went  dom  l^ 
fore  him.  two  remorselessly  appeared — the  room 
filled    with    men— they    poured    in    through    the 
lauirlYed  at  thrrn  in  a  lia  If -demented  way — more  and  mend 
tliem  came — tlit-re  was  no  play  for  his  *»«— ,  nt 
fight  -  tilt  y  ^(V!iu-(1  Nt)  close  around  I        so    laiijr  of 
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upon  him,  that  he  could  not  breathe — and  he  was  bending, 
being  crushed  down  as  by  an  intolerable  weight.  And  then 
his  feet  were  jerked  from  beneath  him,  he  crashed  to  the 
floor,  and,  in  another  moment,  bound  hand  and  foot,  he  was 
tied  into  a  chair  beside  that  other  chair  whose  grim  occupant 
sat  in  such  ghastly  apathy  of  the  scene. 

The  room  cleared  instantly  of  all  but  the  original  five. 
His  head  was  drawn  suddenly,  violently  backward,  and 
clamped  in  that  position;  and  a  metal  instrunient,  forced 
into  his  mouth,  while  his  lips  bled  in  their  resistance,  pried 
his  jaws  apart  and  held  them  open. 

"  One  drop ! "  the  leader  ordered  curtly. 

The  man  with  the  full  glass  bent  over  him,  and  dipped  a 
g^lass  rod  into  the  liquid.  The  drop  glistened  a  ruby  red  on 
the  end  of  the  rod— and  fell  with  a  sharp,  acrid,  burning 
sensation  upon  Jimmie  Dale's  tongue. 

For  a  moment  Jimmie  Dale's  animation,  mental  and  phys- 
ical, seemed  swept  away  from  him  in,  as  it  were,  a  hiatus 
of  hideous  suspense.  What  was  it  to  be  like  this  passing? 
Why  did  it  not  act  at  once,  as  it  had  acted  on  the  rabbit 
they  had  showed  him  in  the  other  room?  Yes,  he  remem- 
bered I  It  took  more  than  one  drop  for  a  man ;  and  besides, 
this  was  diluted.  One  drop  had  no  effect  on  a  man ;  it  re- 
quired     Good  God,  one  drop  even  of  this  was  enough! 

He  strained  forward  in  the  chair  until  the  sweat  in  great 
beads  sprang  from  his  forehead,  strained  and  fought  and 
tore  at  his  bonds  in  a  paroxysm  of  madness  to  free  him- 
self while  there  still  remained  a  little  strength.  There  was 
something  filming  before  his  eyes,  a  numbed  feeling  was 
creeping  through  his  limbs,  robbing  them,  sapping  them  of 
their  vitality  and  power.  He  felt  himself  slipping  away  into 
a  state  of  utter  weakness,  and  his  brain  began  to  grow  con- 
fused. 

A  voice  seemed  to  float  in  the  air  near  him :  "  For  the 
hst  time — ^will  you  answer  ?  " 

With  a  supreme  effort,  Jimmie  Dale  strove  to  rally  his 
Pottering  senses.  Did  they  not  understand  the  stupendous 
of  their  questions?    Did  they  not  understand  that 
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him,  and  below  the  mask  there  was  the  hard,  unpleasant 
set  to  the  lips  that  Jimmie  Dale  had  grown  acctistomed  to 


The  man  spoke  abruptly. 

"  That  you  find  yourself  alive,  Mr.  Dale,"  he  said  gri"^ty» 
•*  is  no  confession  of  weakness  upon  the  part  of  those  with 
whom  you  have  had  to  deal  here.  To  bear  witness  to  that 
there  is  one  who  is  not  alive,  as  you  have  seen.  That  man 
we  knew.  With  you  it  was  somewhat  different.  Your  pres- 
ence in  the  taxicab  was  only  suspicious.  There  was  always 
the  possibility  that  you  might  be  one  of  those  ubiquitous  '  in« 
nocent  bystanders.*  Your  name,  your  position,  the  improb- 
ability that  you  could  have  anything  in  common  with — shall 
we  say,  the  matter  that  so  deeply  interests  us? — was  all  in 
your  favour.  However,  presumption  and  probability  are 
the  tools  of  fools.  We  do  not  depend  upon  them — we  apply 
Ac  test.  And  having  applied  the  test,  we  are  convinced 
tfiat  you  have  told  the  truth — that  is  all." 

He  rose  from  his  chair  brusquely.    "  I  shall  not  apologise 

to  y<m  for  what  has  happened.    I  doubt  very  much  if  you 

arc  in  a  frame  of  mind  to  accept  anything  of  the  sort.    I 

imagine,  rather,  that  you  are  promising  yourself  that  we 

shall  pay,  and  pay  dearly,  for  this — that,  among  other  things, 

wc  shall  answer  for  the  murder  of  that  man  in  the  other 

room.     An  this  will  be  quite  within  your  province,  Mr. 

Hale— and  quite  fruitless.     To-morrow  morning  the  story 

^bat  you  are  preparing  to  tell  now  would  sound  incredible 

^rwtn  in  your  own  ears ;  furthermore,  as  we  shall  take  pains 

to  see  that  you  leave  this  place  with  as  little  knowledge  of 

it«^  location  as  you  obtain^  when  you  arrived,  your  story, 

if  believed,  would  do  little  service  i  j  you  and  less  harm 

us.     I  think  of  nothing  more,  Mr.  Dale,  except " 


was  a  whimsical  smile  on  the  lips  now.    **  Ah,  yes, 
matter  of  your  clothes.    We  can,  and  shall  be  glad  to 
reparation  to  you  to  the  slight  extent  of  offering  you  a 
^  suit  before  you  go." 
Jiimnie  Dale  scowled.    Sick,  shaken,  and  weak  as  he  was. 
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the   cool,   imperturbable  impudence  of  the  n'^.n  was  i 
growing  unbearable. 

The  man  laughed.  "  I  am  sure  you  will  not  refuse.  ! 
Dale — since  we  insist.  The  condition  of  the  clothes 
have  on  at  present  mijjht — I  say  *  might  * — in  a  mea* 
support  your  story  with  some  degree  of  tangible  cvidr 
It  is  not  at  all  likely,  of  course:  but  we  prefer  to  di*cc 
even  so  remote  a  possibility.  When  you  hs\'e  change*!, 
will  be  motored  back  to  your  home.  I  bid  you  g«<od-r.ij 
Mr.  Dale." 

Jimmie  Dale  rubbed  his  eyes.  The  man  wa«  gon 
through  a  dix^r  at  the  rear  of  the  desk,  a  dcx)r  that  he  1 
iU)t  noticed  Ik* fore,  that  was  not  even  in  evidence  now, : 
was  simply  a  movable  section  of  the  wall  panelling-^ 
f(ir  ati  instant  Jimmie  Dale  exiH'rienced  a  sense  of  «kk 
iiig  impotence.  It  was  as  though  he  stood  dcfencele^. 
armed.  an<l  utterly  at  the  mercy  of  some  venomous  pew 
that  could  crush  what  it  would  remorselessly  and  at  vi2 
its  mij^ht. 

The  place  was  a  vcrital)le  maze,  a  lair  of  hellish  cleTenn 
lie  had  no  illusions  now.  he  lalxiured  under  no  false  csizn 
of  eitlier  the  ini^enuity  ur  the  resources  of  this  inhur 
ne>t  «)f  vultures  to  wlnun  murder  was  no  more  than  a  nur 
of  det.iil.  Ancl  it  wa-i  against  these  men  that  hence fo^t^ 
w.'iH  t«i  match  his  wits!  There  could  be  no  truce,  no  J 
nii'-tice.  It  was  their  lives,  or  hers,  or  his!  Well,  he  w^ 
iilive  Tiow,  the  tifst  round  was  over,  and  so  far  he  ha  J  •."« 
I  lis  brows  fiirriiwed  >ucldenly.  Had  he?  Me  wa*  ikt  * 
•-'.:re.  after  all.  He  was  conscious  of  a  dis^iuietinr.  r^ 
iiu'iiiiorv  intuition  that,  in  some  wav  which  he  cocU  ^ 
explain,  the  honours  were  not  entirely  his. 

He  w.i-i  apparently — the  "apparently"  was  a  merti!  rfr 
1  rva!i«'n-  -^iiiite  alone  in  the  r(X>m.  He  got  up  fror  1^ 
cn\w\\  ami  walktrj  >haki!y  acroc^  the  floor  to  the  de«i.  -^ 
rr\i»IviT  I.iV  invitiiiLjly  up«in  the  blotting  |iad.  It  mi*  ^ 
Mwii.  tin-  cine  they  harl  taken  fp»m  him  after  the  acote 
li::  uv.r  l^.ik-  pieked  it  i:p.  eN.iTi-i'ud  it — an«l  Muilcd  i  ^ 
^.t:~i-a^::e.illv  at   h:ni>olf   l"r  Iii<  tro'.:Mc.      I:  wa&  unjOkHlj 
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of  course.  He  was  twirling  it  in  his  hand,  as  a  man,  masked 
as  every  one  in  the  house  was  masked,  and  carrying  a  neatly 
folded  suit  over  his  arm,  entered  from  the  corridor. 

**  The  car  is  ready  as  soon  as  you  are  dressed,"  announced 
the  other  briefly.  He  laid  the  clothes  upon  the  couch — and 
settled  himself  significantly  in  a  chair. 

Jimmie  Dale  hesitated.  Then,  with  a  shrug  of  his 
shoulders,  recrossed  the  room,  and  began  to  remove  his 
torn  garments.  What  was  the  use!  They  would  certainly 
have  their  own  way  in  the  end.  It  wasn't  worth  another 
fight,  and  there  was  nothing  to  be  gained  by  a  refusal  ex- 
cept to  offer  a  sop  to  his  own  exasperation. 

He  dressed  quickly,  in  what  proved  to  be  an  exceedingly 
well-fitting  suit;  and  finally  turned  tentatively  to  the  man 
in  the  chair. 

The  other  stood  up,  and  produced  a  heavy  black  silk 
scarf. 

"  H  you  have  no  objections,"  he  said  curtly,  "  I'll  tie  this 
over  your  eyes." 

Again  Jimmie  Dale  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

•*  I  ara  glad  enough  to  get  out  on  any  conditions,"  he  an- 
swered caustically. 

•*  *  Forttmate '  would  be  the  better  word,"  rejoined  the 
other  meaningly — ^and,  deftly  knotting  the  scarf,  led  Jim- 
mie Dale  blindfolded  from  the  room. 


CHAPTER  V 

ON   GUARD 

TIT'  AS  he  in  the  city  ?  In  a  suburban  town  ?  On  a  coi 
^^  road  ?  It  seemed  childishly  absurd  that  he  couli 
at  least  ditlcrentiate  to  that  extent :  and  yet.  from  the  mo 
he  had  Ix'en  placed  in  the  automobile  in  which  he  now  f 
himself,  he  was  forced  to  admit  that  he  could  not  tclL 
had  started  out  with  the  belief  that,  knowing  New 
and  its  surroundinfi^s  as  minutely  as  he  knew  than,  it  « 
l>c  impossible,  do  what  they  would  to  prevent  it,  that  j 
end  of  the  journey  he  should  be  without  a  clew,  and  a 
^ockI  clew  at  that,  to  the  location  of  what  he  now  c 
appropriately  enough  it  seemed,  the  Crime  Club. 

Hut  he  had  never  ridden  blindfolded  in  a  car  before! 
could  see  absolutely  nothing.  And  if  that  increased  o 
centuatcd  his  sense  of  hearing,  it  helped  little — the  ra 
the  racing  car  l)eat  upon  his  eardrums  the  more  ha 
that  was  all.  He  could  tell,  of  course,  the  nature  ol 
roadlxHl.  They  were  running  on  an  asphalt  road,  thit 
obvious  enough ;  but  city  streets  and  suburban  streets 
liuiidreds  of  miles  of  country  road  around  New  York  i 
of  asphalt ! 

Traffic?    He  was  quite  sure,  for  he  had  strained  hi» 
in  an  ciTort  to  detect  it.  that  there  was  little  or  no  in 
hut  tlR'ii.  it  nmst  be  one  or  two  o'clock  in  the  momiiy . 
at  that  hour  the  city  streets,  certainly  those  that  moA 
ohosci)  by  these  men,  would  be  quite  as  deserted  as 
country  roarl !    And  as  for  a  sense  of  direction,  he  lad  i 
whatever — even  if  the  car  had  not  been  persistently  m 
ing  and  changing  its  course  every  little  while.     If  ke 
been  able  to  f onn  even  an  approximate  idea  of  the  co^ 
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direction  in  which  they  had  started,  he  might  possibly  have 
been  able  In  a  general  way  to  counteract  this  further  effort 
of  theirs  to  confuse  him;  but  without  the  initial  direction 
he  was  essentially  befogged. 

With  these  conclusions  finally  thrust  home  upon-  him, 
Jimmie  Dale  philosophically  subordinated  the  matter  in  his 
mind«  and,  leaning  back,  composed  himself  as  comfortably 
as  he  could  upon  his  seat.  There  was  a  man  beside  him, 
and  he  could  feel  the  legs  of  two  men  on  the  seat  facing  him. 
These,  with  the  driver,  would  make  four.  He  was  still 
well  guarded !  The  car  itself  was  a  closed  car — not  hooded, 
the  sense  of  touch  told  him — therefore  a  limousine  of  some 
description.  These  facts,  in  a  sense  inconsequential,  were 
absorbed  subconsciously ;  and  then  Jimmie  Dale's  brain,  re- 
morselessly active,  in  spite  of  the  pain  from  his  throbbing 
head,  was  at  work  again. 

It  seemed  as  though  a  year  had  passed  since,  in  the  early 
evening,  as  Larry  the  Bat,  he  had  burrowed  so  ironically 
for  refuge  in  Chang  Foo's  den — from  her!    It  seemed  like 
some  mocking  unreality,  some  visionary  dream  that,  so  short 
a  while  before,  he  had  read  those  words  of  hers  that  had 
sent  the  blood  coursing  and  leaping  through  his  veins  in  mad 
exultation  at  the  thought  that  the  culmination  of  the  years 
liad  come,  that  all  he  longed  for,  hoped  for,  that  all  his  soul 
cried  out  for  was  to  be  his — "  in  an  hour."    An  hour — and 
lie  was  to  have  seen  her,  the  woman  whose  face  he  had 
miever  seen,  the  woman  whom  he  loved!    And  the  hour  in- 
stead, the  hours  since  then,  had  brought  a  nightmare  of 
events  so  incredible  as  to  seem  but  phantoms  of  the  imagina- 
tion. 

Phantoms!    He  sat  up  suddenly  with  a  jerk.    The  face 

c^f  the  dead  chauffeur,  the  limp  form  lashed  in  that  chair, 

horrible  picture  in  its  entirety,  every  detail  standing 

in  ghastly  relief,  took  form  before  him.    God  knew  there 

no  phantom  there ! 

The  man  beside  him,  at  the  sudden  start,  lifted  a  hand 

feh  hurriedly  over  the  bandage  across  Jimmie  Dale's 
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Jininiic  Dale  was  scarcely  conscious  of  the  act.  \V::h 
that  face  before  him.  with  the  scene  reenacting  itself  n 
his  mind  a.ijain.  liaM  come  another  thoujjht.  sta^erin^  h-r. 
for  a  moment  with  the  new  menace  that  it  brought.  He  h:jf 
had  neither  time  nor  opj>nrtimity  to  think  Ix-forc:  it  hif 
been  all  horror,  all  shock  when  he  had  entered  that  r^vr: 
But  now.  like  an  inspiratinn.  he  saw  it  all  from  an"t^rr 
an^le.  There  was  a  ^larini;  fallacy  in  the  ^me  these  rrr 
had  played  for  his  benefit  to-ni^ht — a  fallacy  which  t'"*^ 
had  counted  on  i:h»ssin^'  over,  as  it  had,  infleed.  been  p^>^»r: 
over,  bv  tlie  sudilrii  »*hock  with  which  thev  had  forced  tVu: 
scene  u|inn  liiin :  or,  failini:  in  thai,  they  ha<l  count  -d  or.  •• 
fact  th:it  hi'*,  or  any  other  n^an's  nerve  would  have  ti- V: 
when  it  came  to  onen  defiance  based  on  a  sup{x>sition  »*"v^ 
mis^dit.  after  all,  be  wroni:.  and.  l>einjj  wronjj,  meant  drr'^ 

Rut  it  was  not  "iuppo>iiion.  F.ither  he  was  rij;hi  now.  -r 
these  men  were  cliildish.  immature  fo<»ls — and.  wha:r»r- 
vUv  tliey  miLcht  be.  they  wer^  not  that!  .Vr»/  a  sinaJf  i'  ' 
of  f^nisofi  had  passed  the  chajtffrurs  lif*s.  The  man  had  -t 
been  murdered  in  tbit  ronm.  TTe  had  not.  in  a  *en«e.  \rfr 
nuirfl'-nrl  at  :ill.  T!u*  man.  absolutely.  tmquestinnaWy.  »t^- 
oiit  a  lonT>ho1.'  ff)r  doubt,  had  either  Ix^en  killed  oufv^ 
in  the  automobile  accident,  or  bad  died  immediately  a'tff- 
ward,  probably  without  reiraininij  con^^ciousne^i*.  certiiB^ 
wirliniit  cupplvinir  any  of  the  information  that  was  so  d^ 
trnniiii'illy  <oneht. 

V«'s.  lie  s.iv"  it  now!  Their  kicks  were  af^ninst  the  «»21 
tbcv  wiTe  :it  rhr\r  wit***  rnrl.  the^e  men?  The  knowWff 
tb:it  the  cbautTfur  pn^C'isef!.  that  they  kn^v  he  possess*^ 
w.i-i  «'\  :<lrTit!v  lif«-  ami  deatli  to  them.  To  kill  the  nun  b^ 
fori-  ibcv  li.iil  worTTU'd  out  of  him  what  thev  wante<l  tolTic* 
or.  at  Ka-t.  I'.ntil.  by  hoMinir  him  a  prisoner.  the>-  hid  ft- 
bau^ti  il  c'viTv  m'-:iTi>  at  their  conunand  to  make  him  sfok 
was  tlu*  !:i-t  ibiiv.:  they  woubl  do! 

liinisiie  P.i!*-  -.it   f«»r  8  lt>ni:  time  quite  mofionless.    1^ 
c.ir  w.i-H  ^jH-.-'lir.::  at  a  terrific  rate  alon^;  a  straight 
of   rii.iil       Ifi'  ri.^:M   alm:>st   have  sworn,  guided  by 
intuitive  sin<«e.  that  they  were  in  the  country.     WA 
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if  it  were  so,  what  did  that  prove !  They  might  have  started 
from  New  York  itself — only  to  return  to  it  when  they  had 
satisfied  themselves  that  he  was  sufficiently  duped.  Or  they 
might  have  started  legitimately  from  outside  New  York, 
and  be  going  toward  the  city  now.  Since  the  ultimate  desti- 
nation was  New  York,  and  they  had  made  no  attempt  to  hide 
tfiat  from  him,  it  was  useless  to  speculate — for  at  best  it 
could  be  only  speculation.  He  had  decided  that  once  before ! 
The  man  at  his  side  felt  again  over  the  scarf  to  see  that  it 
was  in  place. 

Curiously  now  Jimmie  Dale  recalled  the  inward  monitor 
that  had  warned  him  the  honours  had  not  all  been  his  in  this 
first  roimd  with  the  Crime  Qub  to-night.  If  they  had  de- 
liberately murdered  the  chauffeur  because  of  a  refusal  to 
answer,  they  would  equally  have  done  the  same  to  him. 
Fool  that  he  had  been  not  to  have  seen  that  before!  And 
yet  would  it  have  made  any  difference  ?  He  shook  his  head. 
He  could  not  have  acted  to  any  better  advantage  than  he 
had  done.  He  could  not — his  lips  curled  in  grim  derision — 
have  been  any  more  convincing. 

Convincing!    It  was  all  clear  enough  now !    If  the  chauf- 
feur had  suffered  death  rather  than  talk,  even  admitting 
the  fact  that  they  had  more  grounds  for  suspecting  the 
chauffeur's   complicity,   would   his,   Jimmie   Dale's,   mere 
denial,  his  choice,  too,  of  death,  have  been  any  the  more  con- 
vincing, or  have  saved  his  life  where  it  had  not  saved  the 
other's?    A  certain  added  respect  for  these  men,  against 
whom,  until  the  end  now,  his  victory  or  theirs,  he  realised 
he  was  fighting  for  his  life,  came  over  him  as  he  recognised 
the  touch  of  a  master  hand.    They  did  not  know  where  to 
find  the  Tocsin ;  the  package  that  she  had  said  was  vital  to 
them  was  still  beyond  their  reach ;  the  chauffeur  was  dead ; 
«nd  he,  Jimmie  Dale,  alone  remained — a  clew  that  they  had 
still  to  prove  valid  or  invalid  it  was  true,  but  the  only  clew 
in  their  possession.    And,  gaining  nothing  from  him  by  a 
of  force,  to  throw  him  off  his  guard,  they  had  let  him 
him  to  believe  they  were  convinced  he  knew 
%  and  that  the  episode,  the  adventure  of  the  night. 
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was,  as  far  as  they  were  concerned,  ended,  finished,  and 
done  with ! 

Time  passed,  a  very  long  time,  as  he  sat  there.  It  mighr 
have  been  an  hour — he  could  only  hazard  a  fn^css.  Not 
one  of  the  men  in  the  car  had  s|>oken  a  word.  But  to  lar- 
mie  Dale,  the  car  itself,  the  ride,  its  duration,  these  thrtt 
strange  companions,  were  for  the  time  being  exTraneCT> 
Even  that  sick  giddiness  in  his  head  had,  at  least  teniporarh. 
gone  from  him. 

And  so,  all  unsuspectingly,  he  was  to  lead  them  to  The 
Tocsin  and  fall  into  the  trap  himself!  His  hands.  ihra«5 
deep  in  his  pockets,  were  tightly  clenched.  They  wcrt 
clever  enough,  ingeniotis  enough,  fwwerful  enough  to  wxt^ 
him  henceforth  at  every  turn — and  from  now  on.  dav  2ai 
night,  they  were  to  Ix*  reckoned  with.  Suppose  that  in  «ne 
way,  as  it  nu'ght  well  have  hap])ened.  for  it  was  now  vitalK 
necessar\'  that  she  should  communicate  with  him  and  he 
with  her,  he  had  nlaved  Mindiv  into  their  hands,  and  throoe^ 
him  she  should  have  fallen  into  their  power?  It  brciqe^ 
a  sickening  chill,  a  sort  of  hideous  panic  to  Jimmie  IWr— 
and  then  fur)',  anger,  in  a  torrent,  surged  upon  him.  ni 
there  came  a  mercile«;s  desire  to  cnish.  to  strancle.  to  <ta0f 
out  this  inhuman  hand  of  criminals  that,  with  intderabk 
effrontery  to  the  laws  of  God  and  man.  were  so  elabonK^ 
and  scientifically  equipped   for  their  monstrous  purpow' 

And  then   Jimnu'e  Dale,  in  the  darkness,  smiled 
grimly  as  the  leader's  reference  to  the  Gray  Seal 
to  him.    Well.  |)erhaps.  who  knew,  they  would  hare 
more  than  they  dn-amed  of  to  wish  the  Gray  S«il  efirdW 
in   thiir  own   ranks!     It   was  strange,  curious!     He  hi* 
thought  all  that  was  ended.    Only  a  few  short  hours  bef«« 
he  had  lijildon  aw.iy  all.  everything  that  was  incidcfit  to *» 
life  of  the  Gray  Seal,  the  clothes  of  I-arry  the  Bat  ** 
little  metal  case  with  the  gray -coloured,  adhesive  fttli  • 
do/rn  other  things.  l>olieving  that  it  only  remained  for 
to  return  and  cU-strov  them  at  his  leisure  as  a  finish 
to  the  Gray  Seal's  career— and  now.  instead,  he  wis  fjof  ■ 
face  with  the  gravest  and  most  dangero  ilon  tlal  ^ 

had  ever  called  upon  him  to  undertake! 
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Wen,  at  least,  the  odds  were  not  all  in  the  Crime  Qub's 
favour.  Where  they  now  certainly  believed  him  to  be  en- 
tirely off  his  guard,  he  was  thoroughly  on  his  guard ;  and 
where  they  might  suspect  him,  watch  him,  they  would  sus- 
pect and  watch  only  the  character,  the  person  of  Jimmie 
Dale,  and  count  not  at  all  upon  either  Larry  the  Bat  or — 
the  Gray  Seal. 

A  sort  of  savage  elation  fell  upon  Jimmie  Dale.     His 

brain,  that  had  been  stagnant,  confused,  physically  sick  with 

pain  and  suffering,  was  working  now  with  its  old-time  vigour 

and  ease,  mapping,  planning,  scheming  the  way  ahead.    To 

strike,  and  strike  quickly — to  strike  first!    It  must  be  his 

move  next — not  theirs !    And  he  must  act  to-night  at  once, 

the  moment  he  was  given  this  pretence  to  liberty  that  they 

had  in  store  for  him,  before  they  had  an  opportunity  of 

dosing  down  around  him  with  a  network  of  spies  that  he 

could  not  elude.    By  morning,  Jimmie  Dale  would  be  Larry 

the  Bat,  and  inhabiting  the  Sanctuary  again.     And  a  tip 

o  Jason,  his  old  butler,  to  the  effect,  say,  that  he  had  gone 

way  for  a  trip,  would  account  for  his  disappearance  satis- 

ictorily  enough;  it   would   not   necessarily   arouse  their 

isptcions  when  they  eventually  discovered  he  was  gone, 

tr  against  that  was  always  the  possible,  and  quite  likely, 

esumption  that,  where  they  had  succeeded  in  nothing  else, 

ry  had  at  least  succeeded  in  frightening  him  thoroughly 

1  to  the  extent  of  imbuing  him  with  a  hasty  desire  to  put 

afe  distance  between  himself  and  them. 

Vnd  now,  with  his  mind  made  up  to  his  course  of  action, 

intense  impatience  to  put  his  plan  into  effect,  an  irrita- 

at  the  useless  twistings  and  turnings  of  the  car  that 

latterly  become  more  frequent,  took  hold  upon  him. 

r  much  longer  was  this  to  last !    They  must  have  been 

an  hour  and  a  half  on  the  road  already,  and — ah, 

ir  was  stopping  now ! 

straightened  up  in  his  seat  as  the  machine  came  to  a 

-but  the  man  at  his  side  laid  a  restraining  hand  upon 

The  car  door  opened,  and  one  of  the  men  got  out. 

e  Dale  caught  an  indistinct  murmur  of  voices  from 
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without,  then  the  man  returned  to  his  seat,  and  the  car 
on  again. 

Another  half  hour  passed,  that,  curbing  his  irritation  ar^ 
impatience,  was  filled  with  the  conjectures  and  questions  !!--a: 
anew  came  crowding  in  upon  his  mind.  Why  had  the  :ir 
made  that  stop?  It  was  rather  curious.  It  wa»  cenarr!- 
a  prearranged  meeting  place.  Why?  And  these  cl,t"":r» 
that  he  now  wore — why  had  they  made  him  change?  M:- 
own  had  not  l)cen  very  badly  torn.  The  reason  given  fcc 
was,  on  the  face  of  it  now,  in  view  of  what  he  now  knrv 
mere  pretence.  What  was  the  ulterior  motive  behind  thi! 
pretence?  What  did  this  package,  that  had  already  co? 
a  man  his  life  to-night,  contain?  Who  was  the  chauffrr' 
What  was  this  death  feud  between  the  Tocsin  and  ihe« 
men?  Did  she  know  where  the  Crime  Gub  was?  \\"he 
and  where  was  John  Johansson  ?  What  was  this  box  the 
wa^  numlxTed  428?  Could  she  supply  the  links  that 
forge  the  chain  into  an  unbroken  whole? 

Anrl  then  for  the  second  time  the  car  slowed 
this  time  the  man  on  the  seat  beside  Jimniie  Dak 
up  and  untied  the  scarf. 

**  You  get  out  here/'  said  the  man  tersdy. 
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CHAPTER  VI 

THE  TRAP 

AD  It  not  been  for  the  stop  the  car  had  previously  made, 
for  the  possibility  that  he  might  have  obtained  a 
glimpse  outside  when  the  door  had  been  opened,  the  scarf 
[>vcr  his  eyes  would  have  been  superfluous ;  for  now,  with  it 
removed,  he  could  scarcely  distinguish  the  forms  of  the  three 
nen  around  him,  since  the  window  curtains  of  the  car  were 
ightly  drawn.  Nor  was  he  given  the  opportunity  to  do 
nore,  even  had  it  been  possible.  The  car  stopped,  the  door 
Rras  opened,  he  was  pushed  toward  it — and  even  as  he 
reached  the  ground,  the  door  was  closed  behind  him,  and 
he  car  was  speeding  on  again.  But  where  he  could  not  see 
before,  it  took  now  but  a  glance  to  obtain  his  bearings — 
le  was  standing  on  a  comer  on  Riverside  Drive,  within 
I  few  doors  of  his  own  house. 

Jimmie  Dale  stood  still  for  a  moment,  watching  the  car 
IS  it  disappeared  rapidly  up  the  Drive.  And  with  a  sort  of 
prim  facetiousness  his  brain  began  to  correlate  time  and 
listance.  Where  had  he  come  from?  Where  was  this 
Crime  Gub?  They  had  been,  as  nearly  as  he  could  esti- 
mate, two  hours  in  making  the  journey ;  and.  as  nearly  as 
be  could  estimate,  in  their  turnings  and  twistings  had  covered 
It  least  twkre  the  distance  that  would  be  represented  by  a 
direct  route.  Granting,  then,  an  average  speed  of  forty 
miles  an  hour,  which  was  overgenerous  to  be  on  the  safe 
ikle.  and  the  fact  that  they  certainly  had  not  crossed  the 
Hudson,  which  now  lay  before  him,  flanking  the  Drive,  the 
Crime  Qub  was  somewhere  within  the  area  of  a  semicircle, 
■rhose  centre  was  the  comer  on  which  lie  now  stood,  and 
■rhose  radius  was  forty  miles — or  forty  yards '    He  forced 
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a  laugh.  It  was  just  that,  no  more,  no  less — he  was  as  Kkeiy 
to  have  started  on  his  ride  from  within  a  biscuit  throv  o( 
where  he  now  stood,  as  to  have  started  on  ii  from  mila 
away ! 

But — he  aroused  himself  with  a  start — he  was  va«tinr 
time!  It  must  \)C  very  late,  near  morning,  and  he  wccjd 
have  need  for  every  moment  that  was  left  between  now  od 
daylight.  He  turned,  walked  quickly  to  his  hou«e.  mocntri 
the  steps,  and  with  his  latch-key — they  had  at  least  |>eTT!iafd 
him  to  retain  the  contents  of  his  {Kxrkets  when  they  had  iorcid 
him  to  change  his  clothes— ojK'ned  the  front  door  sotth. 
and.  stepping  inside,  closed  the  door  as  silently  as  he  b^ 
opened  it. 

He  {mused  for  an  instant  to  listen.  There  was  not  a  sond 
The  servants,  naturally,  would  have  been  in  bed  hours  2^ 
I'von  old  lason — limniie  Dale  smiled,  half  whimsicallT.  hiS 
affectionately — whose  paternal  custom  it  was  to  sh  np  t» 
his  Master  Jim.  who.  as  he  was  fond  of  saying,  he  W 
dandled  as  a  baby  on  his  knee,  had  evidently  given  it  apu 
a  bad  job  on  ihU  o^*ca<ion  and  had  tumed  in  himself.  Ji 
however.  ha<l  left  the  light  buniing  here  in  the  big 
hall. 

Jimniie  Dale  stepped  to  the  switch  and  tumed  off  sk 
li^dit :  then  stood  hesitant  in  the  darkness.  Was  there 
tliinir  tn  l>e  gained  by  rousing  Jason  now  and  telling  him 
lie  intended  to  do — to  instruct  him  to  answer  any  inqaina 
bv  the  statement  that  "  Mr.  Dale  had  gone  avay  for  a 
trip  "?  He  could  tru^t  Jason;  Jason  already  knew  moA- 
mnrr  than  one  of  those  mysterious  letters  of  the  Tocm^ 
li.id  pa<<ed  tbrom;h  Jason's  hands. 

limmie  Hnle  <br>ok  hi<  head.  No:  he  could  convnaadr 
wit!)  J.M-MTi  from  d«)wntown  in  the  morning.  He  hid  tal 
evpertcil  to  find  Ja<on  up.  and,  in  that  case,  would  !■*> 
t:ik«Ti  the  other.  a»i  far  as  neces<;ar>\  into  his  confidence:!' 
it  was  not  a  matter  that  pressed  for  the  moment.  He  coJ 
grt  into  toui'h  with  Ja-^on  at  any  time  readily  cnoq^  Wb 
therr  aintliini:  eNe  i'rfore  he  went?  He  wonkl  not  be  ilk 
to  get  b.iik  aN  easily  a^  he  got  out!     M         r!     He 
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his  head  again — a  little  grimly  this  time.  He  had  been 
caught  once  before  as  Larry  the  Bat  without  funds !  There 
was  plenty  of  money  now  hidden  in  the  Sanctuary,  enough 
for  any  emergency,  enough  to  last  him  indefinitely. 

He  stepped  forward  along  the  hall,  his  tread  noiseless  on 
the  rich,  heavy  rug,  passed  into  the  rear  of  the  house, 
descended  the  back  stairs,  and  reached  the  cellar.  It  was 
below  the  level  of  the  ground,  of  course;  but  a  narrow 
window  here,  though  quite  large  enough  ^o  permit  of  egress, 
gave  on  the  driveway  at  the  side  of  the  house  that  led  to 
the  garage  in  the  rear. 

Cautiously  now,  for  the  cement  flooring  was,  in  the  still- 
ness, little  less  than  a  sounding  board,  Jimmie  Dale  reached 
the  wall  and  felt  along  it  to  the  window,  the  lower  edge  of 
whose  sill  was  just  slightly  below  the  level  of  his  shoulder. 
It  opened  inward,  if  he  remembered  correctly.    His  fingers 
were  feeling  for  the  fastenings.    It  was  too  dark  to  see  a 
thing.    He  muttered  in  annoyance.    Where  were  the  fasten- 
ings!   At  the  sides,  or  at  the  bottom?    His  hand  began  to 
make  a  circuit  of  the  sill — and  then  suddenly,  with  a  low, 
sharp  cry,  he  leaned  forward  I 

IVhat  did  this  mean?  Wires!  No  wires  had  ever  been 
tfiere  before !  His  fingers  were  working  now  with  feverish 
liaste,  telegraphing  their  message  to  his  brain.  The  wires 
ran  thfough  the  sill  close  to  the  comer  of  the  wall — tiny 
fragments  of  wood,  as  from  an  auger,  were  still  on  the  sill — 
and  here  was  a  small  particle  of  wire  insulation  that,  those 
sensitive  finger  tips  proclaimed,  was  fresh, 

A  cold  thrill  ran  through  Jimmie  Dale;  and  there  came 
aigatn  that  sickening  sense  of  impotency  in  the  face  of  the 
malignant,  devilish  cunning  arrayed  against  him,  that  once 
"before  he  had  experienced,  that  night.  He  had  thought  to 
forestall  them — and  he  had  been  forestalled  himself  I  This 
«ould  only  have  been  done — they  had  had  no  interest  in  him 
Viefore  then — while  they  held  him  at  the  Crime  Club,  while 
■le  was  spending  that  two  hours  in  the  car !  Was  that  why 
tthey  had  taken  so  long  in  coming?  Was  that  why  the  car 
stoppe  I  that  time — ^that  those  with  him  might  be  told 
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that  the  work  here  had  been  completed,  and  he  need  rv-» 
longer  be  kept  away  ? 

He  edged  away  from  the  window,  and.  as  cautiously  i*  ^ 
had  come,  retraced  his  steps  across  the  cellar  and  i::;>  re 
stairs — and  then,  the  possibility  of  Ixring  heard  frfim  »-*- 
out  gone,  he  broke  into  a  run.    There  was  no  need  to  wr  vr 
long  what  those  wires  meant.     They  could  mean  cr.Iy  cr^ 
of  two  things — and  the  Crime  Club  would  have  little  err..— 
in  his  electric  light !    They  had  tapped  his  teicpknnr     7^r 
mains,  he  knew,  ran  into  the  cellar  from  the  underpro-.r-; 
service  in  the  street.     He  was  racing  like  a  madman  r  ■ 
How  long  ago.  how  many  hours  ago,  had  they  done  th;'" 
Great  Scott,  she  was  to  have  telephoned!    Had  she  doo*  ^' 
Was  the  game,  all,  ever\'ihing,  she  herself,  at  their  iwrp 
already?     If  she  had  telejihoned,  Jason  would  have  lef:  i 
message  on  his  desk — he  would  look  there  firvit — aftrrvx'd 
he  would  waken  Jason. 

He  gained  the  door  of  his  <len  on  the  first  bndinf^.  a 
that  ran  the  entire  length  of  one  side  of  the  house  f? 
front  to  rear,  bur>t  in.  switched  on  the  light  «and  stood 
stock-still  in  amazement. 

"  Jason !  "  he  crie<l  out. 

The  old  butler,  fully  dressed,  rubbing  and  blinkini^  fe» 
eyes  at  the  light,  and  with  a  startled  cr>'.  rose  up  fran  tk 
depths  of  a  lounging  chair. 

"  Jason!  "  exciaini.-d  Jinunie  Dale  again. 

"  I  beg  panljKi.  sir.  Master  Jim."  stammered  the 
"  I — I  must  have  fallen  asleep,  sir." 

"Jason,  what  are  you  doing  here?"  Jimmic  Ihk  4^ 
iii.itirlcd  sharply. 

*'  Well,  sir,"  said  Ja.^on.  still  fumbling  for  his  words."*— 
it  was  the  telephone,  sir." 

''  The— telrphnne'" 

"  ^'es.  sir.  .\  woman.  l)egging  your  pardon.  Master  Jm 
a  lady,  sir,  has  been  telephoning  every  hour  or  sa  vf 
she " 

■'  Yes'"     IfmT!T>  Pale  had  jiunped  across  the 
had  caught  tlie  i»:h'T  liercely  by  the  shoulder.    "*  Yt 
What  did  ^lle  say  ?    [Juuk,  man ! " 
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"Good  Lord,  Master  Jim!"  faltered  Jason.  "I— 
she " 

"  Jason,"  said  Jinunie  Dale,  suddenly  as  cold  as  ice,  "  what 
did  she  say  ?    Think,  man !    Every  word ! " 

"  She  didn't  say  anything,  Master  Jim.  Nothing  at  all, 
sir— except  to  keep  asking  each  time  if  she  could  speak  to 
you." 

**  Nothing  else,  Jason  ?  '* 

'*  No,  sir." 

**  You  are  suref  " 

"  Tm  sure.  Master  Jim.  Not  another  thing  but  that,  sir, 
just  as  Tve  told  you." 

•*  Thank  God !  "  said  Jimmie  Dale,  in  a  low  voice. 

•*  Yes,  sir,"  said  Jason  mechanically. 

^  How  long  ago  was  it  since  she  telephoned  last?"  asked 
Jimmie  Dale  quickly. 

•*  Well,  sir,  I  couldn't  rightly  say.  You  see,  as  I  said, 
Master  Jim,  I  must  have  gone  to  sleep,  but " 

They  were  staring  tensely  into  each  other's  face.  The 
tdephone  on  the  desk  was  ringing  vibrantly,  damourously, 
through  the  stillness  of  the  room. 

Jason,  white,  frightened,  bewildered,  touched  his  lips  with 
die  tip  of  his  tongue. 

**  Thatll  be  her  again,  sir,"  he  said  hoarsely. 

••  Wait !  "  said  Jimmie  Dale  tersely. 

He  was  trying  to  think,  to  think  faster  than  he  had  ever 
thought  before.  He  could  not  tell  Jason  to  say  that  he  had 
not  yet  come  in — they  knew  he  was  in,  it  would  be  but  show- 
ing his  hand  to  that  **  some  one  "  who  would  be  listening 
DOW  on  the  wire.  He  dared  not  speak  to  her,  or,  above  all, 
aUow  her  to  expose  herself  by  a  single  inadvertent  word. 
He  dared  not  speak  to  her — and  she  was  here  now,  calling 
himl  He  could  not  speak  to  her — and  it  was  life  and  desith 
mbnost  that  she  should  know  what  had  happened ;  life  and 
death  almost  for  both  of  them  that  he  should  know  all  and 
twerytidag  she  could  tell  him.  True,  it  would  take  but  a 
wmtte  to  run  to  the  cellar  and  cut  those  wires,  while  Jason 
Md  ber  on  t      p       ice  of  calling  him,  Jimmie  Dale,  to  the 
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'phone;  only  a  minute  to  cut  those  wires — and  in  m 
doing  advertise  to  these  fiends  the  fact  that  he  had  dis- 
covered their  trick ;  admit,  as  though  in  so  many  word*. 
that  their  suspicions  of  him  were  justified ;  lay  himself 
to  some  new  move  that  he  could  not  hope  to  foresee; 
paramount  to  all  else,  rub  her  and  himself  of  this  ma.<!cr 
trump  the  Crime  Club  had  placed  in  his  hands,  by  means  of 
whicli  there  was  a  chance  that  he  could  hoist  them  with  tbr? 
own  i>ctard ! 

The  telephone  rang  again — imperatively,   insistently. 

"  Listen.  Jason."  Jimmie  Dale  was  speaking  rapid!*. 
earnestly.  '*  Say  that  I've  come  in  and  have  gone  to  bed— 
in  a  vile  humour.  That  you  told  mc  a  lady  had  been  calla^ 
hut  that  I  said  if  she  called  again  I  wa.(in't  to  be  disturbed  i 
it  was  the  Queen  of  Sheba  herself — that  I  wouldn't  amvtr 
any  'phone  to-night  for  anytxxly.  Do  you  understand?  Sm 
arginnent  with  her — just  that.    Now,  answer!  ** 

Jason  lifted  the  receiver  from  the  hook. 

••  Yes— hello !  "  he  said.    "  Yes,  ma'am.  Mr.  Dak  has 
in,  but  he  has  retired.    .    .    .    Yes.  I  told  him;  but, 
your  pardon,  ma'am,  he  was  in  what  I  might  say  was  abilrf 
a  ti'iii])iT.  and  said  he  wasn't  to  be  disturbed  by  any  one." 

Jimmie  Dale  snatched  the  receiver  from  Jason,  and  ptf  k 
to  his  own  ear. 

"  Kindly  trll  Mr.  Dale  that  unless  he  comes  to  the 
now."  a  fill ii nine  voice,  her  voice,  in  well-simulated  i 
tion.  was  ^ayin;;.  "  it  will  be  a  very  long  day  befofe  I  did 
trouble  mv^olf  to         " 

Jimmie  Dale  clapf>ed  his  hand  firmly  over  the 
of  the  in^tninu-nt.    Thank  God  for  that  clever  brain  of  hn' 
Sli«-  un(lrr<tofKl ! 

"  Ke|K-at  what  you  said  l)efore.  Jason/'  he  instmcted  htf- 
rifdly.     "  I  lirn  s.iy  *  go<>d -night. *  " 

He  removfd  hi-  hand  from  the  mouthpiece. 

*'  It's  (|uite  usclt'ss.  ma'am."  said  Jason  apologcticaly.  *h 
the  ran-  tt-niprr  he  was  in.  he  wouldn't  come,  to  nsehbi* 
wnrd<.  iiia'.'it;;.  not  for  the  Queen  of  Sheba  hericlf. 
rifM>«l-ni>:}it.  nui'am." 
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Jiimnie  Dale  hung  the  receiver  back  on  the  hook — and 
with  his  hand  flirted  away  a  bead  of  moisture  that  had 
wpruag  to  his  forehead. 

"Good  Lord,  Master  Jim,  what's  wrong,  sir?  What's 
happened,  sir?  And — ^and  those  clothes.  Master  Jim,  sir! 
They  aren't  the  ones  you  went  out  in,  sir — ^they  aren't  yours 
at  all,  sir !  "    Jason  ventured  anxiously. 

**  Jason,"  said  Jimmie  Dale,  **  switch  off  the  light,  and  go 
to  the  front  window  and  look  out  Keep  well  behind  the 
curtains.  Don't  show  yourself.  Tell  me  if  you  see  any- 
thing." 

"  Yes,  sir,"  said  Jason  obediently. 

The  light  went  out.    Jimmie  Dale  moved  to  the  rear  of 
tfie  room — to  the  window  overlooking  the  garage  and  yard. 
I  don't  see  anything,  sir,"  Jason  called. 
Watch ! "  Jimmie  Dale  answered. 

A  minute  passed — two — three.  Jimmie  Dale  was  staring 
iown  into  the  black  of  the  yard.  She  understood!  She 
mew.  of  course,  before  she  'phoned  that  something  had  gone 
wrong  to-night.  She  knew  that  only  peril  of  the  gravest 
noment  would  have  kept  him  from  the  'phone — and  her. 
She  knew  now,  as  a  logical  conclusion,  that  it  was  dangerous 
x>  attempt  to  communicate  with  him  at  his  home.  Those 
mires  I  Where  did  they  lead  to?  Not  far  away — ^that  would 
yt  almost  a  mechanical  impossibility.  Was  it  into  the  Crime 
^ub  itself — near  at  hand?  Or  the  basement,  say,  of  that 
ipartment  house  across  the  driveway  ?   Or — ^where  ? 

And  then  Jimmie  Dale  spoke  again: 

••  Do  you  see  anything,  Jason  ?  " 

"  I'm  not  sure,  sir,"  Jason  answered  hesitantly.  **  I 
liought  I  saw  a  man  move  behind  a  tree  out  there  across 
lie  road  a  minute  ago,  sir.    Yes,  sir — there  he  is  again ! " 

There  was  a  thin,  mirthless  smile  on  Jimmie  Dale's  lips. 

Below,  in  the  shadow  of  the  garage,  a  dark  form,  like  a 
Veeper  shadow,  stirred — and  was  still  again. 

**  What  time  is  it,  Jason  ?  "  Jimmie  Dale  asked  presently. 

••  ItTl  be  about  half-past  four,  sir." 
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"  Go  to  bed,  Jason." 

"  Yes,  sir ;  but  " — Jason's  voice,  low,  troubled,  ca 
throup^h  the  darkness  from  the  upper  end  of  the  rooB 
"  Master  Jim.  sir.  I " 

"  Go  to  Iwd.  Jason — and  not  a  word  of  this." 

**  Yes,  sir.    Good-night,  Master  Jim." 

"  Good-night,  Jason." 

Jimmie  Dale  groped  his  way  to  the  big  loixn^nff  rf 
in  which  he  had  found  Jason  asleep,  and  flung  himself  : 
It.  They  had  struck  quickly,  these  ingenious,  dreiw^sur 
murderers  of  the  Crime  Club!  The  house  wa«  aire 
watched,  woul<l  be  watched  now  untiringly.  Uficca.«s4: 
not  a  movement  of  his  henceforth  but  would'  be  tmdcr  tfa 
eves ! 

# 

His  hands,  resting  on  the  arms  of  the  chair,  closed  do« 
until  they  Iwcame  tight-clenched,  knotted  fists,  Wliat  ■ 
he  to  do?    It  was  not  onlv  the  Crime  Club,  it  was  nrc  oc 

m 

the  Tocsin  and  her  peril — there  was  the  underworld 
ping  and  snarling  at  his  heels,  there  was  the  police. 
and  sullen,  ever  on  the  trail  of  the  Gray  Seal!  Hb  hi 
even  before  this,  in  his  fight  against  the  underworld  and  t 
police,  had  depended  upon  his  freedom  of  action— and  «^ 
at  one  and  the  same  time,  that  freedom  was  cut  awav  fn 
tx^ncath  his  feet.  a«i  it  were,  and  a  third  foe,  equally  as  dad 
as  the  others,  was  added  to  the  list! 

I'or  mouths,  to  preserve  and  sustain  the  character  of  Ltf 
the  Rat.  he  had  Ikh-u  forced  to  assume  the  role  almost  dik 
for.  in  that  snnlid  empire  Ih'Iow  the  dead  line,  vhoae  m 
rnmmoTi  IkhuI  and  aim  was  the  Gray  Seal's  death,  wte 
<(u<picioTi.  one  rif  the  other,  was  rampant  and  esctraian* 
where  ertrli  niii:ht  l>e  the  one  against  whom  all  sworr  lk0 
v«'ni:e:inre,  Larry  the  Rat  could  not  mysteriously  deo^ftf 
fnun  his  art'u^tMinr'i  haimts  without  inviting  saspicioa  > 
an  Httive  .ind  ]»raitii:il  form — an  inquisitorial  risil  to  ii 
sfin.ilid  lr>«li:ings,  thu  Sanctuary — and  the  end  of  Lanjii 
Bat ! 

If,  as  he  had  thought  only  a  few  hours  before,  he 
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trough  forever  with  his  dual  life,  that  would  not  have  mat- 
^nd,  the  underworld  would  have  been  welcome  to  make 
fhat  it  chose  of  it — ^but  now  the  preservation  of  the  char- 
cter  of  Larry  the  Bat  was  more  vital  and  necessary  to  him 
^n  it  had  ever  been  before.  It  as  a  means  of  defense 
nd  offense  against  these  men  who  lurked  now  outside  his 
oors.  It  was  the  sole  means  now  of  communication  with 
er ;  for.  warned  both  by  Jason's  words,  and  what  must  be 
n  obvious  fact  to  her,  that  their  plans  had  miscarried,  that 
was  dangerous  to  communicate  with  him  as  Jimmie  Dale, 
it  would  expect  him,  count  on  him  to  make  that  move, 
"here  would  be  no  longer  either  reason  or  attempt  on  her 
irt  to  maintain  the  mystery  with  which  she  had  heretofore 
srrounded  herself,  the  crisis  had  come,  she  would  be  watch- 
ig,  waiting,  hoping,  seeking  for  him  more  anxiously  and 
ith  far  more  at  stake  than  he  had  ever  sought  for  her — 
nil  now! 

He  got  up  impulsively  from  his  chair,  and,  in  the  black- 

8S,  began  to  pace  the  room.    The  next  move  was  clear, 

ifully  clear ;  it  had  been  clear  from  the  first,  it  had  been 

ir  even  m  that  ride  in  the  car — it  was  so  clear  that  it 

Sled  veritably  to  mock  him  as  he  prodded  his  brains  for 

«  means  of  putting  it  into  execution.    He  must  get  to 

Sanctuary,  become  Larry  the  Bat — but  how?    How! 

question  seemed  at  last  to  become  Vcsonant,  to  ring 

Igh  the  room  with  the  weight  of  doom  upon  it. 

hemes,  plans,  ideas  came,  bringing  a  momentary  uplift 

y  to  be  discarded  the  next  instant  with  a  sort  of  bitter, 

rate  regret.    These  men  were  not  men  of  mere  ordi- 

ntelligence ;  their  cleverness,  their  power,  the  amazing 

of  their  organisation,  all  bore  grim  witness  to  the  fact 

\ty  would  be  blinded  not  at  all  by  any  paltry  ruse. 

:ould  walk  out  of  the  house  in  the  morning  as  Jim- 

ile  without  apparent  hindrance — that   was  obvious 

And  so  long  as  he  pursued  the  usual  avocations 

nie  Dale,  he  would  not  be  interfered   with — only 

'.    It  was  useless  to  consider  that  plan  for  a  moment 
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It  would  not  help  him  to  reach  the  Sanctuary — widioiil  kad 
ing  them  there  behind  him!  True,  there  was  ahrajrs  dx 
chance  that  he  might  shake  them  off  his  trail,  but  he  cooU 
hardly  hope  to  accomplish  anything  like  that  withoot  their 
knowing  that  it  was  done  deliberately — and  that  he  dared 
not  risk.  The  strongest  weapon  in  his  hands  now  was  fail 
secret  knowledge  that  he  was  being  watched. 

That  telephone  there,  for  instance,  that  most  curiously  Vr^ 
on  insisting  in  his  mind  that  it,  and  it  alone  wa!(  the  way  ooB. 
was  the  last  thing  he  could  place  in  jeopardy.  Besides 
there  was  another  reason  why  such  a  plan  would  not  do :  for. 
granting  even  that  he  succeeded  in  eluding  them  on  the  vit. 
and  managed  to  reach  the  Sanctuary,  his  freedom  of  act?.c 
would  be  so  restricted  and  limited  as  to  be  practically  word- 
less— he  would  have  to  return  to  his  home  here  again  nrha 
a  reasonable  time  as  Jimmie  Dale,  within  a  few  hocn  i: 
most — or  again  they  would  be  in  possession  of  the  fact  tlai 
he  had  discovered  their  surveillance. 

That,  it  was  true,  had  t>een  his  original  plan  when  he  had 
entered  the  house  half  an  hour  previously,  but  it  was  an  o- 
tircly  difTerent  matter  now.  Then,  he  had  counted  m 
netting  away  without  their  knowing  it.  before  they,  af  he 
had  fondly  thought,  would  have  had  a  chance  to  estab^ 
tlu'ir  c<^pionage.  and  when  they  would  have  had  no 
to  <;ns]>cct.  for  a  time  at  least,  that  he  was  not  still 
the  hon<e.  when  they  would  have  been  watching,  as  it 
an  empty  cage. 

Me  stoi^{)cd  in  his  walk,  and.  after  a  moment,  dro(v>' 
down  into  the  lounging  chair  again.  That  was  it.  of  coonL 
An  empty  cage!  If  he  could  escape  from  the  hoose!  N« 
so  much  without  their  seeing  him :  that  was  more  cr  k* 
a  nuvlianioal  detail.  But  escape — and  leave  them  in  poMO* 
sirm  of  a  sort  of  g\iarantee  or  assurance  that  he  was  id 
there !  That  would  give  him  the  freedom  of  action  tktf  ke 
must  have,  lie  smiled  with  bitter  irony.  That  soM 
tlie  pn)f)K-m!  That  was  all  there  was  to  it — jost  tbsi!  k 
wa<  verv  simple,  exceedingly  simple;  it  was  onhr- 
Mble ! 
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The  smile  left  his  lips,  and  once  more  his  hands  clenched 
fiercely.  No;  it  was  not  impossible!  It  must  be  done — ^if 
he  was  to  win  through,  if  he  was  even  to  save  himself !  It 
must  be  done — or  fail  her  1  It  could  be  done ;  there  was  a 
way — if  be  could  only  lee  itt 
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A  S  the  minutes  passed,  tnciny  of  them,  Jimmie  Dak  n: 
'**'  there  motionless,  staring  before  him  at  the  d«*  ihi: 
was  faintly  outlined  in  the  unlighted  room.  Then  vrw- 
where  in  the  house  a  clock  struck  the  hour.  Five  o'clu:*' 
He  raised  his  head.  Yes!  It  could  be  done!  There  wi*  a 
way !  I  Ic  had  the  ^erm  of  it  now.  And  now  the  phn  bt- 
^an  to  f^row.  to  take  form  and  shape  in  his  mind,  to  dcn«- 
tail,  to  knit  the  integral  parts  into  a  comprehensive  wh-V 
There  was  a  way — but  he  must  have  assistance.  Jasoo— 
yc«5.  a'i'^r.n'dly.  Ron'^on,  his  chauffeur — ^yes.  equally  as  tree- 
won  hv  as  Tason.  Ronton  was  devoted  to  him  :  and  nKwrpn^ 
Reunion  was  younjj.  alrrt.  darinjj,  cool.  He  had  had  wen 
tlian  one  occasion  to  test  Benson's  resourcefulness  19^ 
norw ! 

Jimmie  Dale  ro«5e  abruptly,  went  to  the  rear  wiiulov.  a:>i 
partiniT  the  curtains  cautiou^^ly.  stood  peering  down  intoifv 
courtyard.  Yo<.  it  was  feasible:  even  a  little  more  ria» 
fiasjble.  The  parace  fronted  the  driveway,  of  cooTM.  » 
irivo  free  cntranro  and  ecrre^s  to  the  cars,  but  where  the  «J 
of  the  ^'ar:tt:e  and  the  roar  wall  of  the  house  overlapped  tf 
it  were,  the  ^pacc  l>otween  them  was  not  mtich  more  tta 
ten  v.irrN :  an(l  here  the  shadows  of  the  two  walls.  iningr«C 
lay  like  a  black.  ini])enetrable  pathway — not  like  that  elfetf 
>ha(1ow  be  had  seen  moving  at  the  side  of  the  garatec  ^ 
th.'tt.  if  Tvit  frtr  the  moment  discernible,  was  none  Ibe  to 
surely  still  Inrkinp  there! 

S.iti^fied.  Jimnu'e  Dale  swimjj  briskly  from  the 
an<f    i:nmrr  now  to  hi<  bedroom  across  the  halL 

and  went  to  U'd — but  not  to  sleep.     T*""        oaM  he 
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nougfa  to  sleep,  all  day,  if  he  wished ;  now,  there  were  still 
ie  little  details  to  be  thought  out  that,  more  than  anything 
Ise,  could  make  or  wreck  his  plans.  A  point  overdone,  the 
iintest  suggestion  of  a  false  note  where  men  of  the  calibre 
f  those  against  whom  he  was  now  fighting  for  his  life  were 
mcemed,  would  not  only  make  his  scheme  abortive,  but 
rould  place  him  utterly  at  their  mercy. 

It  was  nine  o'clock  when  he  rang  for  Jason. 

"  Jason,"  he  said  abruptly,  as  the  other  entered,  **  I  want 
cm  to  telephone  for  Doctor  Merlin." 

^  The  doctor,  sir  I "  exclaimed  the  old  man  anxiously. 
You're — you're  not  ill,  Master  Jim,  sir?" 

••  Do  I  look  ill,  Jason  ?  "  inquired  Jimmie  Dale  gravely. 

••  Well,  sir,"  admitted  Jason,  in  concern ;  "  a  bit  done  tq), 
r,  perhaps.    A  little  pale,  sir ;  though  I'm  sure ** 

**  Vm  glad  to  hear  it,"  said  Jimmie  Dale,  sitting  up  in 
kL    **  The  worse  I  look,  the  better ! " 

**  I — I  beg  pardon,  sir?"  stammered  Jason. 

"  Jason,"  said  Jimmie  Dale,  gravely  again,  "  you  have  had 
sason  to  know  that  on  several  occasions  my  life  has  been 
ireatened.  It  is  threatened  now.  You  know  from  last 
ight  that  this  house  is  now  watched.  You  may,  or  you  may 
9t  have  surmised — that  our  telephone  wires  have  been 
ippcd." 

••  Tapped,  sir !  '* — Jason's  face  had  gone  a  little  gray. 

"Yes;  a  party  line,  so  to  speak,"  said  Jimmie  Dale 
rimly.  "Do  you  understand?  You  must  be  careful  to 
ly  no  more,  no  less  than  exactly  what  I  tell  you  to  say. 
fow  go  and  telephone !  Ask  the  doctor  to  come  over  and 
x  me  this  morning.  Simply  say  that  I  am  not  feeling 
cIl ;  but  that,  apart  from  being  apparently  in  a  very  ner- 
xis  condition,  you  do  not  know  what  is  the  matter." 

**  Yes.  sir — good  Lord,  sir !  "  gasped  Jason — and  left  the 
xwn  to  carry  out  his  orders. 

An  hour  later.  Doctor  Merlin  had  been  and  gone — and 
id  left  two  prescriptions;  one  written,  the  other  verbal, 
^ith  the  written  one,  Benson,  in  his  chauffeur's  livery,  was 
to  the  drug  store;  the  verbal  one  was  precisely 
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what  Jimroie  Dale  had  cxi>ectcd  from  the  fussy  old  fannh 
physician :  "  Two  or  three  days  of  quiet  in  the  booK, 
James ;  and  if  you  need  me  again,  let  me  know."* 

"  Now,  Jason/'  said  Jinimie  Dale,  when  the  old  man  hid 
returned  from  ushering  Doctor  Merlin  from  the  hocne. 
"  our  friends  out  there  will  be  anxious  to  learn  the  verdir 
I  was  to  dine  with  the  Ross-Hendersons  to-morrow  ugb. 
was  I  not  ?  " 

"  Yes,  sir ;  I  think  so,  sir." 

**  Make  sure!  "  said  Jimmie  Dale.  "  Look  in  my  enpg^ 
ment  book  there  on  the  table." 

Jason  looked. 

"  Yes,  sir,  that's  right."  he  announced. 

"  Very  good,"  said  Jimmie  Dale  softly.  "  Now  go  aad 
telephone  again,  Jason.  Present  my  regrets  and  exoso 
to  the  Ross-Hendersons,  and  say  that  under  the  doctcr'i 
orders  I  am  confined  to  the  house  for  the  next  few  daf»— 
and.  Tason !  '* 

"Yes,  sir?" 

"  \Mien  Benson  returns  with  the  medicine  let  him  bri^ 
It  here  himself — and  I  shall  want  vou  as  well.** 

Jimmie  Dale  propped  himself  up  a  little  wearily  on  tk 
pillows,  as  Ja-^on  went  out  of  the  room.  After  alL  bi» 
condition  was  not  entirely  feigned.  He  was,  as  a  mtfttf 
of  fact,  pretty  well  ])layed  out,  both  mentally  and  physkalr 
Certainty,  that  he  should  require  a  doctor  and  be 
to  the  house  could  not  arouse  suspicion  even  in  the 
of  those  alert,  aristocratic  thugs  of  the  Crime  Chih.  fttm 
as  they  would  be  to  susfH^ct  anything — a  man  who  had  bca 
knocked  unconscious  in  an  automobile  smash  the  mcbl  l^ 
fore,  bad  Ik-cii  in  a  fight,  had  been  subjected  to  a  tcrnir 
mental  <hock.  to  say  nothing  of  the  infernal  dnag  that  hii 
t>cen  aclrninistored  to  him,  might  well  be  expected  to  k 
indisposed  the  next  morning,  and  for  several  moniiqp  id- 
lowing  that !  It  might,  indeed,  even  cause  them  to  ids 
their  vigilance  for  the  time  being — thou^  he  duvd 
nothing  on  that.    Well,  he  had  only  to 
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fason  in  the  parts  they  were  to  play,  and  the  balance  of  the 
noming  and  all  the  afternoon  was  his  in  which  to  rest. 

He  reached  over  to  the  table,  picked  up  a  pencil  and  paper, 
ind  began  to  jot  down  memoranda.  He  had  just  tossed  the 
Kncil  back  on  the  table  as  the  two  men  entered. 

Jason,  at  a  sign,  closed  the  door  quietly. 

Jtmmie  Dale  looked  at  Benson  half  musingly,  half  whim- 
•ically,  for  a  moment  before  he  spoke. 

*•  Benson,"  he  said,  "  the  back  seat  of  the  large  touring  car 
s  hinged  and  lifts  up,  once  the  ctishion  is  removed,  doesn't 
t?" 

•*  Yes,  sir,"  Benson  answered  promptly. 

**  And  there's  space  enough  for,  say,  a  man  inside,  isn't 
here?" 

••Why,  yes,  sir;  I  suppose  so — at  a  squeeze" — Benson 
tared  blankly. 

"  Quite  so ! "  said  Jimmie  Dale  calmly.  "  Now,  another 
natter,  Benson:  I  believe  some  chauffeurs  have  a  habit, 
rhcn  occasion  lends  itself,  of  taking,  shall  we  say,  their 
best  girl '  out  riding  in  their  masters*  machines  ?  " 

"Some  might,"  Benson  replied,  a  little  stifSy.  "I  hope 
ou  don't  think,  sir,  that " 

**  One  moment,  Benson.  The  point  is,  it's  done— -quite 
Cfierally?" 

-  Yes,  sir." 

•*  And  you  have  a  *  best  girl,'  or  at  least  could  find  one  for 
nch  a  purpose,  if  you  were  so  inclined  ?  " 

-  Yes.  sir,"  said  Benson ;  "  but " 

••Very  good!"  Jimmie  Dale  interrupted.  "Then  to- 
Ight.  Benson,  taking  advantage  of  my  illness,  and  to-mor- 
ow  night,  and  the  nights  after  that  until  further  notice,  you 
rill  acquire  and  put  into  practice  that  reprehensible  habit." 

••  I — I  don't  understand,  Mr.  Dale." 

•*  No;  I  dare  say  not,"  said  Jimmie  Dale — and  then  the 

rhtmsicality  dropped  from  him.    "  Benson,"  he  said  slowly. 

do  yoa  remember  a  night,  nearly  four  years  ago,  the  first 

4ght  yoa  eve*  saw  me?    You  had,  indiscreetly,  I  think. 
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displayed  more  money  than  was  wise  in  that  East  Side  ncif^ 
bourhood." 

*  I  remember/'  said  Benson,  with  a  sudden  start:  thn 
simply :  "  I  wouldn't  be  here  now,  sir,  if  it  hadn't  been  for 
you." 

"  Well,"  said  Jimmie  Dale  quietly.  "  the  tables  are  nir^: 
to-day,  Benson.  As  Jason  already  knows,  this  house  ^ 
watched.  I'or  reasons  that  I  cannot  explain.  I  am  in  erta: 
danger.  Kluntly.  I  am  putting  my  hfe  in  your  hands — ui 
Jason's. 

Benson  looked  for  an  lUNlant  from  Jimmie  Dale  to  Jikjcl 
caught  the  strained,  troubled  expression  on  the  old  cuzt 
face,  then  back  again  at  Jimmie  Dale. 

*'  D'ye  mean  that,  sir!  "  he  crierL  **  Then  you  can  car: 
on  me,  Mr.  Dale,  to  the  last  ditch!  " 

**  I  kTunv  that.  MeU'^oii."  Jimmie  Dale  said  softly.  **  V«: 
now.  both  of  you.  listen !  It  is  imperative  that  I  should  ^ 
away  fnmi  the  hou<c:  and  equally  im|Hrrativc  that  those 
watching  should  iK-lieve  that  I  am  still  here.  Not  e«x 
the  servant^  are  to  Iw  jHrrmiited  a  suspicion  that  I  am  ncf 
here  in  niv  bcfl.  ill.  That.  Tason.  i<  vour  task.  "  Yoa  w^ 
allow  no  one  to  wait  on  me  but  yourself:  you  will  brine  ^ 
meal  trays  up  regularly  -and  eat  the  foijd  yourself.  Yak 
will  answer  all  inquiries,  telephone  and  otherwise,  in  Ptf- 
Non — 1  am  not  seeing  any  one.  You  tuiderstand  pcrfeoh. 
lasrm?  " 

'*  I  understand.  Master  Jim.  You  need  have  no  fear,  m. 
on  that  >core." 

"  Niiw.  yrni.  Hrnson."  Jimmie  Dale  went  on.  ".A  f«« 
rninute>  ago  I  "^rnt  you  out  in  your  chauffeur's  tofs  vA 
that  I'n-MTipiirMi.  Vou  were  undoubtedly  ohsenrcd  J 
WMuted  v<.ii  to  ]h\  It  was  quite  necessary  that  they 
know  and  !>e  able  to  recognise  you  ai^in — to  di! 
mirul';  later  on  of  the  possibility  that  I  mif^ht  be 
ing  in  yonr  clothes:  and  also,  of  course,  that  they 
kvi.w  who  vou  were,  and  what  your  position  was  in  the 
Im'M.  \'vtv  Will '  To-night,  at  eipht  oVIock  exactly, ««■ 
til  LM  ii!:T   i:>r.\  tl.e  back  door  of  the  house  to  the 
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Q  the  way  out — it  will  be  quite  dark  then — I  want  you  to 
tip  something,  say,  a  bunch  of  keys  that  you  had  been 
igling  in  your  hand.  You  are  to  experience  some  diflfi- 
ihy  in  finding  it  again,  move  about  a  little  to  force  any  one 
at  may  be  lurking  by  the  garage  to  retreat  around  the  cor- 
T.  Gnmible  a  bit  and  make  a  little  noise;  but  you  are 
It  to  overdo  it — a  couple  of  minutes  at  the  outside  is 
lOugh,  by  that  time  I  shall  be  under  the  car  seat.  You  will 
en  run  the  machine  out  to  the  street  and  stop  at  the  curb, 
mp  out.  and,  as  though  you  had  forgotten  something, 
ury  back  to  the  garage.  You  must  not  be  away  long — 
lOugh  only  to  permit,  say.  a  passer-by  to  glance  into  the 
r  and  satisfy  himself  that  it  is  empty.  You  understand, 
course,  Benson,  that  the  hood  must  be  down — no  closed 
r  to  invite  even  the  suggestion  of  concealment — that  would 
a  fatal  blunder.  Drive  then  to  the  young  lady's  home  by 
direct  a  route  as  you  can — give  no  appearance  of  being 
rare  that  you  are  followed,  as  you  will  be,  and  much  less 
e  appearance  of  attempting  to  elude  pursuit.  Act  natu- 
Hy.  Between  here  and  your  destination  I  will  manage 
idily  enough  to  leave  the  car.  You  will  then  take  the 
ung  lady  for  her  drive — that  is  what  they  will  be  interested 
—your  motive  for  going  out  to-night.  And.  as  I  said,  take 
r  driving  again  on  each  succeeding  night— establish  the 
bit  to  their  satisfaction." 

Jtmmie  Dale  paused,  glanced  at  the  paper  which  he  still 
Id  in  his  hand,  then  handed  it  to  Benson. 
"  Just  one  thing  more.  Benson,"  he  said :  "  Listed  on  that 
per  you  will  find  a  different  rendezvous  for  each  night 
r  the  next  five  nights,  excluding  to-night,  which,  after  you 
ve  returned  the  young  lady  to  her  home,  you  are  to  pass 
•  on  your  way  back  here.  See  that  your  drive  is  always 
er  in  time  for  you  to  pass  each  night's  rendezvous  at  half- 
ist  eleven  sharp.  Don't  stop  unless  I  signal  you.  If  I 
n  not  there,  go  right  on  home,  and  be  at  the  next  place 
I  tfic  following  night  I  am  fairly  well  satisfied  they  will 
It  bother  about  you  after  to-night,  or  to-morrow  night  at 
C  most ;  but,  for  all  that,  you  must  take  no  chances,  so.  ex- 
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cept  in  the  route  you  take  in  going  to  the  young  b<h\ 
always  avoid  covering  the  same  ground  twice,  which  mif!tt 
give  the  a()pea ranee  of  having  some  uhcrior  purpose  in  tkv 
— even  in  your  drives,  vary  your  runs.  Is  this  clear.  Ba- 
son ?  " 

"  Yes,  sir/'  said  Benson  earnestly. 

**  Very  well,  then,"  said  Jimniie  Dale.  **  Eight  o'doci 
to  the  dot,  Henson^-com()are  your  time  with  Jason's.  .\ad 
now,  Jason,  see  that  1  get  a  chance  to  sleep  until  dinner  taat 
to-ni^'ht.*' 

The  hours  that  followed  were  hours  of  sotuid  and  muc^ 
needed  sKi-})  fur  Jimmie  Dale,  and  from  which  he  awoke 
only  on  |a^on*s  entrance  that  evening  with  the  dinner  ini 

•*  I've  slept  like  a  log.  Jason ! "  he  cried  briskly,  i*  hr 
leaped  out  of  bed.    "Anything  new — anything  happened?* 

**  Xo,  sir;  not  a  thing,"  Jason  answered.  "  Only,  iliste 
Jim.  sir" — the  old  man  twisted  his  hands  ner\-ously— *  I— 
youMl  excii'^e  my  saying  so.  sir — I  do  hoi>e  youll  be  caitfa 
to-nii^'ht.  sir.  I  can*t  help  being  afraid  that  somcthiq{l 
hap])en  to  you.  Master  Jim." 

"Nonsense,  Jason!"  Jimmie  Dale  laughed  chcerfoBi 
"  Thf-re's  notliin^  K^ing  to  happen — to  nic!  You  go  ahai 
now  and  stay  with  the  servants,  and  get  them  out  of  the  mi 
at  the  proper  time." 

]\c  l):itlK'd.  dressed,  ate  his  dinner,  and  was  slipping ctf- 
trirli^es  into  tlie  magazine  of  his  automatic  when,  wkbaa 
minute  or  two  of  eii^'ht  o'clock,  Jason's  whisper  came  ffM 
Xhr  (Inorway. 

••  It'-i  all  ilear  now.  Master  Jim,  sir.** 

"Ri.:li:I'*  Jii:niio  O.ile  res[)onded — and  folDamtd  Jmm 
d'.wn  tin   -•  :ir\v  »v.  and  to  the  head  of  the  cellar 

1 1«rr   I.  "    :»  li.ilteil. 

**  (  hhI  !  .-(  ]i  yon.  .M.i>ter  Jim! "  said  the  old  man 
"  Thmm!  Ill-lit.  Ja*«oii."  Jinnnie  Dale  answered  softlf: 
wi*Ii  a  n*:t-s\iriii;^'  >4it:eoze  on  the  other's  arm,  went  ond 

to  t!  .•  »i  !I.ir. 

I  !«Tr  l:t  :   •■% .  d  .;iii.klv.  noiselcsslv  across  to  the 
not  tlK-  \\  :.  !    A  «f  tlif  ni'lit  Ix'fore.  but  anot     r  of  the 
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description,  almost  directly  beneath  the  one  in  his  den  above, 
tfiat  faced  the  garage  and  lay  in  the  line  of  that  black  shadow 
path  between  the  two  buildings.  Deftly,  cautiously  without 
•otind,  a  half  inch,  an  inch  at  a  time  he  opened  it.  He  stood 
listening,  then.  A  minute  passed.  Then  he  heard  Benson 
open  and  shut  the  back  door ;  then  Benson  in  the  yard ;  and 
then  Benson's  voice  in  a  muttered  and  irritable  growl,  talking 
to  himself,  as  he  stamped  around  on  the  ground. 

With  a  lithe,  agile  movement,  Jimmie  Dale  pulled  him- 
self up  and  through  the  window — and  began  to  creep  rapidly 
on  hands  and  knees  toward  the  garage.  It  was  dark,  in- 
tensely dark.  He  could  barely  distinguish  Benson's  form, 
though,  as  he  passed  the  other,  the  slight  sounds  he  made 
drowned  out  by  the  chauffeur's  angry  mumblings,  he  could 
have  reached  out  and  touched  Benson  easily. 

He  gained  the  interior  of  the  garage,  and,  as  Benson, 
came  on  again,  stepped  lightly  into  the  car,  lifted  the  seat, 
and  wriggled  his  way  inside. 

It  was  close,  stuffy,  abominably  cramped,  but  Jimmie 
Dale  was  smiling  grimly  now.  Thanks  to  Benson,  there 
wasn't  a  possibility  that  he  had  been  seen.  He  both  felt 
and  heard  Benson  start  the  car.  Then  the  car  moved  for- 
ward, ran  the  length  of  the  driveway,  bumped  slightly  as  it 
made  the  street — and  stopped.  He  heard  Benson  jump  out 
and  run  back — and  then  he  listened  intently,  and  the  grim 
snile  flickered  on  his  lips  again.  Came  the  sound  of  a  foot- 
step on  the  sidewalk  close  beside  the  car — then  silence — ^the 
car  shook  a  little  as  though  some  one's  weight  was  on  the 
step— then  the  footsteps  receded — Benson  returned  on  the 
run — and  the  car  started  forward  once  more. 

Perhaps  ten  minutes  passed.  Three  times  the  car  had 
swerved  sharply,  making  a  comer  turn.  Then  Jimmie  Dale 
pushed  up  the  seat,  and,  protected  from  observation  from 
behind  by  the  back  of  the  car  itself,  crawled  out  and 
crouched  down  on  the  floor  of  the  tonneau. 

"  Don't  look  around,  Benson,"  he  said  calmly.  "  Arc  wc 
tfoibwed  ?  " 

•*  Yes,  sir,"  Boison  answered.    "  At  least,  there's  always 
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been  a  car  behind  us,  though  not  the  same  one.  They 
pretty  clever.  There  must  be  three  or  four,  each  followi 
the  other.  Every  time  I  turn  a  comer  it's  a  dtfFercnt  car  t* 
turns  it  behind  me." 

"  How  far  behind?"    Jimmie  Dale  asked. 

"  Half  a  block." 

"  Slow  down  a  little,"  instructed  Jimmie  Dale :  "  axKl  do 
turn  another  comer  until  they've  had  a  chance  to  acr^ 
date  themselves  to  your  new  speed.  You  are  goini;  lor  • 
for  me  to  jump,  and  I  don't  want  them  to  notice  any  ch:- 
in  speed,  except  what  is  made  in  plain  sight.  Yes:  ihi 
bettor.    Where  are  we,  Renson  ?  " 

That's  Amsterdam  Avenue  ahead."  replied  Bens<n. 
All  ripht."  said  Jimmie  Dale  quietly.     "  Turn  inm 
The  more  people  the  better.    Tell  me  just  as  you  arc  ibc 
to  turn." 

"Yes.  sir."  said  Benson;  then,  almost  on  the  in?a: 
"All  rendy.  sir!" 

Timmie  Dale's  hand  reached  out  for  the  door  catch.  c4c 
the  door  ajar,  the  car  swerved,  took  the  comer — and  '= 
mie  Dale  sto]>]H'd  out  on  the  nmnini:  hoard,  hun?  *}^ 
nri:h\'ently  for  a  moment  as  though  chattinsr  w'Th  Rr>^ 
and  then  with  an  airy  "  pood-nipht  "  dropped  nninr*^-'^^ 
to  the  ground,  anrl  the  next  instant  had  mingled  »i:^5 
thrr>iiij  of  pi'dr<trian<5  on  the  sidewalk. 

A  half  minute  later,  a  lanje  pray  autonn^hile  turr^'  ^ 
rornrr  nnrl  followed  Ren<on — and  Ttmmic  Dale,  stcrr^^^ 
into  ilif  street  apain.  swunp  on  a  doviTitown  car.  Thf  r»i 
t«)  the  S.iiirttiary  wa-^  open! 

In  his  inipatit-nce.  now.  the  «5treet  car  5eeme<l  to  «!rt:  I'-'Bt 
every  font  of  the  way  :  hut  a  tjlance  at  his  watch,  a*  Vr  !""*-'' 
reaclu'd  tlie  Rowery.  and.  walking  then,  rapidly  a:*!  ^'«'**< 
the  rrf»-s  stn-it  a  few  steps  ahead  that  led  to  the  Sir-^rar' 
t'lM  him  tli:it  it  was  still  hiu  a  quarter  to  nine.  But  rrff ' 
t!::it  lie  <j\ii«ki'iird  his  steps  a  little.  He  was  free  ncm  '  TV« 
w:i<  a  <Mrt  of  -.ivacje.  elemental  uplift  upon  him.  Hf  ^ 
f  rr-<- '  Me  inuM  strike  now  in  his  own  defense— ^and  bs* 
In  a  few  moments  he  would  be  at  the  Saoctuarj;  kif^ 
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more  he  would  be  Larry  the  Bat ;  and  by  to-morrow  at  the 
latest  he  would  see — The  Tocsin.  After  all,  that  "hour" 
was  not  to  be  taken  from  him !  It  was  not,  perhaps,  the  hour 
that  she  had  meant  it  should  be,  thought  and  prayed,  per- 
haps, that  it  might  be  1  It  was  not  the  hour  of  victory.  But 
it  was  the  hour  that  meant  to  him  the  realisation  of  the  years 
of  longing,  the  hour  when  he  should  see  her,  see  her  for  the 
first  time  face  to  face,  when  there  should  be  no  more  barriers 
between  them,  when " 

"  Fer  Gawd's  sake,  mister,  buy  a  pencil !  " 

A  hand  was  plucking  at  his  sleeve,  the  thin  voice  was 
whining  in  his  ear.  He  halted  mechanically.  A  woman, 
old,  bedraggled,  ragged,  was  thrusting  a  bunch  of  cheap 
pencils  imploringly  toward  him — and  then,  with  a  stifled  cry, 
Jimmie  Dale  leaned  forward.  The  eyes  that  lifted  to  his  for 
an  instant  were  bright  and  clear  with  the  vigor  of  youth, 
gresLt  eyes  of  brown  they  were,  and  trouble,  hope,  fear,  wist- 
fukiess,  ay,  and  a  glorious  shyness  were  in  their  depths. 
And  then  the  voice  he  knew  so  well,  the  Tocsin's  voice,  was 
whispering  hurriedly : 

**  I  will  be  waiting  here,  Jimmie — for  Larry  the  Bat** 


k. 


CHAPTER  VIII 

THE  TOCSIN 

TT  was  only  a  little  way  back  along  the  street  fro 
*  Sanctuary  to  the  comer  on  the  Bowery  where  a! 
mie  Dale  he  had  left  her,  where  as  Larry  the  Bat  now  I 
going  to  meet  her  again ;  it  would  take  only  a  moment 
even  at  I^rry  the  Bat's  habitual,  characteristic,  sfei 
gait — ^but  it  seemed  that  was  all  too  slow,  that  he  must 
discretion  to  the  winds  and  run  the  distance.  His  bloc 
tingling ;  there  was  elation  upon  him,  coupled  with  an  ; 
childlike  dread  that  she  might  be  gone. 

"  The  Tocsin !    The  Tocsin !  "  he  kept  sayiiif;  to  hi 

Yes;  she  wa<;  still  there,  still  whiningly  imploring 

who  passed  to  buy  her  miserable  pencils — and  then.  i 

(luick-flung  whisper  to  him  to  follow  as  he  slouched  a| 

to  her,  she  had  started  slowly  down  the  street. 

"  The  Tocsin !  The  Tocsin !  The  Tocsin !  ** — his 
seemed  to  l>e  ringing  with  the  words,  ringing  with  th 
a  note  clear  as  a  silver  bell.  The  Tocsin — at  last! 
woman  who  so  strangelv,  so  wonderfully,  so  mrstcri 
had  entered  into  his  life,  and  possessed  it,  and  fiDcd  if  i 
love  and  yearning  that  had  come  to  mold  and  swai 
actuate  his  very  existence — the  woman  for  whom  hi 
fought ;  for  whom  he  had  risked,  and  ghdiy  risked 
wealth,  his  name,  his  honour^-everything ;  the  womai 
whose  sake  he.  the  (iray  Seal,  was  sought  and  hounded  J 
mo^t  notorious  criminal  of  the  age:  she  whose  dtwtt 
whose  resourcefiihiess,  whose  amazing  intimaar 
hidclen  things  of  the  underworld  had  seemed, 
lK)rcler  on  ilie  stipematural ;  she,  the  Tocsin— the  •• 
whose  face  he  had  never  seen  before !    The  waan  ■! 
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;  he  had  never  seen  before — and  who  now  was  that 
tched  hag  that  hobbled  along  the  street  before  him, 
pvg,  whining,  and  importuning  the  passers-by  to  pur- 
•►c  of  her  pitiful  wares! 

[e  laughed  a  little — ^buoyantly.  He  had  never  pictured  a 
meeting  such  as  this !  A  hag  ?  Yes !  And  one  as  dis- 
itable  in  appearance  as  he  himself,  as  Larry  the  Bat,  was 
eputable !  But  he  had  seen  her  eyes !  Inimitable  as  was 
disguise,  she  could  not  hide  her  eyes,  or  hide  the  pledge 
'  held  of  the  beauty  of  form  and  feature  beneath  the 
rrcd  rags  and  the  touch  of  a  master  in  the  make-up  that 
^ht  haggard  want  and  age  into  the  face — ^and  dimly  he 
in  to  divine  the  source,  the  means  by  which  she  had  ac- 
ed  the  information  that  for  years  had  enabled  her  to  plan 
r  coups,  that  had  enabled  him  to  execute  them  under  the 
e  of  crime,  that  for  years  had  seemed  beyond  all  himian 
h. 

Tierc  was  she  going?    Where  was  she  taking  him?    But 
\  did  it  matter !    The  years  of  waiting  were  at  an  end — 
ears  of  mystery  in  a  few  moments  now  would  be  mys- 
lo  more ! 

!    She  had  turned  from  the  Bowery,  and  was  heading 
He  shuffled  on  after  her,  guardedly,  a  half  block  be- 
lt was  well  that  Jimmie  Dale  had  disappeared,  that 
Larry  the  Bat  again — the  neighbourhood  was  grow- 
Tc  and  more  one  that  Jimmie  Dale  could  not  long 
n  without  attracting  attention ;  while,  on  the  other 
was  the  natural  environment  of  such  as  Larry  the 
such  as  she.  who  was  leading  him  now  to  the  su- 
loment  of  his  life.     Yes.  it  was  that — the  fulfill- 
^he  years!    The  thought  of  it  alone  filled  his  mind, 
it  brushed  aside,  it  blotted  out  for  the  time  being 
r,  the  peril,  the  deadly  menace  that  hung  over  them 
vas  only  that  she.  the  Tocsin,  was  here — only  that 
'  would  be  together. 

went,  traversing  street  after  street,  the  direction 
»ding  toward  the  river — until  finally  she  halted 
:  appeared  to  be,  as  nearly  as  he  could  make  out 
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in  the  almost  total  darkness  of  the  ill-lighted  street,  a  «r 
and  tumble-down,  self-contained  dwelling  that  bordered 
what  seemed  to  be  an  unfenced  store  yard  of  some  dnc 
tion.  He  drew  his  breath  in  sharply.  She  had  hahe 
waiting  for  him  to  come  up  with  her.  She  was  waitin|^ 
him — xvaiting  for  him!  It  seemed  as  though  he  drank 
some  strange,  exhilarating  elixir — he  reached  her  ! 
eagerly — and  then — and  then — her  hand  had  caught  hi*, 
she  was  leading  him  into  the  house,  into  a  black  (oss 
where  he  could  see  nothing,  into  a  room  equally  black  c 
whose  threshold  he  stumbled,  and  her  voice  in  a  low.  c 
scious  way,  with  a  little  trcmour,  a  half  sob  in  it  that  ihii 
him  with  its  promise,  was  in  his  ears : 

**  We  are  safe  here,  Jimmie.  for  a  little  while — but. 
Jimmie,  what  have  I  done!    What  have  I  done  to  br 
you  into  this — only — only — I  was  so  sure,  so  sure,  Jin 
that  there  was  nothing  more  to  fear!** 

The  blood  was  beating  in  hammer  blows  at  his  temp 
It  seemed  all  unreal,  untrue  that  this  moment  couM  be ! 
that  it  was  not  a  dream — a  dream  which  «i-as  presmtly  to 
snatched  from  him  in  a  bitter  awakening.  And  tha 
lauc^licd  out  wildly,  passionately.  No^it  was  true,  it  y 
roal !  Her  breath  was  on  his  cheek,  it  was  a  living,  pdh 
hand  that  was  still  in  his — and  then  soul  and  mind  and  h 
secniod  engulfed  and  lost  in  a  mad  ecstasy — and  she  ra 
hi<  arms,  crushed  to  him,  and  he  was  raining  kisses  opos ! 
face. 

"  I  love  you!  I  love  you! "  he  was  cr>'ing  hoanrif  ;i 
over  and  over  again:    "  I  love  you!     I  love  yea!" 

She  did  not  struggle.  The  warm,  rich  lips  wcrv  jridi 
to  his;  he  could  feel  the  throb,  the  life  in  the  jroin^  h 
form  against  his  own.  She  was  his — his!  The  fevxt 
pa>t.  all  were  swept  away — and  she  was  his  at  lasi— 40i 
always.  And  there  came  a  mighty  sense  of  kn^sUp  ^ 
him.  n*^  though  all  the  world  were  at  his  feet,  and  vid 
and  a  great,  glad  strength  aliove  all  other  men*s«  andatf 
was  in  his  soul,  a  song  triumphant — for  she  was  Ui' 

"  You !  "  he  cried  out — and  strained  her  to  Uak   "Tfli 
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e  cried  again — and  kissed  her  lips  and  her  eyelids  and  her 
ps  again. 

And  then  her  head  was  buried  on  his  shoulder,  and  she 
as  crying  softly ;  but  after  a  moment  she  raised  her  hands 
nd  laid  them  upon  his  face,  and  held  them  there,  and  be- 
luse  it  was  dark,  dared  to  raise  her  head  as  well,  and  her 
^es  to  look  into  his. 

Then  for  a  long  time  they  stood  there  so,  and  for  a  long 
me  neither  spoke — ^and  then  with  a  little  startled,  broken 
ry,  as  though  the  peril  and  the  menace  hanging  over  them, 
>rgotten  for  the  moment,  were  thrust  like  a  knife  stab 
iddenly  upon  her,  she  drew  herself  away,  and  ran  from 
im,  and  went  and  got  a  lamp,  and  lighted  it,  and  set  it 
pon  the  table. 

And  Jimmie  Dale,  still  standing  there,  watched  her.    How 

briously  her  eyes  shone,  dimmed   and   misty  with   the 

ars  that  filled  them  though  they  were!     And  there  was 

idling  incongruous  in  the  rags  that  clothed  her,  in  the 

oalour  and  poverty  of  the  bare  room,  in  the  white  furrows 

It  the  tears  had  plowed  through  the  grime  and  make-up 

her  cheeks. 

'You   wonderful,  wonderful  woman!'*     Jimmie  Dale 
spered. 

he  shook  her  head  as  though  almost  in  self-reproach. 

I  am  not  wonderful,  Jimmie,"  she  said,  in  a  low  voice. 

—and  then  she  caught  his  arm,  and  her  voice  broke  a 

— "  I've  brought  you  into  this — ^probably  to  your  death. 

ic,  tell  me  what  happened  last  night,  and  since  then. 

e  thought  at  times  to-day  I  should  go  mad.    Oh,  Jim- 

lere  is  so  much  to  say  to-night,  so  much  to  do  if — if 

*  ever  to  be  together  for — for  always.     Last  night, 

— ^the  telephone — I  knew  there  was  danger — that  all 

le  wrong — ^wfaat  was  it  ?  " 

nns  were  around  her  shoulders,  drawing  her  close 
gain. 

md  the  wires  tapped,"  he  said  slowly, 
and — and  the  man  you  met — the  chauffeur?** 
\  dead/*  Jimmie  Dale  answered  gently. 
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He  felt  her  hand  close  with  a  quick,  spasmodic  dutc^ 
upon  his  arm ;  her  face  grew  white — and  for  a  moment  she 
turned  away  her  head. 

"  And — and  the  p.ickajje?'*  she  asked  presently. 

"  I  do  not  know."  replied  Jimmie  Dale.  "  He  did  tsot 
have  it  with  him ;  he " 

"  Wait !  "  she  interrupted  quickly.  "  We  arc  only  m-a*r. 
injj  time  like  this!  Tell  me  ever\thinK.  ever\-ihinu  ju^:  l» 
it  hai>pcncd.  everything  from  the  moment  vou  received  n 
letter." 

And,  holdinjif  her  there  in  his  arms,  softening  as  be*:  Sp 
could  the  more  hrutal  details,  he  told  her.  And.  at  z^ 
end.  for  a  little  while  she  was  silent ;  then  in  a  strained,  c- 
pulsive  way  she  asked  again: 

"  Tlie  chauflfeur — vou  are  sure — vou  arc  positive  iha:  he 
is  dead?" 

"Yes,"  said  Jimmie  Dale  grimly;  "I  am  snre.-  .\ai 
then  the  pent-up  flood  of  questions  burst  from  hi*  fe*. 
Who  was  the  clKuiflTeur?  The  package,  the  box  nuiiibrt^ 
4J.^.  and  John  Johansson?  And  the  Crime  Club?  And  ^ 
issue  at  stake?  Tlie  danger,  the  peril  that  surrounded  hft' 
An<!  <hv — a  hove  all — more  than  anything  else — aboal  btf- 
solf  — luT  strange  life.  h<  mvster\'? 

Shf  clu'ckcd  him  with  a  strangely  wistful  touch  of  hs 
fiur^QT  u]M)n  his  lips,  with  a  queer,  pathetic  shake  of  ber 

ln'.l'l. 

**  Xo.  JiiniTiie ;  not  that  way.     You  would  never 

stand.     I  ranTU>t " 


'*  Hut  I  am  to  know — now!  Surelv  I  am  to  know 
!:••  rriid,  a  siiiiiii-n  sense  of  dismay  upon  him.  Three  ycar^* 
Thpi'  vr  irs-  -mul  always  the  "  next  "  time!  •*  I  most  ka* 
nf>\v.  if  I  Mil  tn  Ivlp  you!" 

Slif  s:t^;!,m1  :i  linlc  wanly  at  him.  as  she  drew  benrf 
away,  aii'i.  dmi-jiiiiL:  into  a  chair,  placed  her  elbows  on  dr 
rlrkt'ty  talil-j.  ruj'pinv;  her  chin  in  her  hands. 

*'  ^'f^ :  v'lu  arr  to  know  now,"  she  said,  almost  as  ihi^ 
slit'  ut  ri-  t.i!klTi'^'  to  !iiT-o!f :  tlien,  with  a  swift  intakt  of  Itf 
l>rt:(th.  ini{)i:l<ivrly :     "Jinunic!     Jimmie!     I  had  ll 


THE  TOCSIN  887 

that  It  would  be  all  so  different  when — when  you  came. 
That — ^that  I  would  have  nothing  to  fear — for  you — for 
mc — because — it  would  be  all  over.  And  now  you  are  here, 
Jimmie — and,  oh,  thank  God  for  you! — but  I  feel  to-night 
almost — ^almost  as  though  it  were  hopeless,  that — that  we 
were  beaten." 

"  Beaten ! "  He  stepped  quickly  to  the  table,  and  sat 
down,  and  took  one  of  her  hands  away  from  her  face  to 
hold  it  in  both  his  own.  "  Beaten ! "  he  laughed  out  de- 
fiantly; then,  playfully,  soothingly,  to  reassure  her:  "Jim- 
mie Dale  and  Larry  the  Bat  and  the  Gray  Seal  and  the  Toc- 
sin— beaten!   And  after  we  have  just  scored  the  last  trick !  " 

"  But  we  do  not  hold  many  trumps,  Jimmie,"  she  answered 
gravely.  "  You  have  seen  something  of  this  Crime  Qub's 
power,  its  methods,  its  merciless,  cruel,  inhuman  cunning, 
and  you,  perhaps,  think  that  you  understand — but  you  have 
not  begim  to  grasp  the  extent  of  either  that  power  or  cun- 
ning. This  horrible  organisation  has  been  in  existence  for 
many  years.  I  do  not  know  how  many.  I  only  know  that 
the  men  of  whom  it  is  composed  are  not  ordinary  criminals, 
that  they  do  not  work  in  the  ordinary  way — to-day,  they  set 
the  machinery  of  fraud,  deception,  robbery,  and  murder  in 
motion  that  ten  years  from  now.  and,  perhaps,  only  then, 
win  culminate  in  the  final  success  of  their  schemes — and 
they  play  only  for  enormous  stakes.  But " — her  lips  grew 
set — "  you  will  see  for  yourself.  I  must  not  talk  any  longer 
than  b  necessary;  we  must  not  take  too  much  time.  You 
count  on  three  days  before  they  b^n  to  suspect  that  all  is 
not  right  with  Jimmie  Dale — I  know  them  better  than  you, 
and  I  give  you  two  days,  forty-eight  hours  at  the  outside, 
and  possibly  far  less.  Jimmie  " — abruptly — "  did  you  ever 
hear  of  Peter  LaSallc?" 

••  The  capitalist  ?  Yes !  "  said  Jimmie  Dale.  "  He  died 
a  few  years  ago.  I  know  his  brother  Henry  well — at  the 
dub,  and  all  that."* 

••  Do  you !  *•  she  said  evenly.  "  Well,  the  man  you  know 
is  not  Peter  I^Salle's  brother ;  he  is  an  impostor — and  one 
of  the  Crime  Gub.'' 
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"  Not— Peter  LaSalle's  brother !  "— Jimmie  Dale  repeattd 
the  words  mechanically.  And  suddenly  his  brain  was  »h:ri- 
ing.  Vaguely,  dimly,  in  little  memory  snatches,  cvecu 
not  pertinent  then,  vitally  significant  now,  came  cto« Jrjj 
upon  him.  Peter  LaSalle  had  come  from  soniewherr  z 
the  West  to  live  in  New  York;  and  ver>'  shortly  after* iri 
had  died.  The  estate  had  been  worth  something  over  ekvs 
millions.  And  there  had  been — he  leaned  quickly.  ten<c;« 
forward  over  the  table,  staring  at  her.  "My  God  I"  at 
whispered  hoarsely.  "  You  are  not.  you  cannot  be — the- 
the  daughter — Peter  LaSalle's  daughter,  who  disappeared  to 
strangely! " 

'*  Yes»"  she  s^id  quietly.    "  I  am 


CHAPTER  IX 

THE  tocsin's  story 

r  ASALLE!    The  old  French  name!    That  old  French 
inscription  on  the  ring:  " Sonnes  le  Tocsin!"    Yes; 
€  b^an  to  understand  now.    She  was  Marie  LeSalle !    He 
egan  to  remember  more  clearly. 

Marie  LaSalle!  They  had  said  she  was  one  of  the  most 
eautiful  girls  who  had  ever  made  her  entree  into  New 
^ork  society.  But  he  had  never  met  her — as  Marie  La- 
lalle ;  never  met  her — until  now,  as  the  Tocsin,  in  this  bare, 
estitute,  squalid  hovel,  here  at  bay,  both  of  them,  for  their 


He  had  been  away  when  she  had  come  with  her  father 

New  York ;  and  on  his  return  there  had  only  been  the 

thcr's  brother  in  the  father's  place — ^and  she  was  gone. 

I  remembered  the  furor  her  disappearance  had  caused; 

\  enormous  rewards  her  uncle  had  offered  in  an  effort  to 

:e  her ;  the  thousand  and  one  speculations  as  to  what  had 

xnc  of  her;  and  that  then,  gradually,  as  even  the  most 

tling  and  mystifying  of  events  and  happenings  always 

Jie  affair  had  dropped  into  oblivion  and  had  been  for- 

n  by  the  public  at  least.     He  began  to  count  back. 

It  must  have  been  nearly  five  years  ago;  two  years 

e  she,  as  the  Tocsin,  and  he,  as  the  Gray  Seal,  had 

tl  their  amazing  and  singular  partnership,  that — he 

1  suddenly,  as  she  spoke. 

want  to  tell  you  in  as  few  words  as  I  can,"  she  said 

\f^   breaking   the   silence.     "Listen,   then,   Jimmie. 

ither  died  ten  years  ago.     I  was  little  more  than  a 

en.    Shortly  after  her  death,  father  made  a  business 

New  York,  and,  on  the  advice  of  some  supposed 
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friends,  lie  had  a  new  will  drawn  up  by  a  lawyer  whom  tbet 
recommended,  and  to  whom  they  introduced  him.  I  d} 
not  know  who  those  men  were.  The  lawyer's  name  wm 
Travers,  Hilton  Traver>."  She  f^lanced  curiously  at  Jrr- 
mie  Dale,  and  adilcd  ({uickly:  '*  He  was  the  chauffeur^ 
the  man  who  wa<  killed  last  nif^ht." 

"You  mean."  Jinwnie  Dale  burst  out,  "you  mean  thi: 
he  was — hut.  lirM.  the  will!    Wiiat  was  in  the  uill?" 

"  It  was  a  very  simple  will,"  she  answered.  "  And  ivac 
the  nature  of  it,  it  was  not  at  all  strange  that  my  !a!?« 
shonlil  liave  been  willing  to  have  had  it  drawn  by  a  comfon- 
tive  >tran^er.  if  that  i^  what  you  arc  thinking;.  Siunmariic^ 
in  a  few  wonN.  the  will  left  everythinp  to  me,  and  a|*j<*3-irf 
my  L'ncle  Ik-nry  a<  my  guardian  and  the  sole  execctor  oe 
the  e>late  until  1  should  have  reached  mv  twentv-fifth  hBrb- 
day.  It  jTovided  for  a  certain  sum  each  year  to  be  pajc 
to  mv  uncle  for  his  services  as  executor;  and  at  the  a- 
Juration  of  the  iriTst  perioci — that  is.  when  I  was  t 
five — hequeatlied  to  him  the  sum  of  one  htmdred 
dollars." 

Timmie  Dale  nodrhd.    "Go  on!"  he  prompted. 

"  It  i^  hard  to  till  it  in  lojjical  sequence."  she  said, 
itiL'  i  inomeTit.  **  So  many  thinjjs  seem  to  overlap  each 
^'..!i  mn<t  iinder<tanrl  a  little  more  aliuut  Hilton 
Dnrini:  tlu-  five  year-  fullnwinj:  the  signing  of  the  will  f 
eaim-  frcfjuently  to  New  York,  and  became,  not  onhr  i 
with  TravtT<.  hiil  ^^o  nuK'h  impressed  with  the  other's 
niNs  .ttirl  .ihijlty  that  he  kept  putting  more  and  more  of  b» 
I»MNiiit-v  rr.iti  Travers'  h:ind<.  At  the  end  of  that  five 
\\!'  iiiovi'l  ti»  Nrw  ^'o^k.  and  father,  who  was  then 
(i!<l  t:..iti.  ntirnl  fn>m  all  active  business,  and  turned  del 
rrvA*.  nianv  «if  his  jitTsunal  atTairs  to  Travers  to  look  aiW 
f'«r  him.  •^iviiii:  Travers  power  of  attorney  in  a  mmtad 
i'i-tanre»?.  So  miu-h  for  Travers.  Now  about  mt  wA 
!!.•  wji'S  mv   fa!her\  onlv  brother;  in  fact,  ther  wfif  * 


i.:-.lv  sii 


irvivini:  nuiiilKTs  of  iheir  family,  apart  from 


tant  connect iouM  in  France,  from  where,  gcneratiom 
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the  famfly  originally  came."     Her  hand  touched  Jinunie 
Dale's  for  an  instant.    "  That  ring,  Jimmie,  with  its  crest 
and  inscription,  is  the  old  family  coat  of  arms." 
**  Yes,**  he  said  briefly ;  "  I  surmised  as  much." 
"  Strange  as  it  may  seem,  in  view  of  the  fact  that  they 
had  not  seen  each  other  for  twenty  years,"  she  went  on 
hurriedly  "  my  father  and  my  uncle  were  more  than  ordi- 
narily attached  to  each  other.    Letters  passed  regularly  be- 
tween them,  and  there  was  constant  talk  of  one  paying  the 
other  a  visit — but  the  visit  never  materialised.     My  uncle 
was  somewhere  in  Australia,  my  father  was  here,  and  con- 
sequently I  never  saw  my  uncle.    He  was  quite  a  different 
type  of  man  from  father — ^more  restless,  less  settled,  more 
rough  and  ready,  preferring  the  outdoor  life  of  the  Aus- 
tralian bush  to  the  restrictions  of  any  so-called  civilisation, 
I  imagine.     Financially,  I  do  not  think  he  ever  succeeded 
Tery  well,  for  twice,  in  one  way  or  another,  he  lost  every 
sheep  on  his  ranch  and  father  set  him  up  again ;  and  I  do 
not  think  he  could  ever  have  had  much  of  a  ranch,  for  I 
remember  once,  in  one  of  the  letters  he  wrote,  that  he  said 
he  had  not  seen  a  white  man  in  weeks,  so  he  must  have 
lived  a  very  lonely  life.    Indeed,  at  about  the  time  father 
drew  the  new  will,  my  uncle  wrote,  saying  that  he  had  de- 
cided to  give  up  sheep  running  on  his  own  account  as  it 
did  not  pay,  and  to  accept  a  very  favourable  offer  that  had 
been  made  to  him  to  manage  a  ranch  in  New  Zealand ;  and 
his  next  letter  was  from  the  latter  country,  stating  that  he 
had  carried  out  his  intentions,  and  was  well  satisfied  with 
the  change  he  had  made.    The  long-proposed  visit  still  con- 
tintied  to  occupy  my  father's  thoughts,  and  on  his  retirement 
from  business  he  definitely  made  up  his  mind  to  go  out  to 
New  Zealand,  taking  me  with  him.    In  fact,  the  plans  were 
uU  arranged,  my  uncle  expressed  unbounded  delight  in  his 
letters,  and  we  were  practically  on  the  eve  of  sailing,  when 
%  cable  came  from  my  uncle,  telling  us  to  postpone  the  visit 
for  a  few  months,  as  he  was  obliged  to  make  a  buying  trip 
Cor  his  new  employer  that  would  keep  him  away  that  lenc^h 
of  time — and  then  " — her  fingers,  that  had  been  abstractedly 
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picking  out  the  lines  formed  by  the  ^^rain  of  the  wood  ia  the 
table  top.  closed  suddenly  into  tight-clenched  fists — **dDfi 
then — niv  father  died." 

Jinmiie  Dale  tunud  away  his  held.     There  were  tcan 
in  her  eyes.    The  oM  sense  of  unreality  was  strong  upon  ha 
ajijain.    I  le  was  li^tenincj  to  the  Tocsin's  stoPb*.    It  wzs  strarsf? 
that  he  should  l)e  doinj^  that — that  it  could  be  really  k"" 
It  seenurl  as  thouijh  maj^'ically  he  ha<l  l>een  transfiortcd  r<u: '  • 
the  world  where  for  years  past  he  had  lived  with  dan^tr 
Kirkin^  at  every  turn,  where  men  set  watch  about  his  hoz^ 
to  traj)  hini.  wiiere  the  denizens  of  the  underworld  y cm  ire 
like  slarvini;  beasts  to  sink  their  fan^s  in  him.  wherr  tKc 
police  were  ceaselessly  upon  his  trail  to  wreak  an  in^erN^re 
veuLTeanoe   iipon   hitn :   it    scenud   as   thoui:h    he   had  beef 
transport  eel  away   from  all  that  to  something  that  he  h><f 
dreamed    nii'jht.   perhaps,   sometime   happen,    that   he  hk 
hnfM'd  nii<^ht  liappen.  that  he  had  lontjed   for  always,  te 
now  that  it  was  his.  that  it  also  was  fnll  of  the  sense  of  !^ 
unrral.    And  yet  a«i  his  mind  followed  the  thread  of  her  storr. 
and  leai>ed  ahead  and  vaguely  plimp'ied  what  u'a*  fo  cone. 
he  was  con^^rlou*;  in  a  sort  of  premonitory  wav  of  a  rx^rr 
peril  tban  any  he  had  ever  known,  as  thoueh  force*,  for  ?V 
moment  marked,  were  arrayed  against  him  whose  strr!»r^ 
and  whose  malij;nity  were  beyond  human  parallel.    In  vHc 
a  <tranire.  almo^it  incoherent  way  hi*^  brain  was  worlcinc'   Hf 
rnusfd  hiuT^elf  a  little  and  looked  around  him — and.  wt*  i 
Oirvk.  the  <tarkne"5s  of  the  room,  the  abject,  pitiful  air  rf 
de-t'tntif»n  brnupht  home  to  him  with  terrific,  startling  fort 
tlie  ^i'.Miifuanre  of  the  <icrne  in  which  he  wa5  playing  a  r»^ 
IH<  f:ir«'  •Jit  <iidrlfnly  in  hard  lines.    That  she  shook!  kne 
biv  n  brfiMi'bt  tn  a<*iume  such  a  life  as  this — forced  oat  of  ^ 
rn\i!'«riin<nT  of  wt-alth  and  refinement,  forced  in  her  pe^ 
tr>  r!;!»  -lioiddrrs  with  the  vile,  the  dissolute,  forced  to 
as  si],!]  :i  en  atur^  amid  the  crime  and  vice,  the 
horror  of  tlu*  tiniK-rwnrlil  that  swirled  around  her' 
was  anL;rr  now  upon  him.  burnine.  hot — a  merciless 
that  w.i-  a  <avi'/r.  lMJ!i;:rv  lu>i  for  vengeance. 

And  iben  ".In-  wa>  ^peaking  again: 
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'  Father's  death  occurred  very  shortly  after  my  uncle's 
ssage  advising  us  to  postpone  our  trip  was  received.  On 
death,  Travers,  very  naturally,  as  father's  lawyer,  cabled 

uncle  to  come  to  New  York  at  once ;  and  my  uncle  re- 
id,  saying  that  he  was  coming  by  the  first  steamer." 
>he  paused  again — ^but  only  for  an  instant,  as  though  to 
mc  her  thoughts  in  words. 
'  I  have  told  you  that  I  had  never  seen  my  uncle,  that  even 

father  had  not  seen  him  for  twenty  years ;  and  I  have 
i  you  that  the  man  you  know  as  Henry  LaSalle  is  an 
K)8tor — I  am  using  the  word  *  imcle '  now  when  I  refer 
him  simply  to  avoid  confusion.  You  are,  perhaps,  ex- 
ting  me  to  say  that  I  took  a  distinctive  dislike  to  him 
m  the  moment  he  arrived  ?  On  the  contrary,  I  had  every 
son  to  be  predisposed  toward  him;  and,  indeed,  was 
icr  agreeably  surprised  than  otherwise — he  was  not 
rly  so  uncouth  and  unpolished  as,  somehow,  I  had  pic- 
ed  his  life  would  have  made  him.  Do  you  tmderstand, 
tmie?  He  was  kind,  sympathetic;  and,  in  an  apathetic 
f,  I  liked  him.  I  say  '  apathetic '  because  I  think  that 
t  describes  my  own  attitude  toward  every  one  and  every- 
ig  following  father's  death  until — that  night," 
the  rose  abruptly  from  her  chair,  as  though  a  pas- 
i   position   of  any  kind  had  suddenly  become  intoler- 

Why  tell  you  what  my  father  and  I  were  to  each  other ! " 

cried  out  in  a  low,  passionate  voice.  "  It  seemed  as 
ogh  everything  that  meant  anything  had  gone  out  of 
life.  I  became  worn  out,  nervous ;  and  though  the  days 
*€  bad  enough,  the  nights  were  a  source  of  dread.  I 
an  to  suffer  from  insomnia — I  could  not  sleep.  This 
i  even  before  my  supposed  uncle  came.    I  used  to  read 

hours  and  hours  in  my  room  after  I  had  gone  to  bed. 
:  '* — she  flung  out  her  hand  with  an  impatient  gesture 

there  is  no  need  to  dwell  on  that.  One  night,  about 
cdc  after  that  man  had  arrived,  and  a  little  over  a  month 
er  father  had  died»  I  was  in  my  room  and  had  finished 
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a  book  I  was  reading.  I  remember  that  it  was  well  i' 
midnight.  I  had  not  the  sh'ghtest  inclination  to  ^\cr^ 
picked  up  another  book — and  afior  that  another.  There  » 
plenty  in  my  room ;  but,  irrationally,  of  course,  none  7  lei 
me.  I  decided  to  go  down  to  llic  library — not  that  I  :^ 
I  really  exf)octed  to  find  anything  that  I  actually  uan' 
but  more  lK*cause  it  was  an  impul-ic.  and  fumirhcd  nx 
the  moment  with  some  definite  objective,  sornethir?  !* 
I  got  up.  slij)ped  on  a  dressing  gown,  and  went  dour.*-:: 
The  lights  were  all  out.  I  was  just  on  the  point  of  *»- 
ing  on  those  in  the  rccejJtion  hall,  when  suddenly  it 
as  though  I  had  not  strength  to  lift  my  hand,  and  I 
her  that  for  an  instant  I  grew  terribly  cold  with  drea*!  : 
fear.  I'Vom  the  room  on  my  right  a  voice  had  rrac*-*'!  • 
The  door  was  cIom'cI.  but  the  voice  was  raised  in  an  ouibc 
of  profanity.     I — I  could  hear  ever>'  word. 

"  *  If  she's  out  of  the  wav.  there's  no  conic-hack.*  the  rr 
snarle<l.  '  I  won't  li>ten  to  anything  else!  Do  yoa  he 
Why.  you  ffjol.  what  arc  you  tr>-ing  to  do— hand  me  a 
Turn  everytliing  into  cash,  and  div^-y,  and  heat  ?!— < 
An<l  I'm  the  goat.  :iTid  I  get  caught  and  get  twentv  rear*  * 
stealing  lru<t  funds — and  the  rest  of  you  get  the  corn''  ! 
swore  ti-rribly  again.  'Who's  taken  the  ri^k  in  thi*  Tt: 
la>t  five  years!  There'll  Ik?  no  smart  .Mock  bwver  rv 
— iluTi'll  be  no  halfway  measures!  And  who  are  r«r 
(liotate!  She  goes  out — that's  <i{v — I  inherit  as  next  oft 
wiili  no  one  to  (lis|nite  it,  and  that's  all  there  is  to  it" 

*•  I  stund  thire  and  could  not  move.  It  was  the  «■ 
(»f  tile  man  I  knew  as  my  uncle!  My  heart  seerneti  ro!» 
vtnppnl  biating.  I  triril  to  tell  myself  that  I  was  dmr« 
that  it  -.^as  tno  Imrrible.  too  incredible  to  he  real:  that  di 
couM  r."i  r«ally  nuan  t«> — to  murder  me.  And  then  Im 
o*i\\\-n\  Hilti'ii  TraviTs*  \«»iv*e. 

••  *  I  am  not  dirtating.  and  you  arc  not  serious,  of  ctcr« 
lie  ^aiti.  with  wlat  <ernufl  an  uneasy  laugh.  *  I  an  Oii 
warning  \nu  that  ymi  are  forgetting  to  take  the  rral  Harj 
I.a.*^.illi'  •!.:»  ::'\'-'::n».  Hc  is  bouiid  to  hear  of  this 
tnallv,  and  then ' 


J 
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tiothcr  voice  broke  in — one  I  did  not  recognise, 
fou're  talking  too  loud,  both  of  you  I    Travers  doesn^ 
(tand,  but  he's  to  be  wised  up  to-night,  according 
ers,  and ' 


le  voice  became  inaudible,  muffled — I  could  not  hear 
K>re.  I  suppose  I  remained  there  another  three  or 
linutes,  too  stunned  to  know  what  to  do ;  and  then  I 
ftly  along  the  hall  to  the  library  door.  The  library, 
iderstand,  was  at  the  rear  of  the  room  they  were  in, 
e  two  rooms  were  really  one ;  that  is,  there  was  only 
:hway  between  them.  I  cannot  tell  you  what  my 
ns  were — I  do  not  know.  I  only  know  that  I  kept 
ing  to  myself,  *  they  are  going  to  kill  me,  they  are  going 
me ! '  and  that  it  seemed  I  must  try  and  find  out 
bing.  everything  I  could/* 

turned  away  from  the  table,  and  began  to  pace  nerv- 
iip  and  down  the  miserable  room. 
nie  Dale  rose  impulsively  from  his  chair — ^but  she 
him  back  again. 

) ;  wait ! "  she  said.  **  Let  me  finish.  I  crept  into  the 
.  It  took  me  a  long  time,  because  I  had  to  be  so 
I  not  to  make  the  slightest  noise.  I  suppose  it  was 
ix  or  seven  minutes  from  the  time  I  had  first  heard 
Tposed  uncle's  voice  until  I  had  crept  far  enough  for- 
:o  be  able  to  see  into  the  room  beyond.  There  were 
nen  there.  The  man  I  knew  as  my  uncle  was  sitting 
end  of  the  table ;  another  had  his  back  toward  me ;  and 
•s  was  facing  in  my  direction — and  I  think  I  never 
>  ghastly  a  face  as  was  Hilton  Travers'  then.  He 
anding  up.  sort  of  swaying,  as  he  leaned  with  both 
on  the  table. 

)w  then,  Travers,'  the  man  whose  back  was  turned 
was  saying  threateningly,  *  you've  got  the  story  now 
those  papers !  * 

seemed  as  though  Travers  could  not  speak  for  a  mo- 
He  kept  looking  wildly  from  one  to  the  other.    He 
hite  to  the  lips. 
'ou've  let  me  in  for — this!'"  he  said  hoarsely,  at  last 
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*  You  devils — you  devils — you  devils !  You've  let  mc  in  I 
— murder!  Both  of  them!  Both  Peter  and  his  brothn 
murdered ! '" 

She  stopped  abruptly  before  Jimmie  Dale,  and  duxcf! 
his  arm  tiglitly. 

"  Jimmie.  I  don't  know  why  I  did  not  scream  out.  Fit* 
ihinj^  went  black  for  a  moment  Ixrfore  my  eyes.  It  was  t 
first  suspicion  I  had  had  that  my  father  had  met  with  f: 
play,  and  I " 

Rut  now  Jimmie  Dale  swayed  up  from  his  chair. 

**  Murdered !  **  he  exclaimed  tensely.  "  Your  fatSf 
Rut — but  I  rememlKr  |)erfectly,  there  was  no  hint  of  i: 
such  tliinjT  at  the  time,  and  never  has  been  since.  He  6i 
from  quite  natural  causes." 

She  looked  at  him  strangely. 

"  He  died  from — inoculation,"  she  said.    "  Did— did  w 

■ 

nf)t  sec  something  of  that  lal)orator>'  in  the  Crime  Club  roe 
self  the  nij^ht  In^fore  last — enoujjh  to  understand?*" 

"  Good  God !  "  nuittered  Jimmie  Dale,  in  a  startled  «i» 
then  :    **  Go  on  !    Go  on !    What  happened  then  ?  " 

She  passed  her  hand  a  little  wcarilv  across  her  eyes  w< 
sank  df»wn  into  her  chair  a^^ain. 

"  Traver'i."  >hc  continued,  picking;  up  the  thread  of  te 
«;tor\',  "  harl  raised  hi*;  voice,  and  the  third  nun  at  the  t»lir 
loaned  sudclcnly.  ai;j;re»i<sively  toward  him. 

"  •  Hold  your  tontjue !  *  he  growled  furiously.  *  All  fOiVr 
a-ked  to  do  is  siirn  the  papers — not  talk! ' 

•*  Travers  shook  his  head. 

"  '  T  won't !  •  he  cried  out.  '  I  won't  have  anjr  hud  f 
another  mnrdrr— in  hers!  My  God.  I  won't — I  wanY.Ii' 
ynii!     It's  horrible! ' 

"  '  I.onk  here,  you  fool! '  the  man  who  was  posiq^ii 
uncle  brnke  in  llien.     'You're  in  this  too  deep  lo|«l^ 
now.    If  vou  know  what's  jjood  for  you,  youll  doMJii^ 
toM*' 

"  Jimmie.  I  <iliall  never  fonjet  Travers*  face.  It 
to  have  clianii'd  from  white  to  fjray,  and  tVre  WM 
in  his  eyes:  and  then  he  seemed  to  lose  all  oonCrolrfl 


'~"'  imte  l,o».T^  °°"'  "M  on  hi.  ,  ' 


'io  you  mean  it? 


n  through  I  •        *  '"y  chances '  t  "nied_ 

' '"  fhe  next  few  m«     ^  ^^^^^rd  thew       *  ''<^sitated  a 

ould  not  see  ri;.*-      ^^^  our     ff  ^"^  hail  a^  fu 

^l^  toward  the  fronts  ''P  ^^^^''d  me  t?  *"  '^'"c 
"'^-but  the  next  i^"?;"-  and  1  ZjlTh^^^-i 
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opened  the  front  door,  shut  it  again  quite  lotxlly,  and  crqt 
back  to  me. 

"  *  Take  me  somewhere  where  we  will  be  safe^-quidc!'ht 
whispered. 

*'  There  was  only  one  place  where  I  w*as  sure  we  woidd 
he  safe.  I  led  him  to  the  rear  of  the  house  and  up  the 
servants'  stairs,  and  to  my  boudoir." 

She  broke  of[  abru]>tly,  and  once  more  rose  from  her  chiir. 
and  once  mure  bej^an  to  fiacc  the  room.  Back  in  his  chiir. 
Jimmie  Dale,  tense  and  motionless  now,  watched  her 
oiil  a  word. 

**  It  would  take  too  long  to  tell  you  all  that  p 
us."  she  went  on  hurricdiv.  "  The  man  was  franUv  a 
criminal — but  not  to  the  extent  of  murder.  And  in  t!ai 
res|Hxt,  at  least,  he  was  honest  with  himself.  Afanost  ibr 
first  words  he  said  to  me  were:  'Miss  LeSallc,  I 
^r)()d  as  a  dead  man  if  T  am  caught  by  the  devils  bdiind 
two  men  downstairs.'  .And  then  he  began  to  plead  widi  as 
to  make  my  own  escape.  He  did  not  know  who  die  ■■ 
was  that  was  fv><in^  a«i  my  uncle,  had  never  seen  hini  befar 
until  he  presented  himself  as  Henry  LaS^alle:  the  other  ■■ 
he  know  a*;  Clarke,  but  knew  also  that  *  Garke  *  was 
nn  assumed  name.  He  had  fallen  in  with  Chrlce 
frnm  the  time  that  he  had  bef^m  to  practise  his  profi 
and  at  Clarke's  instigation  had  gone  from  one  crooked  W 
to  .mother,  and  harl  made  a  great  deal  of  money.  He 
t*"it  behind  Clarke  was  a  powerful,  daring,  and 
b  >n<I  of  criminal^,  organised  on  a  gigantic  scale,  of  wkicftk> 
l:Mn>elf  was.  in  a  sense — a  probationary  sense,  as  he  pal  ii* 
:i  inrmlitT :  but  he  had  never  come  into  direct  conttct  wi4 
tt'.f., — lir*  had  received  all  his  orders  and  inslrvctiM 
♦Vrr.M-h  Clarke.  He  had  been  told  by  Clarke  that  he  «»■ 
( rhiv.'ite  father  frtllowing  the  introduction,  to  win  ftfhrt 
rnnfidrnre.  to  eet  as  many  of  father's  affairs  into  his 
a-i  possible,  to  reach  the  position,  in  fact,  of  heo 
ritMi«:ni-frl  at!f)rn''v— and  all  this  with  the  object,  as  he 
|if>-cd  cif  i-Tvlw-.'/lini;  from  father  on  a  lari  Knk.  U^ 
fatluT  died.  :ind  Travers  was  instructed  to  <     ik  ay 
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He  knew  that  the  man  who  answered  that  summons  was  an 
impostor ;  but  he  did  not  know,  until  they  had  admitted  it  to 
him  that  night,  that  both  my  father  and  my  uncle  had  been 
murdered,  and  that  I,  too,  was  to  be  made  away  with." 

She  looked  at  Jimmie  Dale,  and  suddenly  laughed  out 
bitterly. 

"  No ;  you  don't  understand,  even  yet,  the  patient,  in- 
genious deviltry  of  those  fiends.    It  was  they,  at  the  time 
the  new  will  was  drawn,  who  offered  to  buy  out  my  real 
uncle's  sheep  ranch   in   that   lonely,   unsettled   district   in 
Australia,  and  offered  him  that  new  position  in  New  Zealand. 
My  imcle  never  reached  New  Zealand.    He  was  murdered 
on  his  way  there.    And  in  his  place,  assuming  his  name,  ap- 
peared the  man  who  has  been  posing  as  my  uncle  ever  since. 
Do  you  begin  to  see!     For  five  years  they  were  patiently 
working  out  their  plans,  for  five  years  before  my  father's 
death  that  man  lived  and  became  known  and  accepted,  and 
established  himself  as  Henry  LaSalle.     Do  you  see  now 
why  he  cabled  us  to  postpone  our  visit  ?    He  ran  very  little 
risk.    The  chances  were  one  in  a  thousand  that  any  of  his 
few  acquaintances  in  Australia  would  ever  run  across  him 
in  New  Zealand ;  and  besides,  he  was  chosen  because  it  seems 
tfiere  was  a  slight  resemblance  between  him  and  the  real 
Henry  LaSalle— enough,  with  his  changed  mode  of  living 
and  more  elaborate  and  pretentious  surroundings,  to  have 
enabled  him  to  carry  through  a  bluff  had  it  become  necessary. 
He  had  an  of  my  uncle's  papers ;  and  the  Crime  Club  fur- 
nished him  with  every  detail  of  our  lives  here.    I  forgot  to 
say.*  too,  that  from  the  moment  my  uncle  was  supposed  to 
have  reached  New  Zealand  all  his  letters  were  tyi>ewritten — 
mn  evidence  in  father's  eyes  that  his  brother  had  secured  a 
position  of  some  importance;  as,  indeed,  from  apparently 
unprejudiced  sources,  they  took  pains  to  assure  father  was 
4a  facL    This  left  them  with  only  my  uncle's  signature  to 
forge  to  the  letters — not  a  difficult  matter  for  them ! 

••  Believing  that  they  had  Travers  so  deeply  implicated 
'Chat  he  could  do  nothing,  even  if  he  had  the  inclination, 
^Ifliidi  they  had  not  for  a  moment  imagined,  and  arrogant 
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in  the  belief  in  their  own  power  to  put  him  out  of  the  vs? 
in  any  case  if  he  proved  rofracton'.  they  admitted  all  ths 
to  him  that  night  when  he  brought  up  the  issue  of  the  rol 
Henry  LaSalle  putting  in  an  appearance  sooner  or  hut. 
and  when  they  wanted  him  to  smooth  their  path  by  rekx^nc 
all  documents  where  his  power  of  attorney  was  invoI%Td 
Do  you  see  now  the  part  they  gave  Travers  to  pby^  it 
was  to  put  the  stamp  of  genuineness  upon  the  false  Hern 
LaSalle.  Not  but  that  they  were  prepared  with  what  moa*l 
appear  to  be  overwhelmingly  convincing  evidence  to  pcow 
it  if  it  were  nccessarj' ;  but  if  the  man  were  accepted  by  thr 
estate's  lawyer  there  was  little  chance  of  any  one  ebc  qao- 
tioning  his  identity." 

She  halted  again  by  the  table — and  forced  a  smile,  as  he; 
eyes  met  Jimniie  Dale's. 

"  I  am  almost  through.  Jimniie.  That  night  was  a  terrb 
one  for  both  of  us.  Travers'  life  was  not  worth  a  niomcng'* 
purchase  once  they  found  him — and  mine  was  onhr  nndtf 
ref)ricve  until  sufficient  time  to  obviate  suspickxi  shodl 
have  elapsed  after  father's  death.  We  had  no  proof  tta 
would  stand  in  any  court — even  if  we  should  hare  bea 
given  the  chance  to  adopt  that  course.  And  withoot  ah»* 
lute,  irrefutable  proof,  it  was  all  so  cleverly  woven,  stiettfcrf 
over  so  many  years,  that  our  charge  must  have  been  kH 
to  be  too  visionarv  and  fantastic  to  have  anv  basis  in  fad 

"  All  Travers  would  have  been  able  to  advance  wa»  ih 
statement  that  the  supposed  Henry  T^SaTle  had  adrntnt^ 
iR'ing  an  imj)o»;tor  and  a  murderer  to  him !  WTio  wooM  l^ 
liovo  it!  On  the  face  of  it,  it  appeared  to  be  an  abciffAv 
And  even  grantid  that  we  were  given  an  opportunity  tolrif 
the  charge,  they  would  l>c  able  to  prove  by  a  hundred  9- 
fluent ial  and  well-known  men  in  New  Zeabnd  thit  fc 
impostor  was  nally  Henry  I-aSalle:  and  were  we  lUt » 
find  any  of  my  uncle's  old  acquaintances  in  AtistniiL  * 
would  Ih?  neci"isary  to  get  them  here — and  irat  one  of  *• 
would  have  reached  America  alive, 

"  Rut  there  was  not  a  chance,  not  a  ch;i~ie.  JmmiL  rf 
doing  that — they  would  have  killed  Travers  t  c  OHBfllb 
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owed  himself  in  the  open.  The  only  thing  we  could  do 
At  night  was  to  try  and  save  our  own  lives ;  the  only  thing 
t  could  look  forward  to  was  acquiring  in  some  way,  un- 
lown  to  them,  the  proof,  fully  established,  with  which 
t  could  crush  them  in  a  single  stroke,  and  before  they 
Nild  have  time  to  strike  back. 

•*  The  vital  thing  was  proof  of  my  uncle's  death.    That, 
it  could  be  obtained  at  all,  could  only  be  obtained  in 
istralia.    Travers  was  obliged  to  go  somewhere,  to  dis- 
pear  from  that  moment  if  he  wanted  to  save  his  life,  and 
volunteered  to  go  out  there.    He  left  the  house  that  night 
the  back  entrance  in  an  old  servant's  suit,  which   I 
md  for  him — and  I  never  heard  from  him  again  until  a 
nth  ago  in  the  *  personal '  column  of  the  Morning  News- 
gus,  through  which  we  had  agreed  to  communicate. 
*  As  for  myself,  I  left  the  house  the  next  morning,  tell- 
'  my  pseudo  uncle  that  I  was  going  to  spend  a  few  days 
h  a  friend.    And  this  I  actually  did;  but  in  those  few 
s  I  managed  to  turn  all  my  own  securities,  that  had  been 
me  by  my  mother  and  which  amounted  to  a  consider- 
simi,  into  cash.    And  then,  Jimmie,  I  came  to— this. 
re  lived  like  this  and  in  different  disguises,  as  a  settle- 
worker,  as  a  widow  of  means  in  a  fashionable  uptown 
ment,  but  mostly  as  you  see  me  now — for  five  years. 
\ve  years  I  have  watched  my  supposed  uncle,  hoping, 
\g  that  through  him  I  could  get  to  know  the  others 
ited  with  him;  hoping,  praying  that  Travers  would 
i ;  hoping,  praying  that  we  would  get  them  all — and 
ig  day  after  day.  and  year  after  year  the  *  personal  * 
of  the  paper,  until  at  last  I  began  to  be  afraid  that 
ill  useless.    And  there  was  nothing,  Jimmie.  nothing 
-•e,  and  I  had  no  success  " — her  voice  choked  a  little, 
ig!     Even  Clarke  never  went  again  to  the  house, 
understand  now  how  I  came  to  know  the  strange 
at  I  wrote  to  the  Gray  Seal,  how  the  life  that  I 
how  this  life  here  in  the  underworld,  how  the  con- 
xh  for  some  clew  on  my  own  account  brought 
ly  knowled|3:e ;  and  you  can  understand  now,  too, 
yer  dared  to  let  you  meet  me,  for  I  knew  well 
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in  the  belief  in  their  own  power  to  put  him  out  of  the  way 
in  any  case  if  he  proved  refractory,  they  admitted  all  tfaii 
to  him  that  night  when  he  brought  up  the  issue  of  the  rol 
Henry  LaSallc  putting  in  an  appearance  sooner  or  later. 
and  when  they  wanted  him  to  smooth  their  path  by  reka^n^ 
all  documents  where  his  power  of  attorney  was  involved 
Do  you  see  now  the  part  they  gave  Travcrs  to  phy?  k 
was  to  put  the  stamp  of  genuineness  upon  the  false  Henrt 
LaSalle.  Not  but  that  they  were  prepared  with  what  wooid 
appear  to  be  overwhelmingly  convincing  evidence  to  prow 
it  if  it  were  necessary ;  but  if  the  man  were  accepted  by  the 
estate's  lawyer  there  was  little  chance  of  any  one  else  qix»' 
tioning  his  identity." 

She  halted  again  by  the  table — and  forced  a  smile,  as  her 
eyes  met  Jimmic  Dale's. 

"  I  am  almost  through,  Jimmie.  That  night  was  a  tenUe 
one  for  l)oth  of  us.  Travcrs'  life  was  not  worth  a  momfrt'i 
purchase  once  they  found  him — and  mine  was  only  voie 
reprieve  until  sufficient  time  to  obviate  suspicion  fhadi 
have  elapsed  after  father's  death.  We  had  no  proof  thtf 
would  stand  in  any  court— even  if  we  should  have  befl 
given  the  chance  to  adopt  that  course.  And  without 
lute,  irrefutable  proof,  it  was  all  so  cleverly  woven. 
over  so  many  years,  that  our  charge  must  have  been  kH 
to  \)C  too  visionar>'  and  fantastic  to  have  any  basis  in  ftfl 

"  All  Travcrs  would  have  been  able  to  advance  wai  fc 
statement  that  the  supposed  Henry  T^Salle  had  admtai 
l)eing  an  imi)Ostor  and  a  murderer  to  him!  Wlio  wtidd  l^ 
licvo  it !  On  the  face  of  it.  it  appeared  to  be  an 
:\n<\  even  granted  that  we  were  given  an  opportunity  to 
the  charjjo.  thoy  would  be  able  to  prove  by  a  hundred  i^ 
fluential  and  well-known  men  in  New  Zeabnd  ttat  * 
impostor  was  rrally  Mcnr)'  I.aSal!e:  and  were  we  iUt» 
find  any  of  my  tincle's  old  acquaintances  in  Anstnk  k 
would  Ik?  Tiecc«;sary  to  get  them  here — and  not  one  of  *• 
would  have  reached  America  alive. 

"  Rut  there  was  not  a  chance,  not  a  chance.  JmmiLd 
doing  that— they  would  have  killed  Travcrs  t  c  onaalk 
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ured  himself  in  the  open.    The  only  thing  we  could  di 
it  night  was  to  try  and  save  our  own  lives ;  the  only  thi 
could  look  forward  to  was  acquiring  in  some  way, 
ywn  to  them,  the  proof,  fully  established,  with  h 

could  crush  them  in  a  single  stroke,  and  before  t    y 
uld  have  time  to  strike  back. 

'  The  vital  thing  was  proof  of  my  uncle's  death.    That, 
it  could  be  obtained  at  all,  could  only  be  obtained  in 
stralia.    Travers  was  obliged  to  go  somewhere,  to  dis- 
bar from  that  moment  if  he  wanted  to  save  his  life,  and 
volunteered  to  go  out  there.    He  left  the  house  that  night 
the  back  entrance  in  an  old  servant's  suit,  which   I 
nd  for  him — and  I  never  heard  from  him  again  until  a 
ath  ago  in  the  *  personal '  column  of  the  Morning  News- 
fus,  through  which  we  had  agreed  to  communicate. 
As  for  myself,  I  left  the  house  the  next  morning,  tell- 
my  pseudo  uncle  that  I  was  going  to  spend  a  few  days 
(i  a  friend.    And  this  I  actually  did;  but  in  those  few 
I  I  managed  to  turn  all  my  own  securities,  that  had  been 
me  by  my  mother  and  which  amounted  to  a  consider- 
sum.  into  cash.    And  then,  Jimmie,  I  came  to— this. 
*e  lived  like  this  and  in  different  disguises,  as  a  settle- 
worker,  as  a  widow  of  means  in  a  fashionable  uptown 
!ient,  but  mostly  as  you  see  me  now — for  five  years, 
re  years  I  have  watched  my  supposed  uncle,  hoping, 
X  that  through  him  I  could  get  to  know  the  others 
^ed  with  him ;  hoping,  praying  that  Travers  would 
;  hoping,  praying  that  we  would  get  them  all — and 
X  day  after  day.  and  year  after  year  the  *  personal ' 
)f  the  paper,  until  at  last  I  began  to  be  afraid  that 
^  useless.    And  there  was  nothing,  Jimmie,  nothing 
.  and  I  had  no  success  " — her  voice  choked  a  little. 
I     Even  Clarke  never  went  again  to  the  house. 
mdcrstand  now  how  I  came  to  know  the  strange 
I  wrote  to  the  Gray  Seal,  how  the  life  that  I 
^w  this  life  here  in  the  underworld,  how  the  con- 
\   for  soine  clew  on  my  own  accotmt  brought 
knowledire ;  and  you  can  understand  now,  too. 
r  dared  to  let  you  meet  me,  for  I  knew  well 
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enough  that,  while  I  worked  to  undermine  my  father's  ixm! 
my  uncle's  murderers,  they  were  moving  heaven  and  canh 
to  find  me. 

"  That  is  all,  Jimmie.  The  day  before  yesterday,  a  month 
after  Travers'  first  message  to  let  me  know  that  he  was  corv 
ing,  there  was  another  '  personal '  giving  me  an  hour  and  * 
telej>hone  number.  He  was  back!  He  had  eventhinc— 
everything!  We  dared  not  meet;  he  was  afraid,  suj^picioa 
that  they  had  got  track  of  him  again.  You  know  the  re$t 
That  packaj^e  contained  the  proof  that,  with  Travcrs*  death 
can  ])rolKibly  never  be  obtained  again.  Do  you  understand 
why  they  want  it — why  it  is  life  and  death  to  me?  Do  w 
understand  why  my  supposed  uncle  offered  huge  reward* 
for  nic.  why  secretly  every  resource  of  that  hideous  orirani' 
satiun  has  Ik^cu  emploved  to  find  me — that  it  is  onlv  br  nrt 
death  the  estate  can  pass  into  their  hands,  and  now * 

She  flnn<[r  out  her  hands  suddenly  toward  Jimmie  Ddt 

"  Oh.  Jimmie,  Jimmie.  Tve — I've  fought  so  long  aknc' 
Jimmie.  wliat  are  we  to  do?" 

ITe  cnme  slowly  to  his  feet.  She  had  fought  so  loo|c— 
alone.  But  now — now  it  was  his  turn  to  fight— *far  her 
Rut  hnw  ?  She  had  not  told  him  all — surely  she  had  b* 
toM  him  all.  for  ever>'thing  depended  upon  that  jmtiait 
T^'crc  bnd  bo«*n  so  much  to  tell  that  she  had  not  thoq^  oc 
all.  nnd  <hc  had  not  told  him  the  details  about  thaL 

"  Tli.nt  box— Xo.  428 !  ••  he  cried  quickly.  -  What  is  d*? 
^A'brit  doc*;  it  mean?" 

Sho  shook  litT  head- 

"  T  do  not  know."  she  answered. 

"  Tlion  who  is  xhU  John  Johansson?" 

"  T  An  not  know."  she  said  again. 

"  Nor  where  the  Crime  Club  is?** 

"  No  "-^lullv. 

Ho  starofl  at  her  for  a  moment  in  a  dazed  wif, 

"  Mv  CfKl!"    Jimmie  Dale  murmured. 

.•\nfl  then  «;hc  turned  away  her  head. 

"It's     't'<  pretty  had.  isn't   it.  Jimmie?     I — ^I  toU  Jii 
ihat  we  <lid  not  hol<l  many  tnnnps." 
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^T^HERE  was  silence  between  them.  Minute  after  mintile 
passed.  Neither  spoke. 
Jimmie  Dale  dropped  back  into  his  chair  again,  and  stared 
abstractedly  before  him.  "  We  do  not  hold  many  trumps, 
Jimmie — we  do  not  hold  many  trumps  " — her  words  were 
repeating  themselves  over  and  over  in  his  mind.  They 
seemed  to  challenge  him  mockingly  to  deny  what  was  so 
ob\nously  a  fact,  and  because  he  could  not  deny  it  to  taunt 
and  jeer  at  him — to  jeer  at  him,  when  all  that  was  held  at 
stake  hung  literally  upon  his  next  move ! 

He  looked  up  mechanically  as  the  Tocsin  walked  to  a 
broken  mirror  at  the  rear  of  the  miserable  room ;  nodded 
mechanically  in  approval  as  she  began  deftly  to  retouch  the 
make-up  on  her  face  where  the  tears  had  left  their  traces 
<^-4md  restmied  his  abstracted  ga/e  before  him. 

Box  ntmiber  four-two-eight — ^John  Johansson — the  Crime 
Chib— the  identity  of  the  man  who  was  posing  as  Henry 
LaSalle!  H  only  he  could  hit  upon  a  clew  to  the  solution 
of  a  single  one  of  those  things,  or  a  single  phase  of  one  of 
them — if  only  he  could  glimpse  a  ray  of  light  that  would 
at  least  prompt  action,  when  every  moment  of  inaction  was 
multiplying  the  odds  against  them ! 

There  were  the  men  who  were  watching  his  house  at  that 
moment  on  Riverside  Drive — he,  as  I-arry  the  Bat,  might 
in  turn  keep  watch  on  them.  He  had  though  of  that.  In 
lime,  perhaps,  he  might,  by  so  doing,  discover  the  where- 
ibcmts  of  the  crime  Club.  In  time!  It  was  just  that — he 
had  no  time!  Forty-eight  hours,  the  Tocsin  insisted,  was 
ill  the  time  that  he  could  count  upon  before  they  would  be- 
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come  suspicious  of  Jimmic  Dale's  "illness,'*  before  tiny 
would  discover  that  they  were  watching  an  empty  house! 

He  might — ^though  this  was  even  more  hazardous — make 
an  attempt  to  trace  the  wires  that  tapped  those  of  his  xt\t- 
phone  through  the  basement  window  that  gave  on  the  iranee 
driveway.  And  what  then  ?  True,  they  could  not  lead  vrn 
far  away;  but,  even  if  successful,  what  then?  They  voc'A 
not  lead  him  to  the  Crime  Gub,  but  simply  to  some  confed- 
erate, to  some  man  or  woman  playing  the  part  of  a  sen«ffl. 
perhaps,  in  the  house  next  door,  who,  in  turn,  would  hai« 
to  be  shadowed  and  watched. 

Jimmie  Dale  shook  his  head.  Better,  of  the  two,  to  san 
in  at  once  and  shadow  those  who  were  shadowring  his  hoisc. 
But  that  was  not  the  wav !  He  knew  that  intuitivelv.  He 
hated  to  eliminate  it  from  considcraion,  for  he  had  no  other 
move  to  take  its  place — but  such  a  move  was  almost  suicide 
in  itself.    Time,  and  time  alone,  was  the  vital  factor.    Thev. 

■ 

the  Tocsin  and  he.  must  act  quickly — and  strike  that  nifte 
if  they  were  to  win.  His  fingers,  the  grimy  fingers,  dim- 
nailed,  of  I^irry  the  Bat,  that  none  now  would  recogntate  v 
the  slim  tn])cring,  wonderfully  sensitive  fingers  of  Jimeae 
Dale,  the  finders  that  had  made  the  name  of  the  Gfay  Soi 
famous,  whose  tips  mocked  at  bars  and  safes  and  lod& 
and  seemed  to  embody  in  themselves  all  the  human  seoKi 
tightened  spasmodically  on  the  edge  of  the  table.  Tinr* 
Time !  Time !  It  seemed  to  din  in  his  cars.  And  •** 
he  sat  there  powerless.  imjH)tent.  the  Crime  Club 
incf  heaven  and  earth  to  find  what  he  must  find — that 
— if  he  was  to  save  this  woman  here,  the  woman  vboBike 
loved,  she  who  had  l>ecn  forced,  through  the  machinatioBi if 
these  hiH  fiends,  to  adopt  the  life  of  a  wretched  hag.  toctf 
amon^  the  dregs  of  the  underworld,  whose  sqtialoor  and  w 
an«I  wantnnness  none  knew  better  than  he! 

limniie  Dale's  fare  set  grimly.  Somewhere — sonevlxR* 
the  pa^t  five  years  of  this  life  of  hers  in  which  she  faidktt 
fii^litiiV^'  the  Crime  Club,  pitting  that  clever  brain  of  te» 
ai^riinst  it.  vtust  lie  a  clew.  She  had  told  him  *ier  storrtf^ 
in  baldest  outline,  with  scarcely  a  reference  to  her 
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personal  acts,  with  barely  a  single  detail  There  must  be 
jocnething,  something  that  perhaps  she  had  overlooked, 
something,  just  the  merest  hint  of  something  that  would 
supply  a  starting  point,  give  him  a  glimmer  of  light. 

She  came  back  from  across  the  room,  and  sank  down  in 
her  chair  again.  She  did  not  speak — the  question,  that 
meant  life  and  death  to  them  both,  was  in  her  eyes. 

Jimmie  answered  the  mute  interrogation  tersely. 

•*  Not  yet ! "  he  said.  Then,  almost  curtly,  in  a  quick, 
incisive  way,  as  the  keen,  alert  brain  began  to  delve  and 
probe :  "  You  say  this  man  Garke  never  returned  to  the 
house  after  that  night  ?  " 

She  nodded  her  head  quietly. 

**  You  are  sure  of  that  ?  "  he  insisted. 

**  Yes,"  she  said.    "  I  am  sure." 

**  And  you  say  that  all  these  years  you  have  kept  a  watch 
on  the  man  who  is  posing  as  your  uncle,  and  that  he  never 
went  anywhere,  or  associated  with  any  one,  that  would  aflford 
you  a  clew  to  this  Crime  Club?" 

"  Yes,"  she  said  again. 

It  was  a  moment  before  Jimmie  Dale  spoke. 

"  It's  very  strange ! "  he  said  musingly,  at  last.  "  So 
tftrange,  in  fact,  that  it's  impossible.  He  must  have  commu- 
nicated with  the  others,  and  communicated  with  them  often. 
The  game  they  were  playing  was  too  big,  too  full  of  details, 
to  admit  of  any  other  possibility.  And  the  telephone  as  an 
explanation  isn't  good  enough." 

**  And  yet."  she  said  earnestly.  "  possible  or  im(io<i«thle, 
it  IS  nevertheless  true.  That  he  might  have  iiicceedrd  In 
eluding  me  on  occasions  was  perhaps  to  br  expected  ;  Imt  that 
in  all  those  years  I  should  not  catch  htm  once  in  wh«f«  If 
jroa  are  correct,  must  have  been  many  and  repeated  crmfrr- 
ences  with  the  same  men  is  too  improbable  to  be  thoitfchf  of 
teriously." 

Jimmie  Dale  shook  his  head  again, 

'^  If  you  had  been  able  to  watch  htm  night  and  day.  thnt 
might  be  so,"  he  said  crisply,  "  Btit .  at  frt%t,  ytm  c//«jW  #mly 
watch  him  a  very  snail  ponkm  of  the  time*^ 
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She  smiled  at  him  a  little  wanly. 

"  Do  you  think,  Jimmie.  from  what  you,  as  the  Gray  Seal 
know  of  me,  that  I  would  have  watched  in  any  haphanri 
way  like  that  ?  " 

He  glanced  at  her  with  a  sudden  start 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?  "  he  asked  quickly. 

"  Look  at  mc !  "  she  said  quietly.  **  Have  yon  ever  tn 
me  before?    I  mean  as  I  am  now." 

"  No,"  he  answered,  after  an  instant.  "  Not  that  I  kaov 
of." 

**  And  yet  " — she  smiled  wanly  again — **  you  have 
lived,  or  made  the  place  you  hold  in  the  underworld, 
having  heard  of  Silver  Mag." 

"  You !  "  exclaimed  Jimmie  Dale.  "  You— Silver  Maf!" 
He  stared  at  her  wonderingly.  as,  crouch-shouldered  now. 
the  hair.  <;ray-threaded,  straggling  out  from  under  the  hood 
of  a  faded,  dark-blue,  seam-worn  cloak,  she  sat  before  fan 
a  typical  creature  of  the  underworld,  her  role  an  art  in  ti 
conception,  perfect  in  its  execution.  Silver  Mag!  Ycswht 
had  heard  of  Silver  Mag — as  ever>'  one  in  the  Bad  Laadi 
had  heard  of  her.  Silver  Mag  and  her  pocketful  of  eoii! 
Always  a  pocketful  of  silver,  so  they  said,  that  was  dispcnst^ 
prodigally  to  the  wives  and  children  temporarily 
of  sup]>ort  by  husbands  and  fathers  unfortunate 
their  clashes  with  the  law  to  be  doing  ^  spaces  **  up  the  riitf 
— and  therefore  the  underworld  swore  by  Silver  Ifa^ 
Always  silver,  never  a  bill :  Silver  Mag  had  never  been  sea 
with  a  banknote — that  was  her  eccentricity.  Mudi  or  Gnk 
she  gave  or  paid  out  of  her  pocketful  of  jangiiog  sflitr. 
She  was  crrdited  with  Iwing  a  swom  enemy  of  Ae 
ami  yr>.  he  remenilKTccl,  too^wiih  having  done  * 
biTsilf.  "  I  dniri  quite  understand."  he  said,  in  a 
way.  "  I  b.ivcn't  run  across  you  personally  became  iff 
probably  took  care  to  see  that  1  shouldn't;  but — it's  oofccitf 
— t'vrry  one  *»ays  you've  serve<l  a  jail  sentence  yjufsdf.* 

'*  I'bat  i*^  Nini)^1y  enoui:h  explained,*'  she  answered  fiant^i 
"  The  stnry  i^  nf  niy  own  making.  WTien  I  ••-rided  toali^ 
this  life,  iMMb  for  my  own  saftey  and  as  t     !    en  OHHiif 
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ptng  a  watch  on  that  man,  I  knew  that  I  must  win  the 
Bdence  of  the  underworld,  that  I  must  have  help,  and  that 
>rder  to  obtain  that  help  I  must  have  some  excuse  for 
enmity  against  the  man  known  as  Henry  LaSalle.    To  be 
eiy  known  in  the  underworld  was  of  inestimable  value — 
ling,  I  knew,  could  accomplish  that  as  quickly  ar  eccen- 
ity.   You  see  now  how  and  why  I  became  known  as  Silver 
J.    I  gained  the  confidence  of  every  crook  in  New  York 
mgh  their  wives  and  children.    I  told  them  the  story  of 
jail  sentence — while  I  swore  vengeance  on  Henry  La- 
ie.    I  told  them  that  he  had  had  me  arrested  for  some- 
g  I  never  stole  while  I  was  working  for  him  as  a  char- 
nan,  and  that  he  had  had  me  railroaded  to  jail.    There 
n't  one  but  gave  me  credit  for  the  theft,  perhaps;  but 
idly,  there  wasn't  one  but  understood,  and  my  eccentric- 
helped  this  out,  my  wanting  to  '  get '  Henry  LaSalle. 
B— do  you  sec  now,  Jimmie?    I  had  money,  I  had  the 
tdence  of  the  underworld,  I  had  an  excuse  for  my  hatred 
lenry  LaSalle,  and  so  I  had  all  the  help  I  wanted.    Day 
night  that  man  has  been  watched.     He  receives  no 
rs — ^what  social  life  he  has  is,  as  you  know,  at  the 
There  is  not  a  house  that  he  has  ever  entered  that, 
"  or  hter,  I  have  not  entered  after  him  in  the  hope 
ling  the  headquarters  of  the  clique.    Even  the  men 
omen,  as  far  as  human  possibility  could  accomplish 
he  has  talked  to  on  the  streets  have  been  shadowed, 
If  identity  satisfactorily  established — and  the  net  re- 
\  been  failure;  utter,  absolute,  complete  failure!" 
«  Dale's  eyes,  that  had  held  steadily  on  her  face, 
troubled  and  perplexed,  to  the  table  top. 
are  wonderful !  "  he  said,  under  his  breath.    "  Won- 
And — and  that  makes  it  all  the  more  amazing,  all 
incomprehensible.     It  is  still  impossible  that  he 
een  in  close  and  constant  touch  with  his  accom- 
e  must  have  been!    We  would  be  blind  fools  to 
nst  it  I    It  could  not,  on  the  face  of  it,  have  been 
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"Then  how,  when,  where  has  he  done  it?"  she  aiU 
wearily. 

*'  God  knows ! ''  he  said  bitterly.  **  And  if  they  hiw  bcfi 
clever  enough  to  escape  you  all  these  years.  Tin  ahnoft  io- 
clined  to  say  what  you  said  a  little  while  ago— that  we'it 
beaten." 

She  watched  him  miserably,  as  he  pushed  tadc  his  cfavr 
impulsively  and.  standing  up.  stared  down  at  her. 

"  WeVc  against  it — hard!"  he  said,  with  a  mirdilai 
laugh.  Then,  his  lips  tightening:  "But  well  try  anoAcr 
tack — the  chauffeur — Travers.  Thr-igh  even  here  ik 
Crime  Chih  lias  a  day's  start  of  us,  even  if  last  night  tlvv 
knew  no  more  al)out  the  whereabouts  of  that  package  das 
we  know  now.  Vm  afraid  of  it !  The  chances  are  more  das 
even  that  they've  already  got  it.  If  they  were  aUe  to 
Travers  as  the  chauffeur,  thev  would  have  had 
tangible  to  work  Kick  from  " — Jimmie  Dale 
more  to  himself  than  to  the  Tocsin  now,  as  though  he 
mutterins::  his  thoughts  aloud.  "  How  did  they  get  track  rf 
him?  When?  Where?  What  has  it  led  to?  And  vtal 
in  Heaven's  name."  he  burst  out  suddenly.  "  is  tins  Vm 
numlHT  four-two-eight!" 

"  A  saftey-deposit  vauh.  perhaps,  that  he  has  taken  so■^ 
where,"  sht'  hazarded. 

Jimmie  Dale  laughed  mirthlessly  again. 

"  That  is  the  one  defmite  thing  I  do  know — that  it  ia^!' 
he  said  positively.  '*  It  is  nothing  of  that  kind.  It  was  hi* 
past  ton  oVlock  at  night  when  I  met  him,  and  he  saiddtf 
in*  ha<l  intcndrd  going  kick  for  the  package  if  it  had  kn 
safr  to  do  so.  Dei)osit  vauhs  are  not  open  at  thit  Isft 
Tlio  p;u'kat:o  is,  or  was.  if  they  have  not  abeadjr  |*  ^ 
readily  ari'i-^sihK- — and  at  any  hour.  Now  go  over  c«B* 
thing  again,  every  detail  that  passed  between  JQti  ^ 
Travrrs.  He  let  you  know  that  he  was  back  in  New  Vrtkj 
by  rnran**  of  a  *  iKTsonal,'  you  said.  Wltat  els 
'  personal '  U'sidr^  the  telephone  number  and  the  hstf  J*| 
were  to  call  him?    .Xnything ? " 

'*  Nothing  that  will  help  us  any,**  she  replied 
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•*  There  were  simply  the  words  *  northeast  comer  of  Sixth 
Avenue  and  Waverly  Place/  and  the  signature  that  we  had 
agreed  upon,  the  two  first  and  two  last  letters  of  the  alpha- 
bet transposed— BAZY." 

**  I  see,"  said  Jimmie  Dale  quickly.  "  And  over  the  'phone 
he  completed  his  message.    Clever  enough !  " 

**  Yes."*  she  said.  "  In  that  way,  if  any  one  were  listening, 
or  overhead  the  plan,  there  could  be  little  harm  come  of 
it,  for  the  essential  feature  of  all,  the  place  of  rendezvous, 
was  not  mentioned.  It  has  not  been  Travers'  fault  that  this 
happened — and  in  spite  of  every  precaution  it  has  cost  him 
his  life.  He  wanted  nothing  to  give  them  a  clew  to  my 
whereabouts;  he  was  trying  to  guard  against  the  slightest 
evidence  that  would  associate  us  one  with  the  other.  He 
even  warned  me  over  the  'phone  not  to  tell  him  now,  where. 
Of  the  mode  of  life  I  was  living.  And  naturally,  he  dared 
give  me  no  particulars  about  himself.  I  was  simply  to  select 
a  third  party  whom  I  could  trust,  and  to  follow  out  his  in- 
structions, which  were  those  that  I  sent  to  you  in  my  letter." 

Jimmie  Dale  began  to  pace  nervously  up  and  down  the 
room. 

"  Nothing  else?"  he  queried,  a  little  blankly. 

•*  Nothing  else,"  she  said  monotonously. 

••  But  since  last  night,  since  you  knew  that  things  had  gone 
wrong,"  he  persisted.  "  surely  you  traced  that  telephone  num- 
ber— the  one  you  called  up  ?  " 

•*  Yes,"  she  said,  and  shrugged  her  shoulders  in  a  tired 
way.  **  Naturally  I  did  that— but,  like  everything  else,  it 
amounted  to  nothing.  He  telephoned  from  MakofTs  pawn-> 
mbop  on  that  alley  off  Thompson  Street,  and " 

•*  Where! "  Jimmie  Dale,  suddenly  stock-still,  almost 
flouted  the  word.  ^  He  telephoned  from — where !  Say 
Unt  again!" 

She  look    1  at  htm  in  amazement,  half  rising  from  her 


^Jimmie,  what  is  tt?^  she  cried     "You  don't  mean 
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He  was  beside  her  now,  his  hands  pressed  upon  her  shoal- 
ders,  his  face  flushed. 

"  Box  nuniljer  f our-two-eight ! "  He  laughed  out  hysteri- 
cally in  his  excitement.  "  John  Johansson — box  nmr.ber 
four-two-eight!  And  like  a  fool  I  never  thouf^ht  of  r.* 
Don't  you  see  ?  Don't  you  know  now  yourself  ?  Thr  undif- 
ground  post  office!" 

She  stood  up,  clinging  to  him;  a  wild  relief,  thai  «is 
based  on  her  crHifidence  in  him,  in  her  eyes  and  face,  cvq 
while  she  shof)k  her  head. 

"  No,"  she  said  frantically.  "  No — 1  do  not  know.  Td! 
me,  Jimniie!    Tell  nic  (|uickly!    You  mean  at  Makoff"*"' 

**No!  Not  Makoff's — at  Spider  Jack's,  on  Thorr:»NX 
Street !  " — he  was  clii)i>ing  oflf  his  words,  still  holding  be 
ti«jhily  by  tlie  shoulders,  still  staring  into  her  eyes.  "  Y?: 
knt)w  Spider  Tack!  Tack's  little  noveltv  store!  .\h.  *x 
have  not  feanied  all  of  the  underworld  yet !  Spider  Jaa 
is  the  craftie^^t  *  fence  '  in  the  Bad  T-ands — and  Makoff  L*  ha 
partTKT.  SjnMer  buys  the  crooks'  stutT,  and  MakofT  disfwo 
<)f  it  throu«^'h  the  pawnshoj^ — it's  only  a  step  throurf!  Af 
CDiinertinsr  back  yard  from  one  to  the  other,  and " 

*' Ves — but."  she  interrupted  feverishly,  "the  package 
yoTi  said " 

**  Wait !  "     Timmic  Dale  cried.    "  I'm  coming  to  that'  I- 
Trnver-i   •stood   in   with   Makoff,  he  stood   in    with  Spifc 
Jark.    I'nr  year*;  Si)icler  has  been  a  sort  of  clearing  hois«<  't 
the  underworld — for  year«i  he  has  conducted,  and  profiraHi 
t'»(i.  l)is  riiilirtrroniid  jwxt  office.     Crooks  from  all  orrr  t^ 
cnuTurv.  Irt  alone  thoso  in  New  York,  cnmmunicale  rd 
iTiili  otluT  t!'roii«rh  spider  Jack.    These,  fcir  a  fee.  are  rrfiv 
tc'"il  :i'   Sjm'Iit's.  and  iriven  a  numlvr — a  box  nun-Sf  ^ 
f.ilK  'I.  thoui:!),  of  course,  there  are  no  actual  boxes     I  rr-^ 
r««Tnr  bv  trail  a<l<ln--.*»ed  {<*  him — the  sealed  envelope  »■■*'- 
♦"•iiita  Tiling'  the  art  n  ally   in  ten*  led   recipient's   name      TSr* 
.*^pi']rr  tithiT  fnrward<.  or  delivers  in  person  when  tbrk  !•? 
«vtl!«'l   for.     Di)/cn<  nf  crook*,  too.  unwilling,  perhar*.  - 
ili^iui-e  of  ^u\u\\  ill-LTOtten  articles  at  ruinous  •  fence'  pri» 
and  tindini:  it  unheahhy  for  the  moment  to  keep  them  ictbtf 
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^session,  use  this  means  of  depositing  them  temporarily  for 
fe4(eeptng.  You  see  now,  don't  you?  It's  certain  that's 
here  Travers  left  the  package.  He  used  the  name  of  John 
ihansson,  not  to  hoodwink  Spider  Jack,  I  should  say,  but  as 
I  added  safeguard  against  the  Crime  Qub.  Travers  must 
ive  known  both  MakoflF  and  Spider  Jack  in  the  old  days, 
id  probably  had  reason,  and  good  reason,  to  trust  them 
th— possibly,  a  crook  then  himself,  as  he  confessed,  he 
ly  have  acted  in  a  legal  capacity  for  them  in  their  fre- 
ent  tangles  with  the  police/' 

*  Then."  she  said — and  there  was  a  glad,  new  note  in 
r  voice,  "then,  Jimmie — ^Jimmie,  we  are  safe!  You  can 
t  it,  Jimmie!  It  is  only  a  little  thing  for  the  Gray  Seal 
do — to  get  it  now  that  we  know  where  it  is." 

-  Yes,"  he  said  tersely.    "  Yes— if  it  is  still  there." 
■•Still   there!" — she   repeated   the   words   quickly,  ner- 
Bsly.    "  Still  there !    What  do  you  mean  ?  " 

•  I  mean  if  they,  too,  have  not  discovered  that  he  was  at 
IcofTs — if  they  have  not  got  there  first!  "  he  said  grimly. 
here  seems  to  be  no  limit  to  their  cleverness,  or  their 
'cr.     They  penetrated  his  disguise  as  a  chauflFeur,  and 

knows  what  more  they  have  learned  since  last  night? 
are  fighting  them  in  the  dark,  and — what's  that!"  he 
pered  tensely,  suddenly — and  leaning  forward  like  a 

as  he  whipped  his  automatic  from  his  pocket,  he  blew 
^  lamp. 

e  room  was  in  darkness.    They  stood  there  rigid,  silent, 

ng.    Her  hand  found  and  caught  his  arm. 

t  then  it  came  again — a  low  sound,  the  sound  of  a 
y  footstep  just  outside  the  window  that  faced  on  the 
•yard. 


CHAPTER  XI 

THE   MAGPIE 

A  MINUTE  passed — another.    The  automatice  at  Ji 
^"^     Dale's  hip,  the  muzzle  just  peeping  over  the  uU 
held  a  steady  bead  on  the  window.    Came  the  footstep 
— and  then  suddenly,  a  series  of  low,  quick  tapping 
the  windowpane.     The  Tocsin's  hand  slipped  away 
his  arm.    Jinimie  Dale's  set  face  relaxed  as  he  read  th 
dcrground  Morse,  and  he  replaced  his  revolver  slow 
his  pocket. 

*'  The  Ma^ie ! "  said  Jimmie  Dale,  in  an  ondci 
"  What's  he  want  ?  " 

"  I  don't  know,"  she  answered,  in  a  whisper.  **  He  i 
came  here  before.  There's  a  back  way  out,  Jionni 
you " 

"  No."  he  said  quickly.  "  We've  enemies  enofn^h.  ' 
out  makinjT  one  of  the  ^Ia^ie.  He  knows  some  one  i* 
with  you — our  shadows  were  on  the  blind.  Don^  <; 
yourself.    Let  him  in.     I'll  lifjht  the  lamp.** 

Tie  struck  a  match,  as  she  ran  from  the  room.  and. 
ine^  the  hot  lamj^  chimney  with  the  edffc  of  his  rai^ped 
Htjhtcd  the  lamp.  He  turned  the  wick  down  a  little.  *h> 
and  dimnnnjj  the  room — and  then,  as  he  flirted  a  b» 
moi'Jture  from  his  forehead,  whimsically  stretched  o* 
hand  to  watch  it  in  the  lamplight. 

"  That's  Ixul.  Jimmie."  he  muttered  gravely  to  himKi* 
he  nntofi  an  almost  imperceptible  tremour.  "  Got  a  * 
flitln't  vou !    Tender  a  In't  of  a  strain,  eh?    Well  "—en* 

m 

"  nov(T  niiiul !     Tt  looks  as  though  the  ludc  had  tm 
Makoff  and  Spider  Jack ! " 

4ia 
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His  hand  reached  up  to  hts  hat,  jerked  the  brim  at  a 
ktsh  angle  over  his  eyes — and  he  sprawled  himself  out  on 
rhair.  He  heard  the  Tocsin's  voice  at  the  front  door,  and 
nan's  voice,  low  and  guarded,  aaswcr  her.  Then  the  door 
»sed,  and  their  steps  approached  the  room.  It  was  rather 
nous,  that — a  visit  from  the  Magpie!  What  could  the 
agpie  want?  What  could  there  be  in  common  between 
!  NIagpie  and  Silver  Mag?  The  Magpie,  alias  Slimmy 
e,  was  counted  the  cleverest  safe  worker  in  the  United 
ates,  barring  only  and  always  one — a  smile  flickered  across 
5  lips  of  Larry  the  Bat — one  whose  preeminence  the  Mag- 
U  much  to  his  own  chagrin,  admitted  himself — the  Gray 
al! 

He  looked  up,  twisting  the  stub  of  a  cigarette  between 
(  grimy  fingers  and  fumbling  for  a  match,  as  the  Tocsin 
i,  behind  her,  the  Magpie,  short,  slim,  and  wiry,  shrewd- 
red,  with  sharp,  quick-glancing  little  black  eyes,  entered 
room. 

'  *Ello.  Larry ! "  grinned  the  Magpie.  **  Got  yer  breath 
k  yet  ?  I  felt  it  through  de  windowpane  when  youse  let 
It  de  lamp !  '• 

^Ello,  Slimmy ! "  returned  Jimmie  Dale  ungraciously, 

king  through  the  comer  of  his  mouth.    "  Ferget  it !  " 

5ure ! "  said  the   Magpie  unconcernedly.     He  stared 

t  him.  and  finally,  drawing  a  chair  up  to  the  table,  sat 

,  motioned  the  Tocsin  to  do  the  same,  and  leaned  for- 

amiably.     "  I  didn't  mean  to  throw  no  scare  into 

••  he  said,  in  a  conciliating  tone.    "  But  I  had  a  little 

ss  wid  Mag,  an'  I  was  kind  of  interested  in  whether 

\s  entcrtainin'  company  or  not — see?    I  didn't  know 

m*  Mag  was  workin'  together." 

bbe."  observed  Jimmie  Dale,  as  ungraciously  as  be- 

tiabhe  dcre's  some  more  t'ings  youse  don't  know ! " 

cough  uf)  de  grouch ! "  advised  the  Magpie,  with  a 

impatience  creeping  into  his  voice,     "  Youse  don't 

e  sore  all  night !    I  told  youse  I  wasn't  tryin'  to  hand 

?,  didn't  I  ?  " 

r  mind  Larry,  Slimmy,"  put  in  the  Tocsin  petu- 
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lantly.    "  He's  down  on  his  luck,  dat's  all.    He  am*t  had  dr 
price  of  a  pinch  of  coke  for  two  days." 

*'  Oho ! "  exclaimed  the  Magpie,  grinning  again.  "  So 
dat's  wot's  givin'  yousc  de  pip,  eh,  Larry  ?  Well,  den,  ny. 
yousc  can  take  it  from  me  dat  mabbe  yousell  he  glad  I  Ucv 
around.  I  was  lookin'  fcr  a  guy  about  yer  size  fer  a  littk  nk 
to-night,  an'  I  was  t'inkin'  of  Icttin*  Young  Dutchy  in  or  ii 
but  secin'  youse  are  here  an'  in  wid  Mag.  an*  dat  I  foi  te 
get  M.ig  in,  too.  youse  are  on  if  youse  say  dc  word." 

"  Wot's  dc  lay  ?  "  inquired  Larry  the  Bat.  unbcndiof  i 
little. 

The  Magpie  cocked  his  eye,  and  stuck  his  tongue  in  hii 
check. 

"  Good-mght !  "  he  said  tersely.  *'  Nothin*  like  dat!  An 
youse  on.  or  ain't  youse?" 

"Well,  den,  Wot's  in  it  fer  me?"  persisted  Larm  dc 
Bat. 

"  ^Tore'n  de  price  of  a  coke  sneeze ! "  returned  the  Utf 
pic  pertinently.     "  Dere's  a  century  note   fcr 
mablx?  two  or  t'ree  of  dem  fer  Mag.** 

Larr)'  the  Bat's  eyes  gleamed  avariciously. 

"  Aw.  quit  yer  kiddin' ! "  he  said  gruflSy.     •  A 
note — fcr  me !  " 

"  Dat's  wot  T  said !    Youse  heard  me !  **  rejoined  the  Ifaf* 
pie  shortly.    "  Only  if  it  listens  good  to  youse  now,  I  Ui 
want  no  squcalin*  after  the  divvy.     Fm  takin'  de 
youse  has  dc  soft  end  of  it.    One  century  note  fer 
an'  dc  rest  is  none  of  yer  business !    Dat*s  puttin*  it 
ain*t  it?    Well,  wot  do  youse  say,  an*  say  it  qinck^*caM(l 
yon<e  ain't  comin'  in,  youse  can  beat  it  out  of  here  sd*s  I  tf 
talk  to  Mac:." 

**  Dcro  ain't  nothin'  I  wouldn't  take  a  chance  oa  iff  i 
hundred  plunks  I  "  declared  Larry  the  Bat,  widi  sodfa  i^ 
vency — and  starod.  anxiously  expectant,  at  Ae  Ibt^ 
"  Sure,  T'ni  on.  Slimmy !  Sure,  I  ami  Cut  it  hioiel  !|i 
de  stnn'!" 

••  Well,  den."  said  the  Magpie,  "  I  wants ^"  ■  " 

"  Youse  ain't  through  yet  t  '*  interrupted  die  Tooii  *#■  ^ 
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ard  youse  askin'  me  nothin'  I    I  ain't  on  me  uppers 
\  an'  mabbe  de  price  don't  cut  so  much  14 


said  the  Magpie,  with  a  smirk,  ^  I  don't  have  to 
on  dis  lay.  Dis  is  where  youse'd  come  in  on  it 
s.  Say.  dis  is  where  we  gets  de  hook  into  a  guy 
e  of  Henry  LaSalle!  Get  me?" 
LaSallc!  Under  the  table,  Jimmie  Dale's  hand 
jddenly ;  but  not  a  muscle  of  his  face  moved,  save, 
le  tip  of  his  tongue,  he  shifted  the  butt  of  the 
hat  was  hanging  royally  from  his  lower  lip  to 
omer  of  his  mouth. 

She's  '  got '  youse,  Slimmy !  "  he  flung  out,  with 
the  Tocsin  wrinkled  up  her  face  menacingly  and 
lumble  to  herself.  "  He's  de  guy  dat  handed  her 
she  was  young,  an'  she's  been  layin'  fer  him  ever 
re!  I  know!  Ain't  I  worked  him  fer  her  till  I 
shoes  out  tryin'  to  get  somet'ing  on  him !    Sure, 

it !  Go  on,  Slimmy,  wot's  de  lay?  Wot  do  I  do 
itury  ?  " 

gpie  hitched  his  chair  closer  to  the  table  and,  as 
little,  ferret  eyes  glanced  around  the  room,  mo- 
two  to  brings  their  heads  nearer, 
f  me  influential  broker  friends  down  on  Wall 

me  wise,"  he  said,  with  a  wink.  "  Dat's  good 
'  youse  two.  as  far  as  dat  goes.  But  take  it  from 
it  dead  straight."  He  lowered  his  voice.  **  Say, 
F  de  richest  mugs  in  New  York,  ain't  he?  Well, 
ellin'  stocks  an'  bonds  all  day,  t'ousands  an'  t'ou- 
3llars'  worth — fer  cash." 

rm   t'ings   is  always  sold   fer  cash,"  remailced 
Bat  fatuously, 
•rget  it !  "  said  the  Magpie  earnestly.    **  Fer  cask, 

coin,  de  long  green — understand?     He  wasn't 

checks  fer  what  he  sold  into  de  bank  except  to 
ished.  Dat's  wot  he's  been  doin'  all  day — gettin' 
cashed,  an*  pet  tin'  de  money  in  big  bills — see!  I 
le  bunch  of  eighty  thousand — an'  dat's  only  one !  "• 
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"Wot  fcr?"  inquired  T-arry  the  Bat.  It  wr.s  the  q; 
tion  that  was  pounding  at  his  brain,  as  he  stared  innocti 
at  the  Magpie.  What  did  it  mean?  Why  was  Henry 
Salle  turning,  and,  if  the  Magpie  was  right,  feverishly  t: 
ing  every  security  he  could  lay  his  hands  on  into  cash?  . 
then,  in  a  flash,  the  answer  came.  They  had  not  found 
package!  Equally  to  them,  as  to  the  Tocsin,  sitting  thcrf 
fore  him.  it  meant  life  and  death.  H  the  package  were  io 
by  the  Tocsin  instead  of  themselves,  the  game  wa« 
They  were  preparing  for  eventualities.  H  they  were  to: 
to  run  at  a  moment's  notice,  they  at  least  were  not  i:< 
to  run  ompty-handcd !  Far  from  empty-handed,  it  s^err 
It  would  not  be  difficult  for  the  estate's  executor  to  rca 
a  va«;t  sum  in  short  order  on  instantly  marketable,  gih-ed 
securities — sav,  half  a  million  dollars.  Not  vcrv  bd 
eithiT — 5n  large  bills!  Five  thousand  hundred-dollar  \ 
would  make  half  a  million.  It  was  astonishing  how  sxna 
hand  bag.  say,  nu'ght  hold  a  fortune !  "  Wot  fer,  Slimnn 
he  inquired  ac^ain.  wiggling  his  cigarette  butt  on  his  too 
tip.    "WotM  he  do  dat  fer?" 

"  I  Tow  de  lull  do  youse  suppose  I  knows !  "  demanded 
Mairpic.  politely  scornful.     "  Dat's  his  business     dat  i. 
wot's  worry  in'  inc !  " 

"  No — sure,  it  ain't ! "  admitted  T-arry  the  Bat  injfnri 
in^Mv.  **  But  go  on.  keep  movin',  Slimmy !  Wot's  he  6: 
wid'<lc  stuff?" 

"  Dniu'  wid  it! "  echoed  the  Magpie,  with  a  short  bai 
"Wilt  <ln  ynuso  t'ink !  He's  iK'en  luggin'  it  home  tc  I 
swi'II  joint  up  dcrc  on  de  avenoo,  an'  cramniin'  his  safe  r; 
of  It." 

I^'irry  ihr  Rat  sucked  in  his  breath. 

"  Gvv,  d:it*s  soft !  "  he  murmured,  and  then  suddenh.  i 
tluMii^h  witii  painful  inspiration:  "  5%ay.  Slimmy— 4aj.  i^ 
\<n\»c  sure  ynuso  ain't  bron  handed  a  stCcr?" 

TIu*  M.iL'pic  t;rinnc*(l  wickedly. 

"  T  .lin't  f.illin'  for  steers!"  he  said  shortly.  "Dif  i»« 
<Ic  l<'v«!  " 

liintiiie  Pale  lurclicd  up  from  his  chair,  and,  lcaniq|Ort 
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At  lamp  chimney,  drew  wheezily  on  his  cigarette  to  get  a 
light.  His  eyes  sought  the  Tocsin's  face.  To  all  intents  and 
purposes  she  was  entirely  absorbed  in  the  Magpie.  He  sat 
down  again  to  gape,  with  well-stimulated,  doglike  admiration, 
at  Slimmy  Joe.  Was  this,  too,  a  plant  f  Why  had  the  Mag- 
pie come  to  them  with  this  story  of  Henry  LaSalle?  And 
then,  the  next  instant,  as  the  Magpie  spoke,  his  suspicions 
were  allayed. 

"Let's  get  down  to  cases!"  the  Magpie  invited  crisply. 
••  I  didn't  blow  in  here  just  by  luck.  Dis  Henry  I^Salle 
is  de  guy  youse  worked  fer  once,  ain't  he.  Mag?  Dat's  de 
spiel,  ain't  it? — he  sent  youse  up  fer  pinchin'  de  tacks  out 
of  his  carpets !  " 

**  I  never  pinched  nothin' ! "  snarled  Silver  Mag  tnicu- 
fcnUy.    "  He's  a  dirty  liar!    I  never  did !  " 

•*  Cut  it  out !  Cut  it  out !  Can  dat !  "  complained  the 
Magpie  patiently.  "  De  point  is,  youse  worked  in  his  house, 
didn't  youse?" 

**  Sure  I  did ! "  snapped  the  Tocsin,  sullenly  aggressive ; 
"    -but " 

•*  Well,  den.  dat's  wot  I  want,  dat's  wot  I  come  fer,  Mag 
—a  plan  of  de  house.    See?" 

Jimmie  Dale  could  feel  the  Tocsin's  eyes  upon  him,  ques* 
tiontng,  searching,  seeking  a  cue.  A  plan  of  the  house — 
yes  or  no?    And  a  decision  on  the  instant! 

••  Sure ! "  said  Larry  the  Bat  brightly.  "  Dat's  wot  I 
was  t*inkin'  youse  were  after  all  de  time.  Say,  youse  are 
mS  right,  Slimmy  1  Youse  are  de  kind  to  work  wid !  Go  on, 
Ikfai^,  draw  de  dope  fer  Slimmy.  Dat's  better  dan  tryin'  to 
jKit  one  over  on  de  swell  guy.  Dis'll  make  him  squeal  fer 
€air!" 

The  Magpie  produced  a  pencil  and  a  piece  of  paper  from 
li^is  pocket,  and  laid  them  on  the  table  in  front  of  the  Toe- 

••  Dcrc  youse  are,"  he  announced.     "  Help  yerself,  an* 

to  it,  Mag!" 
The  Tocsin,  o-idently  not  quite  certain  of  her  part,  wet 

pencil  doubtfully  on  the  end  of  her  tongue. 
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I     ain't     never   drawed   plans/'    she    said    aiudoa 

Mabbe  " — she  glanced  at  Jimmie  Dale — *'  mabbe  I  dm 
how  to  do  it  right, 

"  Aw,  go  ahead!  "  nodded  Larry  the  Bat,  **  Yousc  • 
do  it  ri^ht,  Mag.  Youse  don*t  have  to  make  no  oil  pahiti 
All  de  Magpie  wants  is  de  doors  an'  windows,  ch,  Slimmi 

"  Sure,"  aijreed  the  Magpie  encouragingly.     **  Dat's 
Mag.     Just  mark  de  rooms  out  on  de  first  floor,  an* 
iKisenuMit.    Youse  can  explain  wot  youse  're  doin*  as  jo 
goes  along.    Til  get  youse." 

The  TcKsiii  cackled  maliciously  in  assent ;  and  then,  «1 
the  Mag]ne  got  up  from  his  chair  and  stood  peering  o 
her  shoulder,  she  began  to  draw  labouriously,  her  bn 
knitted,  the  pencil  hooked  awkwardly  between  cramped 
forefjngtT  and  thumb. 

I-«'irrv  the  Rat,  slouched  forward  over  the  table,  his  c 
in  his  hands,  a])])eared  to  watch  the  proceedini^  with  n 
inttTcst — but  his  eyes,  like  a  hawk's,  were  foltowif^  cv 
lino  on  the  paper,  transferring  them  to  his  brain,  pho 
grapliini;  every  detail  of  the  plan  in  his  mind.  And  as 
watched,  tliere  seemed  something  that  was  near  to  the  ac 
of  all  that  was  ironical  in  the  Magpie  standing  there. 
sharj),  little.  Mack  eyes  drinking  in  greedily  the  Tooi 
work,  in  the  Tocsin  herself  aiding  and  abettini;  in  the  pr 
ectcd  theft — of  her  own  money!  How  far  would  he 
tbc  Ma^^i)ie  go?  He  did  not  know.  Perhaps— who  on 
till!- -all  the  wav.  Between  now  and  then  there  hv  rt 
p.'hkaui- 1  If  it  were  at  MakofTs,  at  Spider  Jack's,  if 
could  fin<l  it,  get  it — the  Magpie  as  a  temporary  citfto£ 
nf  the  est.iti's  money  would  at  least  prechide  its  la*  1 
tliir!  t  if  tlic  (rime  Club  tcwik  alarm  too  quickly.  Lanr  d 
\\:\\\  cycN,  uuder  half^Mosed  lids,  rested  musingly  €■  t 
Masrpi<'*"^  f;^^*^'.  I  he  Masrpie  would  not  get  x-ery  f ar  i«i 
wi'h  it!  (  Ml  the  other  hand,  if  he  failed  at  Spider  Jk&' 
if.  nftcr  all.  he  was  wrong,  and  the  package  had  never kc 
tlirrr.  or  if  they  had  forestalled  him,  turned  the  trick  I9> 
liini,  aln.nly  Mvun-d  it.  then — I-arn'  the  Rat's  lips.  vtfM 
on  his  ci;:aritti,  formc«l  in  a  twisted  smile — then,  wtflihi 
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that  was  quite  another  matter !  Perhaps  he  and  the  Magpie 
might  not  agree  so  far!  A  half  milh'on  dollars  was  per- 
haps not  much  out  of  eleven  millions,  but  it  was  a  salvage 
not  to  be  despised !  Why  did  he  say  half  a  million !  Well, 
why  not?  If  the  Magpie  knew  of  a  single  transaction  of 
eighty  thousand,  and  there  had  been  many  transactions  dur- 
ing the  day,  a  half  million  was  little  likely  to  prove  an  ex- 
aggeration— and  the  less  likely  in  view  of  the  fact  that, 
if  those  in  the  Crime  Club  were  preparing  for  an  emer- 
gency, they  would  not  stint  themselves  in  the  disposal  of 
securities. 

The  Magpie  was  keeping  up  a  running  fire  of  questions,  as 
the  Tocsin  toiled  on  with  her  pencil.  WTiere  did  the  hall 
lead  to?  How  many  windows  in  the  library?  Did  she  re- 
member the  kind  of  fastenings?  Did  the  ser\'ants  sleep  in 
the  basement,  or  above?  And  finally,  twice  over,  as  she 
finished  the  clumsy  drawing  and  pushed  it  toward  him,  he 
demanded  minute  details  of  the  position  of  the  safe. 

**  Aw,  dat's  all  right,  Slimmy ! "  Larry  the  Bat  cut  in 
airily.  **  If  yousc  ferget  anyt'ing  when  youse  get  in  derc, 
youse  can  ask  me.    I  got  it  cinched !  " 

The  Magpie  folded  the  paper  and  stowed  it  carefully 
away  in  his  pocket. 

••  Ask  yousc,  eh !  **  he  grunted  sarcastically.  "  An'  where 
do  yousc  tTnk  yousell  be  about  dat  time?** 

••  In  derc  wid  youse,  of  course."  replied  Larry  the  Bat 
promptly.    *  Dat's  wot  youse  said." 

•Yes.  yousc  will — no//"  announced  the  Magpie,  with 

eold  finality.     **  Do  youse  t'ink  I  want  to  queer  myself! 

A  hot  one  youse'd  be  on  an  inside  job !    Yousell  be  outsidf, 

wid  yer  peepers  skinned  for  de  bulls — youse  an'  Mag  here, 

too.    See !    Get  dat  straight.    While  Tm  on  de  job  youse  two 

filays  dc  game.     Now  yousc  listen  to  me.  both  of  youse. 

Don't  start  nothin'  unless  youse  has  to.    If  it's  a  cinch  I  got 

"^•o  make  a  get-away,  youse  two  start  a  dnink  fight.    Get  me? 

"^ottsc  know  de  lay.     T'row  de  talk  loud — an'  111   fade. 

It's  all!  Well  crack  de  crib  early — it'll  be  quiet  enough 
derc  by  one  o'clock." 


420    THE  ADVENTURES  OF  JIMMIE  DALE 

One  o'clock  I  Lany  the  Bat  shook  his  head,  ^^liat  tiw 
was  it  now  ?  It  was  about  nine  when  he  had  fint  nel  tkr 
Tocsin,  then  the  Sanctuary,  then  the  long  walk  as  he  had 
followed  her — say  a  quarter  of  ten  for  that.  And  he  had 
certainly  been  here  with  her  not  less  than  an  hour  and  a 
half.  It  must  be  after  eleven,  then.  One  o'dockl  Aad 
before  that  must  come  Makoff  and  Spider  Jack  1  The  m(ti 
that  half  an  hour  ago  had  seemed  so  sterile,  was 
a  program  of  events  upon  him  now — too  faist! 

"  Nothin'  doin' !  "  he  said  thoughtfuUy.  -  Yi 
wrong  dcre,  Slimmy.  One  o'clock  don't  go !  Say.  take  it 
from  me,  Tve  watched  dat  guy  too  many  nights  fcr  Ibf. 
'Tain't  often  he  leaves  de  club  before  one  o*clock^«D*  he 
ain't  never  in  bed  before  two." 

"  All  right."  agreed  the  Magpie,  after  a  momenl's  le* 
flection.    "  Yousc  ought  to  know.    Make  it  diree  o'< 
He  pulled  a  cigar  from  his  pocket,  lighted  it»  and, 
back  in  his  chair,  stuck  his  feet  up  on  the  table.    *  If 
don't  mind.  Mag.  I'll  stick  around  a  whtk,"  he 
calmly.    "  Mahhc  de  less  T*m  seen  to-night  de 
T  guess  dore  won't  be  nobody  lookin'  fer  me 

T^irr>'  the  Rat  coughed  suddenly,  and  rose  op  a  fib 
heavily  from  his  chair.  He  had  not  counted  on  dot!  H 
the  ^Tagpie  was  settling  down  for  a  prolonged  stay,  il  it 
volvi'd  upon  him.  Jimmie  Dale,  to  get  away,  and  at 
and  without  exciting  the  Magpie's  suspicions.  He 
atrain.  Innkod  nervously  from  the  Tocsin  to  the 
staninien-fl — swallowed  hard — and  coined  once 

"Well,  wot's  bitin'  youse?"  inquired  the 

irnllv. 

"  Nothin'."  said  T.nrn-  the  Bat— and  hesitated.  *  Nfltf. 
..ly-"  I U.  1..<itntcd  a^ain :  and  then.  Ae  wonb  -  .  «fc 
"  Say.  .^liniiny.  couldn't  youse  come  across  wid  a  pieoefl 

dat  century  now  ?  " 
*•  Wot  U-T ?  "  <li'manded  the  Magpie,  a 
Larrv  the  Piat  cleared  his  throat  with  a 
•*  YouM-  kiio\v<."  he  admitted  sheepishly.    *  *iBt 

price  of  oiu*.  .^linimy — just  one.** 
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••  Ccktl**  exploded  the  Magpie.  "  An'  get  soaked  to  dc 
eyes — not  by  a  damn  sight !  " 

•*  No  I  Honest  to  Gawd,  no,  Slimmy — just  one !  "  pleaded 
Larry  the  Bat 

"  Nix  I  **  said  the  Magpie  shortly. 

Larry  the  Bat  thrust  out  a  hand  before  the  Magpie's  eyes 
that  shook  tremulously. 

•*  I  got  to  have  it ! "  he  declared,  with  sudden  fierceness. 
••  I  got  to— see!  Look  at  me!  I  ain't  gotn*  to  be  no  good 
to-night  if  I  don't.  I  tell  youse,  I  got  to!  I  ain't  goin'  to 
t'row  youse  down,  Slimmy — honest.  I  ain't !  Just  one — an' 
itH  set  me  up.  If  I  don't  get  none  I'll  be  on  de  rocks  before 
momin'!    I>at's  straight,  Slimmy — ask  Mag,  she  knows." 

•*  Aw,  let  him  go  get  it ! "  broke  in  the  Tocsin  wearily. 
•  Dat's  de  best  t'lng  youse  can  do,  Slimmy— dey're  all  alike 
when  dey  gets  in  his  class." 

•*  Youse  cocaine  sniffers  gives  me  de  pip ! "  snorted  the 
Magpie,  in  disgust.  He  dug  down  into  his  pocket,  pro- 
duced a  bill,  and  flung  it  across  the  table  to  Larry  the  Bat. 
•WcO,  dere  youse  are;  but  youse  can  take  it  from  me, 
Larry,  dat  if  jrouse  gets  whiffed  "—he  swore  threateningly 
— ••  m  crack  every  bone  in  yer  face !    Get  me  ?  " 

••  Slimmy,"  said  Larry  the  Bat  fervently,  grabbing  at  the 
bin  with  a  hungry  hand,  "  youse  can  count  on  me.  Ill  be 
np  derc  on  de  job  before  youse  are.  Three  o'clock,  eh? 
Wen,  so  kwig,  Slimmy  "—he  slouched  eagerly  to  the  door. 
•*  So  long,  Mag  "—he  paused  on  the  threshold  for  a  single, 

*  ":.flung,  significant  glance.    "  See  youse  on  de  avenoo, 
•111  be  up  dere  before  youse  are.    So  long ! " 
Oh,  so  long  f "  said  the  Tocsin  contemptuously. 

And,  »  instant  later,  Jimmie  Dale  closed  the  outer  door 
him. 
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^JEARLY  midnight  already !    It  was  even  bter  thin  he 

^  had  thought.  Larry  the  Bat  pressed  his  face  ai^amc 
a  shop's  windowpane  on  the  Bowery  for  a  glance  at  a  doA 
that  had  caught  his  eye  on  the  wall  within.  Nearly  nrd* 
night ! 

He  slouched  on  again  hurriedly,  still  debating  in  his  nnii 
as  he  had  been  debating  it  all  the  way  from  the  Tocsin'i 
the  question  of  returning  again  to  the  Sanctiiary.  So  tar. 
the  way  both  to  Spider  Jack's  and  the  Sanctuary  had  bea 
in  the  same  direction — but  the  Sanctuary  was  on  the  aetf 
street. 

Jimmie  Dale  reached  the  comer — and  hesitated.  It  M 
strange  how  strong  was  the  intuition  upon  him  to-niste  ^ 
bade  him  go  on  and  make  all  speed  to  Spider  Jade's  wUf 
equally  strong  was  the  cold,  stubborn  logic  that  bade  Um  ft 
first  to  the  Sanctuary.  TTiere  were  things  that  he  ntM 
thore  that  would  probably  be  absolutely  essential  to  hia  k^ 
fore  the  night  was  out.  things  without  which  he  mffk  k 
so  badly  handicapped  as  to  invite  failure  from  the  sW* 
and  yet — it  was  already  midnight! 

Ostensibly  both  MakofT  and  Spider  Jack  ckicd  dor 
places  at  eleven.  Rut  that  might  mean  anything  irff^ 
ing  upon  their  own  respective  inclinations,  or  on  wlat  d 
their  own  peculiar  brand  of  deviltry  might  be  afoot  V 
they  were  still  nbont.  still  in  evidence,  he  was  SliB  tooor^ 
niidnit^ht  though  it  was :  though,  on  the  other  httfL  ' 
the  roast  was  clear,  he  could  ill  afford  to  lose  a  mauKM^ 
the  time  between  now  and  the  hour  that  t'^  MiQ*'^ 
planned  for  the  robbcrv  of  Henry  I  a  Salle,  t    r  it 
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be  an  easy  matter,  even  once  inside  Spider  Jack's,  to  find 
that  package — since  it  was  Spider's  open  boast  that  things 
committed  to  his  care  were  where  the  police,  or  any  one 
else,  might  as  well  whistle  and  suck  their  thumbs  as  try 
to  find  them! 

And  then,  with  sudden  decision,  taking  his  hesitation,  as 
It  were,  by  the  throat.  Jimmic  Dale  hurried  on  again — to 
the  Sanctuary.  At  most,  it  could  delay  him  but  another 
fifteen  minutes,  and  by  half-past  twelve,  or  a  quarter  to 
one  at  the  latest,  he  would  be  at  Spider  Jack's. 

Disdaining  the  secrecy  of  the  side  door  on  the  alley,  for 
who  had  a  better  right  or  was  better  known  there  than  Larry 
the  Bat,  a  tenant  of  years,  he  entered  the  tenement  by  the 
front  door,  scuffled  up  the  stairs  to  the  first  landing,  and 
let  himself  into  his  disreputable  room.  He  locked  the  door 
behind  him,  lighted  the  choked  and  wheezy  gas  jet,  in  a 
smgle,  sharp-flung  glance  assured  himself  that  the  blinds 
were  tightly  shut,  and.  kneeling  in  the  far  comer,  threw 
hack  the  oilcloth  and  lifted  up  the  loose  section  of  the  floor- 
me  beneath.  He  reached  inside,  fumbling  under  the  neatly 
folded  clothes  of  Jimmic  Dale,  and  in  a  moment  laid  his 
leather  girdle  with  its  kit  of  burglar's  tools  on  the  floor  be- 
side him :  and  beside  that  again  an  electric  flashlight,  a  black 
tillc  mask,  and — what  he  had  never  expected  to  use  again 
when,  early  the  night  before,  he  had,  as  he  had  believed, 
pot  it  away  forever — the  thin,  metal  insignia  case  of  the 
Gray  Seal.  Another  moment,  and.  with  the  flooring  re- 
placed, the  oilcloth  rolled  back  into  position,  he  had  stripped 
©flF  his  coat  and  was  pulling  his  spotted,  greasy  shirt  off 
over  his  Virad;  then,  stooping  quickly,  he  picked  up  the 
firdle,  put  it  on.  put  on  his  shirt  again  over  it,  put  on  his 
coat,  put  the  metal  case,  the  flashlight,  and  the  mask  in  his 
pockets — and  once  more  the  Sanctuary  was  in  darkness. 

It  was  perhaps  fifteen  minutes  later  that  Jimmie  Dale 
turned  into  the  upper  section  of  TTiompson  Street.  Here 
he  slowed  his  pace,  that  had  been  almost  a  run  since  he  had 
left  the  Sanctuary,  and  began  to  shuffle  leisurely  along; 
lor  the  street,  that  a  few  hours  before  would  have  been 
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clioked  with  its  pushcarts  and  venders,  its  half  naked  ch3- 
<lron  playing  where  they  could  t'lncl  rcxnn  in  the  fitters,  ii* 
sidewalks  thronged  with  shawled  women  and  picturesqueh 
dressed,  earrinjjed.  dark-visajjed  men,  a  scene,  as  it  wcrt 
transported  from  some  forei^  land,  was  still  far  from  de- 
*icrtcd ;  the  quiet,  if  quiet  it  could  he  called,  was  but  ccrv 
parative.  there  were  many  yet  al)out,  and  he  had  no  de^^r 
to  attract  attention  hy  any  evidence  of  undue  haste.  And 
l)esides.  Spider  Jaek's  was  just  ahead,  making  the  Cfyrrrr 
of  the  alleyway  a  few  hundred  feet  farther  on.  and  he  h-:'! 
very  good  reasons  for  desiring  to  approach  Spider's  htik 
novelty  store  at  a  pace  thcit  would  afford  him  every  op. 
j)ortunity  for  ol)ser%'ation. 

On  he  shuffled  along  the  street,  imtil,  reaching  Spider 
Jack's,  a  little  two-storied.  tuml)Ie-down  brick  stracturf.  i 
muttered  exclamation  of  satisfaction  escaped  him.  The  **xc 
was  closed  and  dark ;  and.  though  Spider  Jack  lived  abait 
the  store,  there  were  no  light "^  even  in  the  upper  irindovt. 
Spider  Jack  presumahly  was  cither  out,  or  in  bed!  So  far. 
tlien.  he  could  have  a«ked  for  nothing  more- 
Jin  imie  Pale  edj[^'ed  in  dose  to  the  building  as  he  sknicM 
hv.  so  elf»Ne  that  his  hat  hrim  seemed  to  touch  the  wind*^- 

m 

pane.  It  wa^^  possible  that  from  a  room  at  the  rear  of  tiic 
.store  there  might  l)e  a  light  with  a  telltale  ray  perhaps  fihtr- 
ing  through,  say.  a  door  crack.  But  there  was  nothing— ooljr 
blackness  within. 

He  prnised  at  the  comer  of  the  building  by  the  aHeyviv. 
Hown  hiTi'.  adjjiiiiing  the  high  board  fence  of  Spider  Jack** 
h.uk  yard.  MakofT  made  pretense  at  paiii*nbrokenng  in  a 
!!  :1I  ;i!iil  (linv:y  wooden  building,  that  was  littk  MC 
ii'tv*'  In  tii.'in  a  >1]e<l — and  in  Makoff*s  place,  so  firs 
i'l-  .  nij]il  ^i-e.  iImto  was  no  light,  either. 

IiiTi!nii'  TTilr''*  finirers  were  industriously  rolling  a  c^ 
rt  tti'.  :i^.  iiii'li  r  tlie  hrim  of  his  slouch  hat.  his  eres  vtR 
n'>tiiv^r  every  il*  t.til  around  him.  A  yard  in  against  iheni 
i.f  Sj»!<liT  T;hKV.  tlie  wall  cutting  off  the  rays  of  the  tfntf 
l.'.T^ip  :it  a  >hArv  atvjle.  it  was  shadowy  and  Mict  md k 
yond  that,  f.ir'hi-r  in.  the  alleyway  was  like  a  pit.    It 
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*  less,  far  less,  than  the  fraction  of  a  second  to  gain  that 
1,  but  some  one  was  approaching  behind  him,  and  a  little 
ip  of  people  loitered,  with  annoying  persistency,  directly 
«s  the  way  on  the  other  side  of  the  street.  Jimmie  Dale 
k  the  cigarette  between  his  lips,  fumbled  in  his  pockets, 
finally  produced  a  box  of  matches.  The  group  opposite 
moving  on  now ;  the  footsteps  he  had  heard  behind  him, 
e  of  a  man,  drew  nearer,  the  man  passed  by — and  the 
of  matches  in  Jimmie  Dale's  hand  dropped  to  the  ground, 
reached  to  pick  them  up.  and  in  his  stooping  posture, 
lOut  seeming  to  turn  his  head,  flung  a  quick  glance  behind 
up  the  street.  No  one,  for  that  fraction  of  a  second  that 
leeded.  was  near  enough  to  see — and  in  that  fraction  of 
cond  Jimmie  Dale  disappeared. 

dozen  yards  down  the  lane,  he  sprang  for  the  top  of  the 
fence,  gripped  it.  and.  lithe  and  active  as  a  cat,  swung 
lelf  up  and  over,  and  dropped  noiselessly  to  the  ground 
he  other  side.    Here  he  stood  motionless  for  a  moment, 
against  the  fence,  to  get  his  bearings.    The  rear  of 
rr  Jack's  building  loomed  up  before  him — the  back  win- 
as  unlighted  as  those  in  front.    Luck  so  far,  at  least, 
vith  him !    He  turned  and  looked  about  him.  and,  his 
rowincf  acctistomed  to  the  darkness,  he  could  Just  make 
lakoff's  place,  bordering  the  end  of  the  yard — nor, 
his  new  vantage  point,  could  he  discover,  any  more 
ffore.  a  single  sign  of  life  about  the  pawnbroker's 
hment. 

ie  Dale  stole  forward  across  the  yard,  moimted  the 
eps  of  the  low  stoop  at  Spider  Jack's  back  door, 
d  the  door  cautiouslv.     It  was  locked.     From  his 

m 

ime  the  small  steel  instrument  that  had  stood  I-arry 
n  good  stead  a  hundred  times  before  in  similar  cir- 
cs.   He  inserted  it  in  the  keyhole,  worked  deftly 
r  an  instant — and  tried  the  door  again.    It  was  still 
md  then  Jimmie  Dale  smiled  almost  apologetically, 
k  did  not  use  ordinary  locks  on  his  back  door! 
onntenanred  instrument  went  back  into  his  pocket, 
inunie  Dale's  hand  slipped  inside  his  shirt,  and 
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from  one  of  the  little,  uprif^ht  pockets  of  the  leather  bck.  aol 
from  still  another,  and  from  after  that  a  third,  came  tk 
vicious  little  blued-steel  tools.  The  sensitive  finf;:ers  tinJri 
slowly  up  and  down  the  side  of  the  door — and  then  he  wm 
at  work  in  earnest.  A  minute  passed — ^another — there  was  a 
dull  low,  ^ratinpr  sound,  a  snick  as  of  metal  yielding  sud- 
denly— and  Jimmie  Dale  was  coolly  stowing  av^'ay  his  took 
again  inside  his  shirt. 

He  pushed  the  door  open  an  inch.  listened,  then  svon^  ii 
wide,  stepped  inside,  and  closed  it  behind  him.  A  rood 
white  hoani  of  light  flashed  in  a  quick  circle — and  went  otf. 
It  was  a  sort  of  storeroom,  innocent  enough  and  oidcrit 
enough  in  appearance,  bare-floored,  with  boxes  and 
cases  piled  neatly  against  the  walls.  In  one  comer  a 
ca«:c  led  to  the  story  above — and  from  above,  quite  aadittr 
now.  ho  caught  the  sound  of  snoring.  Spider  Jack  was  ii 
bed.  then ! 

Directly  facing  him  was  the  open  door  of  another  r«m 
and  Timmie  Dale,  niovine  softlv  forward,  entered  it-  ft 
had  never  been  in  Spider  Jack's  before,  and  his  first 
wn*;  tn  form  an  intimate  acfjuaintanceship  with  his 
ini:<.    Again  the  flashlight  circled,  and  again  went  ooL 

"  \o  window*! !  "  muttered  Jimmie  Dale  under  his 
"  Nothing  ver\-  fancy  about  the  architecture !     Three 
iTi  a  row !    Store  in  front  of  this  room  through  that  dBor. 
of  roiir^e.    Wonder  if  the  door's  locked,  though  it*sa  im- 
gon«^  cnnclu'i'on  the  package  wouldn't  be  in  there." 

Not  a  <:onnd.  hi*^  trend  silent,  he  cro>sed  to  the  ckisedte 
xhnt  he  hnd  noticed.  It  was  unlocked,  and  he  nprrted  it  wo* 
tiv.  Iv  a  little  way.  A  faint  glow  of  light  diffused  irf 
tbrnii-li  the  ot.eninir.  Jimmie  Dale  nodded  hb  head  «* 
c^N^■d  the  door  aeain.  The  street  lamp,  shining  throi^^ 
>l:(>p  wiiidi)W«^.  aiv<»^Tnted  for  the  light. 

Ard  now  t'le  flashlight  playtnl  with  steady  i 
ah'Mit  Inm.    The  room  in  which  he  stood  seemed  to 
a  -f»rt  i'f  iftue.  witli  a  lotmging  room,  in  which  Spider  bA 
no  douht.  tiitiTtained  his  particular  cronies.     Thar  w»» 
table   in   the   centre,   cards   still  uiKHi   it,  chairs  Aam  t 
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Ikinst  the  wall  farthest  away  from  the  shop  stood  a  huge, 
Ufashioned  cabinet ;  and  a  little  farther  along,  anglewise, 
rtitioning  off  the  comer,  as  it  were,  hung,  for  some  pur- 
le  or  other,  a  cretonne  curtain.  Also,  against  the  wall 
It  to  the  lane,  bringing  a  commiserating  smile  to  Jimmie 
le*s  lips  as  his  eyes  fell  upon  it,  was  a  clumsy,  lumbering, 
:ique  safe. 

fimmie  Dale's  eyes  returned  to  the  curtain.  What  was  it 
\ng  there?  What  was  it  for?  Instinctively  he  stepped 
T  to  examine  it.  A  single  glance,  however,  as  he  lifted 
iside,  sufficed.  It  was  nothing  but  a  make-shift  clothes 
set.  He  turned  from  it,  switched  off  the  flashlight,  and 
od  staring  meditatively  into  the  darkness.  In  a  strange 
ise,  with  the  knowledge  to  begin  with  that  what  he  sought 
I  carefully  hidden,  it  was  no  sinecure  to  find  that  package. 

had  never  for  a  moment  imagined  that  it  would  be.  But 
>ne  thing,  however,  there  was  no  uncertainty  in  his  mind — 
would  get  the  package! — by  search  if  possible,  by  other 
ins  if  search  failed.  It  was  now  close  to  one  o'clock.  If 
two  o'clock  his  efforts  had  been  fruitless.  Spider  Jack 
cdd  hand  over  the  package — at  the  revolver  point!  It 
I  quite  simple!  Meanwhile — Jimmie  Dale  shrugged  his 
uklers,  and,  going  over  to  the  safe,  knelt  down  in  front  of 
-meanwhile,  as  well  begin  here  as  anywhere  else. 
rhe  trained  fingers  closed  on  the  handle — and  on  the  in. 
nt,  as  though  in  startled  amazement,  shifted  to  the  dial. 
ey  came  back  to  the  handle — a  wrench — then  a  low, 
used  chuckle — and  the  door  swung  open.  The  great,  un- 
My  thing  was  only  a  monumental  bluff!    It  not  only  had 

been  locked,  but  it  could  not  be  locked — the  mechanism 
I  out  of  order,  the  bolts  could  not  be  moved  by  so  much 
i  hair's  breadth ! 
kill  chuckling,  Jimmie  Dale  shot  the  flashlight's  ray  into 

interior  of  the  safe — and  the  chuckle  died  on  his  lips, 
I  into  his  face  came  a  look  of  strained  bewilderment. 
ide.  everything  was  in  chaos,  books,  papers,  a  miscellany 
irtides.  as  though  they  had  first  been  ruthlessly  pulled  out 
the  floor,  then  gathered  up  in  an  armful  and  crammed 
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back  inside  ag^ain.  For  an  instant  he  did  not  move,  and  thfii 
a  queer,  hard,  mirthless  smile  drew  down  the  comers  of  h:« 
mouth.  With  a  sort  of  bitter,  expectant  nod  of  his  head  he 
turned  the  light  upon  the  door  of  the  safe.  Yes,  there  mtn 
the  scratches  that  the  tools  had  left ;  and.  as  thou^  in  lor- 
donic  jest,  the  holes,  where  the  steel  bit  had  bored.  »rr 
plug^ged  with  putty  and  rubt)ed  over  with  some  black  «'^ 
stance  that  was  still  wet  and  came  off.  smearing  hu  nrur^ 
as  he  touched  it.  It  could  not  have  been  done  \anf^  ar- 
then !  How  long?  A  half  hour — an  hour?  Not  more  ihs2 
that ! 

Mechanically  he  closed  the  door  of  the  safe,  rose  to  ks 
feet  and,  almost  heedless  of  noise  now,  the  flashlight  m 
dancing  before  him.  he  jum|)ed  across  to  the  old-fashkne^ 
cabinet  and  pulk-d  the  door  o]H?n.  Here,  as  within  the  safe- 
all  inside,  plain  evidence  of  thorough,  if  hasty,  search,  wis 
scattered  and  tossed  about  in  ho]K*less  confusion. 

I  le  shut  the  cabinet  door :  the  flashlight  went  out ;  and  be 
st(M>d  like  a  man  stunned,  the  sense  of  some  abvsmal  disiiocr 
upon  him.  He  was  too  late!  The  game  was  up!  H  it  had 
ev<T  been  here,  the  package  was  gone  now — gone!  The 
Crime  Club  had  \ycvn  here  before  him! 

"The  game  was  up!  The  game  was  up!" — his  mbd 
seemed  to  keep  on  repeating  that.  The  Crime  Qnb  lai 
ItiMten  him  bv  an  hour,  at  most,  and  had  been  here,  xft 
li.'id  searched.  It  was  strange,  though,  that  they  shouUhi«f 
Imou  at  <5uch  curious  pains  to  cover  their  tracks  by  karsK 
tin;  room  in  order,  by  such  paltry  efforts  to  make  the  «« 
;i!'|n:ir  untouched  when  the  first  glance  that  was  it  il 
rr-'irnl  would  di*;close  immediatelv  what  had  been  4w' 
\\  l:y  sh«»iiM  they  need  to  cover  their  tracks  at  all;  or.  if  t 
\v:»N  lures^ary.  why.  al)ove  all.  in  such  a  pitifully  ii 
way!  His  mind  harked  kick  to  the  same  ghastly  rrfi 
**  tlie  game  was  u|)!  " 

.V.» '  Not  yet !  There  was  still  a  chance !  There  WM  d 
Spider  J.iek !  Suppose,  in  spite  of  their  seardi,  they  hi 
f.iilid  tr»  fliwl  till-  I'u-k.T^e!  Jimmio  Dale's  lips  set  inathtf 
line,  as  he  >tarttd  abruptly  toward  the  door.    There  vafd 
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t  chance,  and  one  thing  was  grimly  certain — Spider  Jack 
uld,  at  least,  show  him  where  the  package  had  been! 
^nd  then,  halfway  to  the  door,  he  halted  suddenly,  and 
od  still — listening.  An  electric  bell  was  ringing  loudly, 
;)eriously,  somewhere  upstairs.  Followed  almost  im- 
dtately  the  sound  of  some  one.  Spider  Jack  presumably, 
ving  hurriedly  about  overhead ;  and  then,  a  moment  later, 
ps  coming  down  the  staircase  in  the  adjoining  room, 
[fanmie  Dale  drew  back,  flattening  himself  against  the 
DL    Spider  Jack  entered  the  room,  stumbled  across  it,  in 

darkness,  fumbled  for  the  door  that  led  into  his  little 
f>,  opened  it,  passed  through,  fumbled  around  in  there 
lin,  for  matches  evidently,  then  lighted  a  gas  jet  in  the 
re,  and.  going  to  the  street  door,  opened  it. 
immie  Dale  had  edged  along  the  wall  a  little  to  a  position 
ere  he  had  an  unobstructed  view  through  the  open  door- 
f  connecting  the  shop  and  the  room  in  which  he  stood, 
dcr  Jack,  in  trousers  and  shirt,  hastily  donned,  no  doubt, 
be  had  got  out  of  bod,  was  standing  in  the  street  door- 
jf,  and  beyond  him  loomed  the  forms  of  several  men. 
der  Jack  stepped  aside  to  allow  his  visitors  to  enter — and 
Idenly,  a  cry  barely  suppressed  upon  his  lips,  Jimmie  Dak 
oluntarily  strained  forward.  Three  men  had  entered,  but 
eyes  were  fixed,  fascinated,  upon  only  one — the  first  of 

three.    Was  it  an  hallucination  ?    W^as  he  mad— dreaun- 

?    It  was  Hilton  Travers,  the  chauffeur — the  man  whom 

could  have  sworn  he  had  last  seen  dead,  lashed  in  that 

jr.  in  that  ghastly  death  chamber  of  the  Crime  Gub! 

'  Rather  rough  on  you.  Spider,  to  pull  you  out  of  bed  at 

I  hour.**  the  chauffeur  was  saying  apologetically. 

'  Oh,  that's  all  right,  seein'  it's  you,  Travers,"  Spider  Jade 

(wered,  gruffly  amiable.    "  Only  I  was  kind  of  lookin'  for 

1  bst  night." 

•  I  know,"  the  chauffeur  replied ;  "  but  I  couldn't  connect 

:h  my  friends  here.    Shake  hands  with  them.  Spider — Bob 

inrin — Harry  Stead." 

'Gbd  to  know  you,  gents,"  said  Spider  Jack,  with  a 

idgrip  apiece. 


430    THE  ADVENTURES  OF  JDfMIE  DALE 

The  chauffeur  lowered  his  voice  a  little. 

"  I  sup])Ose  we're  alone  here,  eh,  Spider?  Yes?  Wdl 
then,  you  know  what  I've  come  for — that  packafpe — Marm 
and  Stead,  here,  are  the  ones  that  are  in  on  it  with  me.  Gd 
it  for  me,  will  you,  Spider  ?  " 

"  Sure — Mr.  Johansson ! "  Spider  grinned.  **  Sorr! 
Come  on  into  the  back  room  and  make  yoorscHcs  oob- 
fortablc.    I'll  be  mabbe  five  minutes,  or  so." 

Jimniie  Dale's  brain  was  whirling.  What  did  it  mcaB? 
He  could  not  seem  to  understand.  His  mind  seemed  to  r^ 
fuse  its  functions.  Travcrs,  the  chauffeur — alive!  He  drew 
in  his  breath  sharply.  That  curtain  in  the  comer !  He  imar 
see  this  out  now !  They  were  coming !  Quick,  noisckss,  hr 
stole  along  the  side  of  the  wall,  reached  the  conier.  vi 
slipped  in  behind  the  curtain,  as  Spider  Jack,  striUot  i 
match,  entered  the  room. 

Spider  Jack  lighted  the  gas.  and.  as  the  others  foDowfdfe 
hind  him,  waved  them  toward  the  chairs  around  the  dlk 

"  I'll  just  ask  you  gents  not  to  leave  the  room,"  he  mA 
meaningly,  over  his  shoulder,  as  he  stepped  toward  die 
(Ir)nr.    "  It's  kind  of  a  fad  of  mine  to  keep  some  thii^ 
from  my  wife! " 

"  All  right,  Spider — I  understand/'  the  chauflFeor 
readily. 

Jinmiic  Dale's  knife  cut  a  tiny  slit  in  the 
level  with  his  eyes.    The  three  men  had  seated 
at  the  table,  and  appeared  to  be  h'stening  intently. 
Jack's  footsteps  echoed  back  as  he  crossed  the 
sounded  dull  and  muffled  descending  the  stoop  mitffiff.  wi 
(lied  away. 

"  I  told  you  it  wasn't  in  the  house!"  the  man  vkoli' 
been  introduced  as  Stead  laughed  shortly.  **  Wc  vasMdit 
liniir  we  had  here." 

The  third  man  spoke  crisply,  incisively,  to  the 

"  Turn  down  that  gas  jet  a  little  I    You've  ipol 
it  so  far — but  you  can't  stand  a  searchlight.  Cbrfce!" 

And  at  the  words,  in  a  flash,  the  meaning  of  it«  all  of  ^* 
the  last  detail  that  was  spellini;  death,  ruin,  s    d  dinMrk 
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r,  the  Tocsin,  for  himself  as  well,  burst  upon  Jimmic  Dale, 
lat  voice!  He  would  have  known  it,  recognised  it,  among 
thousand — it  was  the  masked  man  of  the  night  before,  the 
idcr,  the  head  of  the  Crime  Gub !  And  it  was  not  Travers 
ere  at  all!  He  remembered  now,  too  well,  that  second 
om  they  had  showed  him  in  the  Crime  Qub — its  multitude 
disguises,  though  in  this  case  they  had  the  dead  man's 
ithes  ready  to  their  hands — the  leader's  boast  that  im- 
rsonation  was  but  child's  play  to  them!  And  now  he 
derstood  why  they  had  covered  up  the  traces  of  their 
irch  in  only  so  curiously  inadequate  a  manner.  They  had 
iled  to  find  the  package,  and.  as  a  last  resort,  had  adopted 

•  ruse  of  impersonating  Hilton  Travers.  the  chauffeur, 
lich  made  it  necessary  that  when  they  called  Spider  Jack 
m  his  bed,  as  they  had  just  done,  that  Spider  Jack,  at  a 
mat  glance,  should  notice  nothing  amiss — ^but  it  would  be 

more  than  a  casual  glance,  for,  who  should  know  better 
in  they,  he  would  not  have  to  go  for  the  package  to  any 
ice  that  they  had  disturbed !  And  he,  Jimmie  Dale,  could 
ly  stand  here  and  watch  them,  helpless,  powerless  to  move ! 
tree  of  them !  A  step  out  into  the  room  was  to  invite  cer- 
n  death.  It  would  not  matter,  his  death — if  he  could  gain 
ything  for  her,  for  the  Tocsin,  by  it.  But  what  could  he 
in — by  dying?  He  clenched  his  hands  until  the  nails  bit 
o  the  flesh. 

Spider  Jack  reentered  the  room,  carrying  what  looked  like 
large,  bulky,  manila  envelope,  heavily  sealed,  in  his  hand. 
t  tossed  it  on  the  table. 
"  There  you  are,  Travers !  "  he  said. 
••  I  wonder."  suggested  the  leader  pleasantly,  "  if,  now  that 
r're  here,  Travers,  your  friend  would  mind  letting  us  have 
is  room  for  a  few  minutes  to  ourselves  to  clean  up  the  busi- 

B?" 

"  Sure !  "  agreed  Spider  Jack  cordially.  "  You're  welcome 
ft !  ni  wait  out  here  in  the  store  until  you  say  the  word.** 
He  went  out,  closing  the  door  after  him.  The  leader 
eked  up  the  package. 

•  Well  take  no  chances  with  this,"  he  said  grimly.    "  It's 
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been  too  close  a  call.  After  we've  had  a  look  at  h.  well  p« 
it  out  of  harm's  way  on  the  spot,  here,  while  we've  got  a— 
before  we  leave!  '* 

He  ripped  the  |>ackage  open,  and  disclosed  perhaps  a  don 
official-looking  documents,  besides  a  miscellaneous  number  of 
others.  He  took  up  the  first  of  the  papers,  glanced  tfan)q{fc 
it  hurriedly,  then  tossed  it  to  the  pseudo  chauffeur 

"  Tear  it  up,  and  tear  it  up— jwia///  "  he  ordered  lersfh 
The  next,  after  examining  it  as  he  had  the  first,  he  to««d 
to  the  other  man.  "Go  ahead !  "—curtly.  "Work  iiA* 
From  the  l<x)ks  of  these.  Travers  had  us  cold!  Thert* 
proof  enough  here  of  LaSalle's  murder  to  send  us  aD  to  thr 
chair ! " 

He  wont  on  glancing  through  the  documents;  and  ther 
suddenly,  joining  the  others  in  their  work,  began  to  rip  lad 
tear  at  the  papers  himself. 

A  sort  of  cold  horror  had  settled  upon  Jimmie  Dale,  aaf 
his  forehead  was  clan  mi  v  wet.  The  inhuman  iroDT  of  t' 
That  lie  should  "itaiid  there  and  watch,  impotent  to  pmttf 
it.  the  (lotruction  of  what  he  would  have  given  his  liic  ic 
secure!  And  then  slowly,  a  grim,  hard,  merciless 
caine  to  his  lii»s.  He  had  recognised  the  leader's 
i»Mv.-  he  would  nvognise  the  leader's  face.  At  least,  that 
left  to  him — prrhaps  the  master  tnmip  of  all.  It  woaM 
l)e  ver>'  hard  to  find  the  Crime  L1ub  now — with  ihal  a 
to  lead  the  way ! 

TIk-  MTap-i  of  paper,  tiny  shreds,  mounted  into  a  heap 
the  t:il»le — and  with  the  last  of  the  contents  of  the 
df-trnycd.  tlu-  Kadrr  stoocl  up. 

"  Put  tlir^e  piivis  in  your  |>ockets:  wc  don't  want  tcfcnt 
the  Til  h«Tr."  he  direited  quietly.    "  And  then  Iet'<  frt  c^' 

In  scara-ly  a  nioiiu-nt.  the  last  scrap  of  paper  had  \-ar:*V4 
'Vhr  tliree  uww  walked  to  the  door,  passed  thrLH2;:h  it.  i* 
juiiud  Sj.idrr  Jack  in  the  store — and  Jimmie  I>ale.  *!:pc«f 
oi:t  from  luhiiHl  \\ic  curtain,  gained  the  dt^r  of  thf  ri* 
rn. •111.  iTf|»i  thrciiii^li  it.  reached  the  stoop,  and  then,  vl 
likf  ilic  wind  aim^N  tin*  yard,  wa-*  over  the  fence  in  2 
ainl  in  aimihir  \\:i*^  u;:t  of  the  alleyway  and  on  the  »tre& 
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He  was  in  time — in  plenty  of  time.  They  had  just  left 
Spider  Jack's,  and  were,  perhaps,  fifty  yards  or  so  ahead  of 
him.  He  slouched  on  behind  them — the  cold,  grim  smile  on 
his  lips  once  more.  It  was  the  Crime  Club  now,  that  hell's 
cradle  where  their  devil's  schemes  were  hatched,  that  was 
the  one  thing  left  to  him ;  they  would  lead  him  to  that,  and 
then — and  then  it  would  be  his  turn  to  strike! 

They  turned  the  first  comer.  And  suddenly,  as  the  racing 
engine  of  an  automobile  caught  his  ear,  he  broke  into  a  run, 
mnd  dashed  arotmd  the  comer  after  them — in  time  to  see 
them  jump  into  a  car,  and  the  car  speed  oflf  along  the  street  I 
He  halted,  as  though  he  were  suddenly  dazed — started  in- 
voluntarily to  run  forward  again — stopped,  with  a  hollow 
bugh  at  the  futility  of  it — and  stood  still  and  motionless 
on  the  sidewalk. 

And  then  he  swayed  a  little,  and  his  face  grew  gray. 
Failure,  defeat,  ruin — in  that  moment  he  knew  them  all  to 
their  bitterest  dregs.  How  could  he  go  to  her !  How  could 
he  face  her,  and  tell  her  that  they  were  beaten,  that  the 
last  hope  was  gone,  that  he  had  failed ! 

•  God  f  **  he  cried  aloud,  and  clenched  his  hands. 

Then  deep  in  his  consdousness  a  thought  stirred,  and  he 
swept  a  shaking  hand  across  his  eyes.  Why  had  it  come 
again,  that  thought!  Did  it  mean  that  he  must  play— the 
last  card !  There  was  a  way — there  had  always  been  a  way. 
The  way  the  Crime  Qub  took — murder.  It  was  their  own 
weapon!  H  the  man  who  posed  as  Henry  LaSalle  were 
lolled !    H  that  man — were  killed ! 

•*  The  Magpie  was  to  be  there  at  three !  "  he  muttered — 
and  started  mechanically  back  along  the  street 


CHAPTER  XIII 

THE  ONLY  WAY 

T  T  was  a  horrible  thing — ^and  it  grew  upon  him.    In  a  VEoL 

mechanical  way,  his  brain  receptive  to  nothing  At, 

Jinimic  Dale  walked  on  along  the  street.    To  kiD  i  nm! 

Death  he  had  faced  himself  a  hundred  times,  witnessed  it  i 

hundred  times  in  its  most  violent  forms,  had  seen  murder 

done  before  his  eyes,  had  been  in  straits  where,  to  save  ka 

own  life,  it  had  seemed  the  one  last  desperate  chance    and 

yet  his  hands  were  still  clean !    To  kill  a  man  in  fair  fight  h 

strujLr^Ie,  when  the  blood  was  hot,  was  terriUe  enough,  i 

po^^sihility  that  was  always  before  him,  the  one  thing  froa 

which  he  shrank,  the  one  thing  that,  as  the  Gray  SeaL  he  lai 

always  feared  :  hut  to  kill  a  man  deliberately,  to  creep  i^ 

hi^   victim   with   hideous,  cold-blooded   premeditation— he 

shivered  a  little,  and  his  hand  shook  as  he  drew  it  uqiou^F 

acro^is  his  eyes. 

Rut  there  was  no  other  way !    Again  and  again,  insidiodk 

irrapplini,^  with  his  revulsion,  with  the  horror  that  the  a 

t')  mnrdiT  inspired,  came  that  other  thought — there 

otbtT  way.     If  the  man  who  })Oscd  as  Henry  T^^^n» 

(ii\iJ!    1 1  he  were  dead !    If  he  were  dead !    See.  now, 

would  happen  if  that  man  were  dead!    How  clear  fab 

was  on  that  point !     The  whole  plot  would  tmnble  tte  i 

hou<e  of  canls  about  the  heads  of  the  Crime  CMhL    TW 

courts  would  require  an  auditing  of  the  estate  by  a 

of  \^u-  courts*  own  appointing,  who  would  continue  foal' 

uiiniMtT  it  until  the  Ttv^^in's  twenty-fifth  birtlKiay,  or 

tilt Ti'  wa<  tauirihl'-  evidence  of  her  death — but  the  Tc 

aut'»Tn:iiic.'i!ly  with  her  psciido  uncle's  death,  could 

api>ear  ai^ain.    Iler  death  could  no  longer  benefit  the 

4M 
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nee  it,  the  Crime  Club,  with  the  supposed  uncle  dead, 
ot  profit  through  the  false  Henry  LaSalle  inheriting 
of  kin  I  It  was  the  weak  link,  the  vulnerable  point 
stupendous  scheme  of  murder  and  crime  with  which 
ell  fiends  had  played  for  and  won,  so  far,  the  stake 
m  millions.  Not  that  they  had  overlooked  or  been 
>  this,  they  were  too  clever,  too  cunning  for  that — it 
ly  that  they  had  planned  to  accomplish  the  Tocsin's 
IS  they  had  her  father's  and  uncle's,  and  establish  the 
enry  LaSalle  in  undisputed  possession  and  ownership 
estate — and  had  failed  in  that — up  to  the  present. 
:  material  results  remained  the  same,  so  long  as  the 
to  save  her  life,  was  forced  to  remain  in  hiding,  so 
proof  that  would  convict  the  Crime  Gub  was  not 
ming — so  long  as  that  man  lived! 

passed  to  which  Jimmie  Dale  was  oblivious.  At 
e  walked  slowly,  scarcely  moving;  at  times  his  pace 
lervous,  hurried  stride,  that  was  almost  a  run.  And 
ras  oblivious  to  time,  so  was  he  oblivious  to  his  sur- 
^.  to  the  direction  which  he  took.  At  times  his 
d  was  damp  with  moisture  that  was  not  there  from 
1  exertion ;  at  times  his  face,  deathly  white,  was  full 
he  vision  of  some  shuddering,  abhorrent  sight;  at 
is  lips  were  thinned  into  a  straight  line,  and  there  was 
r  in  the  dark  eyes  that  was  not  good  to  see,  while  his 
at  his  sides  clenched  until  the  skin,  tight  over  the 
s.  was  an  ivory  white.  To  kill  a  man  f 
t  other  way  was  there  ?  The  proof  that  it  had  taken 
Tnivers  years  to  obtain,  the  proof  on  which  the 
s  life  depended,  was  destroyed  utterly,  irreparably, 
fl  never  be  duplicated — Hilton  Travers  was  dead — 
ed.  Murder !  That  thought  again  I  It  was  their  own 
i!  Murder!  Would  one  kill  a  venomous  reptile  tn 
fanjj^s  was  death?  What  right  had  this  man  to  life, 
life  was  forfeit  even  under  the  law — for  murder? 
le  to  drag  on  an  intolerable  existence  among  the  drqp 
?  scum  of  the  underworld,  she.  in  her  refinement  and 
rity.  to  exist  among  the  vile  and  dissolute,  in  daily. 
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hourly  peril  of  her  life,  because  the  weapons  that  these  io- 
human  vultures  had  used  to  rob  her,  to  destroy  those  At 
loved,  to  make  of  her  life  a  hideous,  joyless  thing,  shocU 
not  be  used  against  them  ? 

But  to  kill  a  man !  To  steal  upon  a  man  with  cold  ir,*rT, 
in  the  blackness  of  the  night — ^and  take  his  life!  To  be  i 
murderer !  To  know  the  horror  of  blood  forever  upon  uof *' 
hands,  to  rise,  cold-sweated,  in  the  night,  fearful  of  the  vri 
shadows  around  one,  to  live  with  cvcr>'  detail  of  that  icir- 
some  act  sweeping  like  some  dread  spectre  at  uncxjr.-Tp-: 
moments  upon  the  consciousness!  He  put  up  his  hand?  be- 
fore his  face,  as  thou^jli  to  blot  out  the  thought  from  h ■=. 
Mind  and  soul  recoiled  before  it — to  kill  a  man! 

He  walked  on  and  on.  until  at  last,  conscious  of  a  saist  c: 
fatii^aie,  he  slopi)ed.  He  must  have  come  a  lonff  war.  bcft 
walking  a  long  time.  Where  was  he?  He  looked  aboui  H:^ 
for  a  moment  in  a  dazed  wav — and  suddenlv.  with  a  '*■« 
cry,  shrank  back.  As  ihousrh  he  had  I)een  drawn  to  it  S 
some  ghastly  magnet,  he  found  himself  standing  in  fnx«  ' 
the  I^iSalle  mansion,  on  Fifth  Avenue.  No.  no;  it  wa*  rvt 
for  that  he  had  come — to  kill  a  man !  It  was  onfy— onh  '^ 
grt  th;»t  money.  Yes — he  remembered  now — that  monef 
from  the  safe,  before  the  Magpie  got  it.  The  Mafspie  «» 
to  be  there  at  three  o'clock — and  the  Tocsin  wx*  to  be  tbrt 
tno.  The  Tocsin!  That  i>ackage!  He  had  failed!  It  h>i 
biH-n  lier  one  hope,  and — and  it  was  gone.  What  coold  ^ 
say  to  Ikt?  How  could  he  tell  her  the  miserable  tnai' 
Piut — but  lie  had  not  come  there  in  the  dead  of  nigfat  tokS 
a  man.  tlu-se  other  things  were  what  had 


Jinimie!**     It  was  a  quick-breathed  whisper.    A 

was  on  liis  arm. 

He  turned,  startled.     It  was  the  Tocj^in — Silver  Maf 
"  Jiinmie !  "  in  alarm.    "  Why  are  you  standing  hat  i 

this  ?    You  may  be  srcnf  " 

Sern !    Sup|x>sc  he  7ccrc  seen  ?    He  shuddered  a  Bnk 
'•  Yes :  that's  so!  "  he  said  hairsely.    He  glanced  n 

up  :iii(l  down  the  wide,  deserted,  but  well-lighted,  i 

It  was  no  place,  that  most  aristocratic  section  of  tbecitT.it 
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stxrh  as  Silver  Mag  and  Larry  the  Bat  to  be  seen  at  that 
hour  of  night,  or,  rather,  morning.  And  if  anything  hap^ 
pened  inside  that  house !  "  I— I  didn't  think  of  that/'  he 
said  mechanically. 

•*  Come  across  the  street — under  the  stoop  of  that  house 
there.**  She  had  his  arm,  and  was  half  dragging  him  as  she 
spoke,  the  alarm  in  her  voice  intensified.  And  then,  a  mo- 
ment later,  safe  from  observation :  **  Jimmie,  Jimmic,  what 
is  the  matter?  What  has  happened?  What  makes  you  act 
so  strangely  ?  " 

"  Nothing."  he  said.    "I " 

•*  Tell  me  I  "  she  insisted  wildly. 

And  then,  with  a  violent  effort,  Jimmie  Dale  forced  his 
mind  back  to  the  immediate  present.  He  was  only  inspiring 
tier  with  terror — and  there  was  the  Magpie — and  that  money 
in  the  safe! 

•*  Where  is  the  Magpie  ? "  he  asked,  with  quick  appre* 
bension.    "  Am  I  late  ?    Is  he  in  there  already  ?  " 

**  No,"  she  said.    "  He  hasn't  come  yet." 

•*  What  time  is  it  ?  "  he  demanded  anxiously. 

•*  About  half-past  two,"  she  replied.    **  But,  Jimmie ** 

•*  Wait ! "  he  broke  in.  "  Where  is  he  now  ?  You  were 
both  together!  And  you  were  both  to  be  here  at  three. 
What  arc  you  doing  here  alone  at  half -past  two?" 

A  strange  little  exclamation,  one  almost  of  dismay,  it 
seemed,  escaped  her. 

•*  The  Magpie  left  my  place  an  hour  ago — to  get  his  kit, 
I  think.  And  I  came  here  at  once  because  that  was  what 
jroa  and  I  tmderstood  I  was  to  do,  wasn't  it  ?  Jimmie,  you 
frighten  me!  You  are  not  yourself.  Eten't  you  remember 
the  last  words  you  said,  as  you  nodded  to  me  behind  the 
Magpie's  back — that  you  would  be  here  before  us?  There 
was  no  mistaking  your  meaning — if  I  could  get  away  from 
him,  I  was  to  come  here  and  meet  you." 

Jimmie  Dale  passed  his  hand  nervously  across  his  eyes. 
Of  course,  he  remembered  now  I  What  a  frightful  turmoil 
his  brain  had  been  in  I 
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"  Yes;  of  course!  "  He  tried  to  speak  nondabmlj.  *I 
had  forgotten  for  the  moment." 

She  caught  his  arm  in  a  quick,  tight  hold,  shaking  fdn  ii 
a  terrified  way. 

"  You — forget  a  thing  like  that !  Jimmie — something  ter- 
rible has  happened.  Can't  you  see  that  I  am  nearly  nad 
with  anxiety!  What  is  it?  What  is  it?  That  packap, 
Jimmie — is  it  the  package?" 

He  did  not  answer.  What  could  he  say?  It  meant  life, 
hope,  joy,  everything  that  the  world  held  for  her — and  i 
was  gone. 

"  Yes — it  is  the  package ! "  she  whispered  f nntioEr 
"Quick,  Jimmie!  Tell  me!  It — it  was  not  there?  Yoo— 
you  could  not  find  it  ?  " 

"  It  was  there/'  he  said,  as  though  the  words  were  litenlv 
forced  from  him. 

"  Then  ?  Then — ivhat,  Jimmie  ?  "  The  clutch  on  his  an 
was  like  a  vise. 

"  They  got  it,"  he  said.  It  was  like  a  death  sentence  ihtf 
he  pronounced.    "  It  is  destroyed." 

She  did  not  speak  or  move — save  that  her  hands,  as  thoml 
nerveless  and  without  strength,  fell  away  from  his  arnUb  ad 
dropped  to  Iut  side<.  It  was  dark  there  under  the  Moofi 
though  not  so  dark  but  that  he  could  see  her  face.  It  wn 
gray — gray  as  ck-ath.  And  there  was  misery  and  fear  aod  i 
pitiful  helplessness  in  it — and  then  she  swayed  a  little,  aii 
he  caught  her  in  his  arms. 

"  Gone !  "  she  murmured  in  a  dead,  colourless 
suddenly  laughed  out  sharply,  hysterically. 

"  Don't !     For  God's  sake,  don't  do  that !  **  he  pkM 

wilrilv. 

m 

She  looked  at  him  then  for  a  moment  in  strai 
an<l  lifted  her  liand  and  stroked  his  face  in  a  numbed  «if 

"  It — it  would  have  l>een  better,  Jimmie,  wouhfai^  kT  ^ 
sairl  in  the  same  monotonous  voice,  **  it  would  haie 
iK'ttcT  if — if  I  had  never  found  out  anything,  and 
thev  had  done  the  same  to  me  that  they  did  to— Co  fs 

"Marif!   Marie!"     It   was  the  first  he  lad 
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tpoicen  her  name,  and  it  was  on  his  h'ps  now  in  an  agony  of 
tenderness  and  appeal  ''  Don't !  You  mustn't  speak  like 
that!" 

"  I'm  tired,"  she  said.    **  I — I  can't  fight  any  more.** 

She  did  not  cry.  She  lay  there  in  his  arms  quite  still- 
like  a  weary  child. 

The  minutes  passed.  When  Jimmie  Dale  spoke  again  it 
was  irrelevantly — and  his  face  was  very  white : 

•*  Marie,  describe  the  upper  floor  of  that  house  over  there 
for  me." 

She  roused  herself  with  a  start. 

•*  The  upper  floor?"  she  repeated  slowly.  **Why — why 
do  you  ask  that  ?  " 

•*  Have  you  forgotten  in  turn  ? "  he  said,  with  a  steady 
smile.  "  That  money  in  the  safe — it's  yours — we  can  at 
least  save  that  out  of  the  wreck.  You  only  drew  the  base- 
ment plan  and  the  first  floor  for  the  Magpie — the  more  I 
know  about  the  house  the  better,  of  course,  in  case  anything 
goes  wrong.  Now,  see,  try  and  be  brave — and  tell  me 
quickly,  for  I  must  get  through  before  the  Magpie  comes, 
mnd  I  have  barely  half  an  hour." 

•*  No,  Jimmie — no !  "  She  slipped  out  of  his  arms.  "  Let 
H  alone !  I  am  afraid.  Something — I — I  have  a  feeling  that 
something  will  happen." 

•*  It  is  the  only  way."  He  said  it  involuntarily,  more  to 
himself  than  to  her. 

Jimmie,  let  it  alone ! "  she  said  again. 
No,"  he  said.    "  I  am  going — so  tell  me  quickly.    Every 
minute  that  we  wait  is  one  that  counts  against  us.** 

She  hesitated  an  instant — and  then,  speaking  rapidly,  made 
a  verbal  sketch  of  the  upper  portion  of  the  house  for  him. 

••  It's  a  very  large  house,  isn't  it  ? "  he  commented  in- 
nocently— to  pave  the  way  for  the  question,  above  all  others, 
tfiat  he  had  to  ask.  **  Which  is  your  uncle's,  I  mean  that 
man's  room?" 

••  The  first  on  the  right,  at  the  head  of  the  landing,"  she 
answered.    "  Only,  Jimmie,  don't — don't  go! " 

He  drew  her  close  to  him  again. 


M 
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"  Now,  listen,"  he  said  quietly.  "  When  the  Magpie  comes 
and  finds  I  am  not  here,  lead  him  to  think  that  the  monnr 
he  f::ave  nie  was  too  much  for  me ;  that  I  am  probably  in 
some  den,  doi)ed  with  drug — and  hold  him  as  long  as  yoo 
can  on  the  pretext  that  there  is  always  the  possibility  I  nuy. 
after  all,  show  up  before  he  goes  in  there.  You  understand' 
And  now  about  yourself — you  must  do  exactly  as  I  say.  Oa 
no  account  allow  yourself  to  be  seen  by  any  one  except  the 
Magpie.  I  would  tell  you  to  go  now,  only,  unless  it  b  \'iti3i 
ncccssar>\  we  cannot  afford  to  arouse  the  Magpie's  suspiomi 
— he'd  have  every  crook  in  the  underworld  snarling  at  nzr 
hocls.  Hut  vou  are  not  to  wait,  even  for  him,  if  vou  deter: 
the  slightest  disturlxuice  in  that  house  before  he  comes.  Ax»d. 
equally,  after  ho  has  gone  in,  whether  I  have  come  ooi  nr 
not.  at  the  first  indication  of  anything  unusual  yoo  art  to 
get  away  at  once.    You  imderstand — Marie?" 

"  ^\•*;,"  ^he  <ai(l.    "  But — but,  Jimmie.  you •* 

"  Ju-t  one  tiling  more."  He  smiled  at  her  reasfurinrfy 
"  Did  the  Ma;^q)ie  sav  anything  about  how  he  intended  to  pt 
in  ?  " 

"  Yo<— hv  the  'iide  awav  from  the  comer  of  the  «trw  ' 
she  said  tremulously.  "  You  see.  there's  quite  a  space  V 
twoen  the  house  ai^l  the  one  next  door;  and.  be<ide*.  '^ 
linn^e  n«'\t  d(^or  is  closed  up.  there's  nobody  there,  the  fa*^^ 
hn<i  ^'one  awnv  for  the  '^nmmer.  The  library  window  thr? 
is  low  enouL'h  to  rearh  from  the  pround." 

Vnr  a  mornc'nt  fnneer  he  held  her  clo«e  to  him.  a<  Xhx^ 
h"  eouM  !if)t  let  her  i:o~  then  hrnt  and  kissed  her  pa«^nrjrf> 
And  111  that  moment  all  the  emotions  he  had  known  a*  Sf  ^J- 
walkf!  Mindly  from  Spider  lack's  that  nipht  surged 
tUM»:i  liiin  :  and  that  voice  was  whispering,  whispering. 
jKTin^r:    "  Tt  1*^  the  (mlv  wav — it  is  the  onlv  wav." 

Atu!  tlu-n.  ii(»t  darincr  to  trust  his  voice,  he  released  !*? 
snddenly,  and  stej>j>e(l  hack  out  from  under  the  stoop-»' 
tln'  next  instant  he  wa<  across  the  deserted  avenue.  A> 
iitliiT.  attd  he  h:\(]  slipped  throutjh  the  iron  gates  that  onff** 
on  the  strrit  driveway — aiiti  in  yet  another  he  was  CTwriW 
cluse  up  aL^ain^t   the   front  door  of  the   LaSaDe  tniiuA 
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[t  was  a  large  house,  a  very  large  house,  one  of  the  few 
It,  even  amid  the  wealth  and  luxury  of  that  qtiarter, 
isted  its  own  grounds,  and  those  so  restricted  as  scarcely 
deserve  the  name ;  but  it  was  set  far  enough  back  from 
:  Street  to  escape  the  radius  of  tiie  street  lamps,  and  so 
irantce  in  its  shadows  security  from  observation.  It  was 
:  the  Magpie's  way,  the  front  door — the  obvious  to  the 
Lgpie  and  his  ilk  was  a  thing  always  to  be  shunned.  Jim- 
!  Dale's  lips  were  set  in  a  grim  smile,  as  his  fingers  worked 
h  lightning  speed,  now  taking  this  instnuncnt  and  now 
t  from  the  leather  pockets  in  the  girdle  beneath  his  shirt — 

penitentiaries  were  full  of  Magpies  who  shunned  the 
fious! 

/ery  slowly,  very  cautiously  the  door  opened.  He  listened 
athlessly,  tensely.    The  door  closed  again — behind  him. 

was  inside  now.    Stillness!    Blackness!    Not  a  sound! 
Tiinute  went  by — another.    And  then,  as  he  stood  there, 

ined.  listening,  the  silence  itself  began,  it  seemed,  to  palpi- 

.  and  pound,  pound,  pound,  and  be  full  of  strange  noises. 

as  a  horrible  thing — to  kill  a  man  I 


CHAPTER  XIV 

OUT  OF  THE  DARKNESS 

A  MOMENT  later,  Jimmie  Dale  stepped  forward  thronih 
'^^    the  vestibule.    He  was  quite  calm  now  :  a  sort  of  ooU. 


merciless  precision  in  every  movement  succeeding  the  riot 
of  turbulent  emotions  that  had  possessed  him  as  he  bad 
entered  the  house. 

The  half  hour,  the  maximtmi  length  of  time  before  ite 
Magpie  would  appear,  as  he  had  estimated  it  when  out  then 
under  the  stoop  with  the  Tocsin,  had  dwindled  now  to  per- 
haps twenty  minutes,  twenty-five  at  the  outside.  Twessti- 
five  minutes !  Twenty-five  minutes  was  so  little  that  for  m 
instant  the  temptation  wa&  strong  upon  him  to  saaiicL, 
rather  than  any  of  those  precious  minutes,  the  Magpie  •> 
stead!  And  then  in  the  darkness,  as  he  stole  noiside*^ 
across  the  hall,  he  shook  his  head.  It  would  be  a  covanlv. 
brutal  thinfi^  to  do.  What  chance  would  a  man  with  a  rtcad 
like  the  Map^pie's  stand  if  caught  there?  How  easy  it 
Ik*  to  sliift  the  murder  of  the  supposed  Henry 
the  Magpie's  shoulders!  Jimmie  Dale's  lips  dosed  fink. 
Stlf -preservation  was.  perhaps,  the  first  law,  but  he 
save  the  Ma^Mc  if  he  could — the  Magpie  should  have  hi 
chance !  Tlie  man  might  be  a  criminal,  might  deserve 
niciit  at  the  hands  of  the  law,  his  liberty  might  be  a 
to  the  coinnnniity — hut  he  was  not  a  murderer,  his  life  forfct 
for  a  crime  he  had  never  committed! 

If  he.  Jimmie  Dale,  could  only  in  some  way  have 
with  the  TfKTsin  out  there  to  keep  the  Magpie  aw^ 
^anhiT !     Rut  it  could  not  be  done  without  araoHV  ^ 
Maj[:|>ie*s  suspicions:  and.  as  a  corollary  to  that, 
with  the  subsequent  events,  would  come—        dch^!  %{ 
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law  of  the  underworld  was  clear,  concise,  and  admitting  of 
no  appeal  on  that  point ;  to  double  cross  a  pal  meant,  sooner 
or  later,  a  knife  thrust,  a  blackjack,  or But  what  dif- 
ference did  it  make  what  form  the  execution  of  the  sentence 
took  ?  And,  since,  then,  that  was  out  of  the  question,  since 
he  could  not  keep  the  Magpie  away  without  practically  risk- 
ing his  own  life,  the  Magpie  at  least  must  have  his  chance. 
Jimmie  Dale  was  at  the  library  door  now,  that,  according 
to  the  plan  the  Tocsin  had  drawn  for  the  Magpie,  and  as  he 
remembered  her  description  when  she  had  told  him  her  story 
earlier  in  the  evening,  was  just  at  the  foot  of  the  staircase. 
How  dark  it  was!  Though  the  stairs  could  be  only  a  few 
feet  away,  he  could  not  see  them.  And  how  intense  the 
silence  was  again!  Here,  where  he  stood,  the  slightest 
•tir  from  above  must  have  reached  him — but  there  was  not 
a  sound. 

His  hand  felt  out  for  the  doorknob,  found  it,  turned  it, 
tnd  pushed  the  door  open.  He  stepped  inside  the  room  and 
closed  the  door  behind  him.  The  safe,  according  to  the 
Tocsin's  plan  again,  was  in  that  sort  of  alcove  at  the  lower 
end  of  the  library.  Jimmie  Dale's  flashlight  played  in- 
quisitively about  the  room.  There  was  the  window,  the  only 
one  in  the  room,  the  window  through  which  the  Magpie 
proposed  to  enter ;  there  was  the  archway  of  the  alcove,  with 
il»---no,  there  were  no  longer  any  portieres :  and  there  was 
tfie  safe,  he  cotild  see  it  quite  plainly  from  where  he  stood 
nt  the  upper  end  of  the  room. 

The  flashlight  went  out  for  the  space  of  perhaps  thirty 
seconds — thirty  seconds  of  absolute  silence,  absolute  still- 
less — then  the  round,  white  ray  of  the  light  again,  but  glisten- 
Sn^  now  on  the  nickel  knobs  and  dial  of  the  safe — and  Jim- 
le  Dale  was  on  his  knees  before  it. 

A   low,  scarcely  breathed  exclamation,  that  seemed  to 

ingle  anxiety  and  hesitation,  escaped  him.    He,  who  knew 

make  of  every  safe  in  the  country,  knew  this  one  for  its 

worth.    Twenty-five  minutes!    Could  he  open  it  in  that 

,  let  alone  with  any  time  to  spare !    It  was  not  like  the 

in  Spider  Jack's ;  it  was  the  kind  that  the  Magpie*  how* 


iL 
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ever  clever  he  migh  be  in  his  own  way,  would  be  torcrd  fo 
negotiate  with  "  soup,"  and,  with  the  attendant  noise.  dcrjbSc 
his  chance  of  discovery  and  capture — and  the  responsibcirn 
for  what  might  have  hapj)ened  upstairs!  No;  the  Mae^^ 
must  have  his  chance !  And,  l)esidcs,  the  money  in  the  q?> 
apart,  why  should  not  he,  Jimmie  Dale,  have  his  own  chin.t. 
as  well?  All  this  would  help.  The  motive — robber)*:  tSc 
perfK^rator,  there  was  grim  mockery  on  his  Iij>s  now  a*  !v 
lijrht  went  out  and  the  sensitive  fingers  closed  on  the  kn-'S  '■ 
the  dial,  the  perj)ctrator — the  Gray  Seal.  It  would  anort 
excellent  food  for  the  violent  editorial  diatribes  under  whk-i: 
the  police  again  would  writhe  in  frenzy ! 

Stillness  again!  Silence!  Only  a  low.  tense  brcatkr^ 
onlv,  so  faint  that  it  could  not  he  heard  a  foot  awa*.  a 
ctirious  scratching,  as  from  time  to  time  the  supersenfif^'^ 
fingers  fell  away  from  the  dial  to  rub  upon  the  carpr!— 
to  incroase  oven  their  sensitiveness  by  settinji;  the  nerwr*  t-^ 
tbrohbiTig  through  tlie  skin  surface  at  the  lips.  And  ?b« 
Timmie  Dale's  head,  oar  pre<«5ed  close  against  the  safe  » 
catch  the  tiuubler's  fall,  was  lifted — and  the  flashlight  pla?ti 
again  on  the  dial. 

"  Twenty-eiirht  and  a  quarter — left." 

TTow  fast  the  time  went— and  how  slowly  \  StiD  the  hba 
slnoo  croTichefl  there  iti  the  darkness  against  the  safe.  A: 
tinn'^i,  in  ^trancro.  ghostly  flashes,  the  nickel  dial  with  the  n* 
\\\^r\^\  it  'ieonier!  to  leap  out  and  glisten  through  the  surroc^i- 
\\vr  Mackiif-^^:  at  times,  tho  quick  intake  of  breath,  a*  :>« 
irrrat  exertion:  at  time-;,  faint,  musical  little  clicks,  as.  a:V 
al>r»rtive  efTort.  the  dial  whirled,  preparatory  to  a  ir^ 
attriiM^t.    And  then,  at  last — a  gasp  of  relief  : 

••  Ah ! " 

Camr  the  sound,  harely  audible,  as  of  steel  stidtn|e  in  wt* 
oili'd  LToovos.  the  muflled  thud  of  metal  meeting  meia!* 
the  hnlt<  <hot  hack— and  the  heavy  door  swung  iXK^nti 

Tiniiiiie  Pale  stretched  his  cramped  limbs,  and  wipeJ  * 
mrvvtun-  frmn  his  face — then  set  to  work  again  op«  * 
iuTi.T  d(M»r  'Ihis  was  an  easier  matter — far  easier.  F* 
minutes,  perhaps  a  little  more,  went  by — and  then  ibe 
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door  was  open,  and  the  flashlight's  ray  was  flooding  the  in- 
terior of  the  safe. 

A  queer  little  sound,  half  of  astonishment,  half  of  disap- 
pointment, issued  from  Jimmie  Dale's  lips.  There  was 
money  here,  a  great  deal  of  money,  undoubtedly,  but  there 
was  no  such  sum  as  he  had,  somehow,  fantastically  imagined 
from  the  Magpie's  evidently  overcoloured  story  that  there 
would  be;  there  was  money,  ten  packages  of  banknotes 
neatly  piled  in  the  bottom  compartment — but  there  was  no 
half  million  of  dollars!  He  picked  up  one  of  the  packages 
hurriedly — ^and  drew  in  his  breath.  After  all,  there  was  a 
p^at  deal — the  notes  were  of  hundred-dollar  denomination, 
and  on  the  bottom  were  two  one-thousand-dollar  bills! 
Calculated  roughly,  if  each  of  the  other  nine  packages  con- 
tained a  like  amount,  the  total  must  exceed  a  hundred  thou- 
sand. 

And  now  Jimmie  Dale  began  to  work  with  feverish  haste. 
From  the  leather  girdle  inside  his  shirt  came  the  thin  metal 
insignia  case — and  a  gray  seal  was  stuck  firmly  on  the  dial 
knob  of  the  safe.  This  done,  he  tucked  away  the  packages 
of  banknotes,  some  into  his  pockets  and  some  inside  his  shirt ; 
and  then  quickly  ransacked  the  interior  of  the  safe,  flaunt- 
ingly  spilling  the  contents  of  drawers  and  pigeonholes  out 
Upon  the  floor. 

He  stood  up.  and.  leaving  the  safe  door  wide  open,  walked 
back  across  the  room  to  the  window,  unfastened  the  catch, 
and  opened  the  window  an  inch  or  two.  The  way  was  open 
now  for  the  Magpie !  The  Magpie  would  have  no  need  to 
make  any  noise  in  forcing  an  entrance ;  he  would  be  able  to 
tee  almost  at  a  glance  that  he  had  been  forestalled — by  the 
Gray  Seal ;  and  that,  as  far  as  he  was  concerned,  the  game 
was  up.  The  Magpie  had  his  chance !  If  the  Ma^rpie  did  not 
lake  the  hint  and  make  his  escape  as  noiselessly  as  he  had 
entered — it  was  his  own  fauh !  He,  Jimmie  Dale,  had  given 
the  Magpie  his  chance. 

Jimmie  Dale  turned  from  the  window,  and  made  his  way 
of  the  library  to  the  foot  of  the  stairs,  leaving  the  library 
open  behind  him.    How  long  had  he  been?    Was  it 
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more  or  less  than  the  twenty-five  minutes?  He  did  not 
know — only,  as  yet,  the  Magpie  had  not  come,  and  nov 
perhaps  it  did  not  make  so  much  difference. 

Where  was  he  going  now?  His  foot  was  on  the  fim 
stair — and  suddenly  he  drew  it  back,  the  cold  sweat  burbl- 
ing out  on  his  forehead.  Where  was  he  going  now?  "  Tht 
first  room  on  the  right  at  the  head  of  the  landing."  Fran 
his  inner  consciousness,  as  it  were,  the  answer,  in  all  the 
bald,  naked  horror  that  it  implied,  flashed  upon  him.  Tbc 
first  room  on  the  right — that  man's  room !  God.  how  ihe 
darkness  and  the  stillness  began  to  palpitate  again,  and  sud- 
denly seem  to  shriek  out  at  him  over  and  over  the  ooe. 
single,  ghastly  word — murder! 

It  had  been  with  him,  that  thought,  all  the  time  he  faii 
been  working  at  the  safe ;  but  it  had  been  there  then  oc> 
subconsciously,  like  some  heavy,  nameless  dread,  subjopaed 
for  the  moment  by  the  work  he  had  had  to  do  which  h»i 
demanded  the  centred  attention  of  every  faculty  he  poi^ 
scssed.  Rut  now  the  moment  had  come  when  there  w 
only  that  before  him.  only  that,  nothing  else— only  diat.dK 
man  upstairs  in  tlie  first  room  to  the  right  of  the  landiac* 

Why  did  he  hesitate  ?  Why  did  he  stand  there  while  i^ 
priceless  moments  before  daylight  came  were  passing?  THr 
man  was  a  murdiTer.  a  blotch  on  society,  and,  his  life  abekff 
forfeited,  he  was  living  now  only  because  the  law  had  ntf 
found  liim  out — the  man  was  a  criminal,  bloodstained  P^ 
his  life,  because  he  had  taken  her  father's  life  and  had  triei 
to  take  the  Toc>in's  own  life,  stood  between  her  and  eitrr 
hope  of  happiness,  robbing  her  even  literally,  in  a  naicnii 
sense,  of  everything  that  the  world  could  hold  for  her!  WV 
(lid  he  hesitate?  It  was  that  man's  life — or  hen!  It  va 
the  onlv  wav! 

I  le  put  his  foot  u]>on  the  bottom  step  again — paoscd  d 
another  instant — and  then  txrgan  stealthily  to  moaai  tki 
stairs.  The  darkni»I  There  had  never  been,  it 
siK'li  darkness  l»cfore!  Tlie  stillness — he  had  never 
silrncc  so  lu-avy,  so  full  of  strange,  premonitory 
a  >ik'iK*e  that  seemed  so  incongruously  tull     f 
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whispers  in  his  ears!  It  must  be  those  imagined  whispers 
that  were  affecting  his  nerve — for  now,  as  he  gained  the  land- 
ing and  sh'pped  his  automatic  from  his  pocket,  his  hand  was 
shaking  with  a  queer  twitching  motion. 

For  an  instant,  fighting  for  his  self -composure,  he  stood 
striving  to  locate  his  surroundings  through  the  darkness. 
The  staircase  was  a  circular  one,  making  the  landing  nearly 
at  the  front  of  the  house,  and  rearward  from  this,  the 
Tocsin  had  said,  a  hallway  ran  down  the  centre,  with  rooms 
on  either  side.  The  first  room  to  the  right,  therefore,  should 
be  just  at  his  hand.  He  reached  out,  feeling  cautiously — 
there  was  nothing.  He  edged  to  the  right — still  nothing; 
edged  a  little  farther,  a  sense  of  bewilderment  growing  upon 
htm.  and  finally  his  fingers  touched  the  wall.  It  was  very 
strange!  The  hallway  must  be  much  wider  than  he  had 
understood  it  to  be  from  what  she  had  said  I 

He  moved  along  now  straight  ahead  of  him,  his  hand  on 
the  wall,  feeling  for  the  door — and  with  every  step  his  be- 
wilderment increased.  Surely  there  must  be  some  mistake — 
perhaps  he  had  misunderstood!  He  had  come  fully  twice 
the  distance  that  one  would  expect — and  yet  there  was  no 
door.  Ah,  what  was  that  ?  His  fingers  closed  on  soft,  heavy 
velvet  hangings.  These  could  hardly  be  in  front  of  a  door, 
and  yet — what  else  could  it  be?  He  drew  the  hangings 
warity  apart,  and  felt  behind  them.  It  was  a  window ;  but 
it  was  shuttered  in  some  way  evidently,  for  he  could  not  see 
otst. 

Jimmie  Dale  stood  motionless  there  for  fully  a  minute. 
Tt  seemed  absurd,  preposterous,  the  conviction  that  was 
being  forced  home  upon  him — that  there  were  no  rooms  on 
the  rii^ht-hand  side  of  the  corridor  at  all!  But  that  was 
not  like  the  Tocsin,  accurate  alwavs  in  the  most  minute  de- 
taib.  The  room  must  be  still  farther  along.  He  was  tempted 
to  use  his  flashlight — but  that,  as  long  as  he  could  feel  his 
way,  was  an  unnecesary  risk.  A  flashlight  upstairs,  where 
a  sleeping-room  door  might  be  ajar,  or  even  wide  open« 
where  some  one  wakeful,  that  man  himself,  perhaps,  might 
it.  was  quite  another  matter  than  a  flashlight  in  the  closed 
deserted  library  below  I 
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He  went  on  once,  more,  still  guiding  himself  bj  a  S 
finger  touch  upon  the  wall,  passed  another  portiere  sim 
to  the  first,  and,  after  that,  another — and  finally  stopped 
bringing  up  abruptly  against  the  end  wall  of  the  hoiue. 
was  certainly  very  strange !  There  u^ert  no  rooms  oo 
right-hand  side  of  the  corridor.  And  here,  hanging  across 
end  wall,  was  another  of  those  ubiquitous  velvet  portic 
He  parted  it,  and,  a  little  to  his  surprise,  found  a  wine 
that  was  not  shuttered,  but  that,  instead,  was  hea\ily  bar 
by  an  ornamental  grille  work.  He  could  see  out,  hovr 
and  found  that  he  was  looking  directly  out  from  the  reaj 
the  house.  A  lamp  from  the  side  street  threw  what  ' 
undoubtedly  the  garage  into  shadowy  outline,  and  he  n 
out  below  him  a  short  stretch  of  yard  between  the  gar 
and  the  house.  He  remembered  that  now — she  had  descri 
all  that  to  the  Magpie.  There  was  no  driveway  betwcca 
front  and  the  rear.  The  house  being  on  the  comer. 
entrance  to  the  garage  was  directly  from  the  side  sir 
Yes,  she  had  described  all  that  exactly  as  it  was.  ba- 
dropped  the  portiere  and  faced  around,  carrying  his  hand 
a  nonplused  way  to  his  eyes — ^but  here,  upstairs,  within 
house,  it  was  not  as  she  had  said  it  was  at  all !  What 
it  mean  ?  She  could  not  have  blundered  so  egr^gioosh 
that,  unless — he  caught  his  breath  suddenly — unless  \ 
had  done  so  intentionally !  Was  that  it  ?  Had  she  sumii 
formed  a  suspicion  of  what  was  in  his  mind,  of  iriat 
meant  to  do — and  taken  this  means  of  defeatiiig  it.'  If  lo 
well,  it  was  too  late  for  that  now !  There  was  one 
one  way !  Whatever  the  cost,  whatever  it  might 
him — there  was  only  one  way  out  for  her. 

His  flashlight  was  in  his  hand  now,  and  the  roond.  «U 
ray  shot  down  the  corridor — seemed  suddenly  to  fahcr  a 
steadily — swept  in  through  an  open  door  that  was  alai> 
beside  him — and  then,  as  though  a  nerveless  hand  heUi 
the  ray  dropped  and  played  shakily  on  the  toe  of  hb  ki> 
l)efore  it  went  out. 

\  stifled  cry  rose  to  his  lips.  Something  oold,  Ske  a  ^ 
of  ice,  seemed  to  clutch  at  his  heart    Those  puitihn  ^ 
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wide,  richly  carpeted  corridor!  It  was  the  corridor  of  the 
night  before  I  That  room  at  his  side  was  the  room  where  he 
had  seen  Hilton  Travers,  the  chauffeur,  dead,  lashed  in  a 
chair  I  He  felt  the  sweat  beads  burst  out  anew  upon  his 
forehead. 
It  was  ihg  Crime  Clubl 
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CHAPTER  XV 

RKTRinrriON 

"LI IS  brain  seemed  to  whirl,  stajjgered  a«  by  somr  pisT 
^'li.'isily  inoi-kery.     Tlie  Crime  Club!     Here*     \\\ 
thoiij^'ht  to  crcej)  upon  lliat  man — and  he  had  vwa 
into  tlu"   very  heart  an<l  centre  of  these  hell   fier  *.- 

Silently  lie  stooii  there,  holdinj^  his  breath  as  he  !•> 
now,  motionless  as  a  statue.  fi)rcing  liis  mind  to  fi::rit 
renienihered  that  la<t  in'^^'ht  h.is  imj)res>ion  of  the  ;''.j: 
JM-en  thai  it  was  more  like  some  jjreat  private  mar.^i"- 
aiiythini;  el>e.  Well,  he  had  l>een  ripht,  it  sccmci' 
eoiiM  have  laiijjhe<l  alouil — sardonically,  hvMerical^ 
wa^  not  >o  stran«;e  now  that  there  were  no  room*  •> 
ri;^'lil-h.'in<l  si«le  of  the  corri«lorI  And  what  could  have  * 
lluir  ]nir["»-e  hetu-r.  what,  l)y  its  very  location.  it>  : 
[K  aclia!»le  cliarai  ter.  couM  he  a  more  ideal  lair  for  thcrr 
llii^  l.n'.i-r !  All'!  \.n\\  j;rinily  simple  it  was  now.  the  c\; 
tinii  I  III  t1:e  \\\r  vear^  that  the  faUe  Ilenrv  l^Salle  !uf 
in  p«»<^(>>inn,  they  had  cunnini;ly  remodelled  the  uppe* 
-  that  \\a^  alll  It  was  (juite  dear  now  why  the  mar.  : 
c'.ti  rtaiiUMi  -why  he  had  never  l»ecn  cauji^ht  or  U'.v 
IxV-'twii  to  he  in  r«»mnuinication  with  his  fellow  con>p.''i 
I;  V.  :i-  ri'»  I'Mii^er  eurinus  that  one  mif^ht  watch  the  ■!  • 
:l;f  iiM'.iM'  fill"  inonilis  at  a  stretch  and  go  unrcwar ".: 
»-■  '  -  j'.ilii-.  ;t-  tlif  Tniviii  h.'ui  (lone,  wlien  accc'i>  to  irr ' 
!iy  tl.'.  c  uhn  freijiienteil  it  was  SO  easy  throii^ii  il-.c  fi 
nil  tic  ^i.K-  -tr,(t  :iiid  from  the  parape.  if  their  work' 
V.  .t-  iti  !.«rjiir;«^r  xm';Ii  their  clever  contrivance*  w::r:r 
1  "li-f,  l.y  ;iri  ii!iil(r;;roun(l  connection  into,  say,  the  ^rfii 
l-a-  -ii:!-::-  ! 

4. "in 
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Again  Jimmie  Dale  checked  that  nervotis,  unnatural  in- 
clination  to  laugh  aloud.  Was  there  anything,  any  single 
incident,  any  single  detail  of  all  that  had  transpired,  that 
was  not  explained,  borne  out,  as  it  could  be  explained  and 
borne  out  in  no  other  way  save  that  the  Crime  Gub  should 
be  no  other  than  this  very  house  itself  ?  It  was  the  exposi- 
tion of  that  favourite  theory  of  his — it  was  so  obvious  that 
therein  lay  its  security.  He  had  mocked  at  the  Magpie  not 
many  moments  before  on  that  score — and  now  it  was  the 
beam  in  his  own  eye !  It  was  so  obvious  now,  so  glaringly 
obvious,  that  the  Crime  Gub  could  have  been  nowhere 
else ;  so  obvious,  with  every  word  of  the  Tocsin's  story  point- 
tng  it  out  like  a  signpost — and  he  had  not  seen  it ! 

And  then  suddenly  every  muscle  grew  strained  and  rigid. 
IVas  there  some  one  in  the  corridor?  Was  it  some  one 
moving — or  was  it  only  fancy?  He  listened — while  he 
strained  his  eyes  through  the  darkness.  There  was  no 
sound ;  only  that  abnormal,  heavy  silence  that — yts^  he  re- 
membered that,  too,  now — that  had  clung  about  him  last 
night  like  a  pall.  He  could  see  nothing,  hear  nothing — ^but 
intuitively,  bringing  a  cold  dismay,  the  greater  because  it 
was  something  unknown,  intangible,  he  felt  as  though  eyes 
were  upon  him,  that  even  in  the  darkness  he  was  being 
watched ! 

And  as  he  stood  there,  then,  slowly  there  crept  upon  Jim- 
mie Dale  the  sense  of  peril  and  disaster.  It  was  not  intui- 
tion now — it  was  certainty.  He  was  trapped!  It  was  the 
part  of  a  fool  to  imagine  that  with  their  devil's  ctinning,  their 
cleverness,  their  ingenuity,  he,  or  any  one  else,  could  enter 
that  house  unknown  to  its  occupants !  Had  he  made  electric 
contact  when  he  had  opened  the  front  door,  and  nmg  a  sig- 
nal here,  perhaps,  upstairs — had  he  set  some  system  of 
alarm  at  work  when  he  had  touched  that  window?  Wliat 
did  it  matter — the  details  that  had  heralded  his  entrance? 
He  was  certain  now  that  his  presence  in  the  house  was 
known.  Only,  why  had  they  left  him  so  long  without  attack  ? 
He  shook  his  head  with  a  quick,  impatient  movement.  That 
loo,  was  obvious!    He  was  under  observation.    Who  was 
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he  ?  Wliy  had  he  come  ?  Was  he  simply  a  paltry  safe-tapper 
—or  was  he  one  whom  they  had  a  real  need  to  fear?  And 
then,  too,  there  might  well  be  another  reason.  It  was  far 
from  likely,  in  fact  unreasonable,  to  imagine  that  all  iht 
men  he  had  seen  here  the  night  before  were  in  the  home 
now.  Not  many  of  them,  if  any,  would  Iwe  here,  for  ros- 
stant,  daily  coming  and  going,  even  through  the  garage, 
could  not  escape  notice ;  and,  of  the  servants,  probabhr  a 
lesser  breed  of  criminal,  some  of  them,  at  least,  no  dobbc 
were  engaged  at  that  moment  in  watching  his  own  house  on 
Riverside  Drive!  There  was  even  the  possibility  that  the 
man  posing  as  Henry  LaSalle  was,  for  the  time  being,  hnt 
alone. 

He  shook  his  head  again.  He  could  hardly  hope  for  thtf 
— he  had  no  right  to  hope  for  anything  more  now  than  a 
struggle,  with  an  inevitably  fatal  ending  to  himself,  but  one 
in  which  at  least  he  could  sell  his  life  as  dearly  as  pmflW 
one  in  which,  perhaps,  he  might  pay  the  Tocsin*s  score  wiih 
the  man  he  had  come  to  find!  If  he  could  do  dat— wdL 
after  all,  the  price  was  not  too  great ! 

There  were  no  tremours  of  the  muscles  now.    It  was  T» 

■ 

mie  Dale,  the  Gray  Seal,  every  faculty  alert,  tense,  kerd 
up  to  Its  highest  efficiency :  the  brain  cool,  keen,  and  jitiif" 
fighting  for  his  life.  The  front  door  through  whidi  he  hai 
entered  was  an  impossibility;  but  there  was  the  window  ia 
the  1ibrar>'  that  he  had  opened — if  they  would  let  him  get  tktf 
far!  That  was  as  good  a  chance  as  any.  If  he  imde  m 
effort  to  find,  say,  a  way  to  the  flat  above  and  chanced 
means  of  escape  there,  it  would  in  no  wise  obviate  an 
upon  him.  and  he  would  only  be  under  the  added 
vantap:e  of  unfamiliar  surroundings. 

Focling  out  with  his  left  hand,  his  automatic  dvom  a 
littlr  forward  in  his  right,  he  bq^n  to  retrace  his  wqr  akm 
the  blank  wall  of  the  corridor,  pausing  between  each  sKf  W 
listen,  movinc^  silently,  his  tread  on  the  heavy  caipcl  ■ 
noiseless  as  though  it  were  some  shadow  creepiug  that: 

Stillness — utter,  absolute!  Alwajrs  that  stiDnesib  .4 
ways  that  sense  of  danger  around  him— die  tense; 
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f  of  mcmicntary  attack — a  revolver  flash  through 
ess — a  sudden  rush  upon  htm.  But  still  there  was 
only  the  darkness,  only  the  silence, 
led  the  head  of  the  stairs  and  began  to  descend — 
the  strain  began  to  tell  upon  his  nerves  again, 
was  possessed  of  the  mad  impulse  to  cry  out,  to 
ig  that  would  force  the  issue,  that  would  end  the 
mbearable  suspense.  Why  did  that  revolver  shot 
Why  had  they  not  yet  rushed  upon  him  ?    Why 

playing  with  him  as  a  cat  with  a  mouse?  Or 
wild,  fanciful  imagination?  No!  What  was  that 
e  could  have  sworn  this  time  that  he  had  heard  a 
:  he  could  neither  define  its  character,  nor  locate 
on  from  which  it  had  come. 

at  the  foot  of  the  stairs  now ;  and,  guiding  himself 
1,  moving  now  barely  an  inch  at  a  time,  he  reached 
'  door  that  he  had  left  open,  and  stole  in  over  the 

Halfway  down  the  room  and  diagonally  across 
-e  he  stood  was  the  window.    In  a  moment  now  he 

that,  but  they  would  never  let  him  go  so  easily — 
nust  come  now,  in  that  next  moment,  their  attack  I 
re  they  ?  Where  were  they  now  ?  The  table — he 
nnber  not  to  bump  into  the  table!  A  pause  be* 
fi  step,  he  was  crossing  the  room.  He  was  half- 
e  window.    Had  it  been  all  fancy,  was  he  to 

Jimmie  Dale  stood  motionless.  Some  one  had 
library  door  softly! 

♦  again !  A  sort  of  deadly  calm  upon  him,  Jimmie 
out  behind  his  back  for  the  big  library  table  that 
•en  circuiting — if  the  window  were  wide  open  it 
lone,  but  to  jump  for  it  and  stand  silhouetted  there 
)  pause  necessary  to  fling  the  window  up  was  little 
suicidal.  He  edged  back  noiselessly  until  his  fin- 
led  the  table ;  then,  lowering  himself  to  his  knees» 

in  underneath  it,  and  lay  flat  upon  the  floor.  It 
luch  protection,  but  it  had  one  advantage :  if  they 
>n  the  lights  it  would  show  an  empty  room  for  the 
nt,  and  that  instant  meant — ^the  first  shot ! 
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Where  were  they  now  ?  By  the  library  door  ?  Horn*  nurv 
of  them  were  there  ?  Well,  it  was  their  move !  Two  co-i>i 
play  at  cat  and  mouse  until — until  daylight!  That  wa*^-.! 
very  far  off,  now,  and  when  that  came  he  might  still  hivs 
the  first  shot,  but  after  that — he  turned  his  head  quic"^* 
toward  the  window.  There  was  a  faint  scratching  ncA< 
as  of  finj^er  nails  ^rippin^  the  sill :  then  the  window.  v?n 
slowly,  almost  silently,  was  pu>hed  steadily  upward,  ar.'i  a 
dark  form  loomed  up  outside ;  ami  then,  crawling  ihrouf^  i 
man  drop]K.Hl.  as  t1iou<::h  his  feet  were  fiadded  like  a  C3i\ 
on  the  floor  inside  the  room.    The  Majjpie! 

A  flashlight's  ray  shot  out — ^and.  with  a  twisted  smik. 
propped  now  on  his  left  clhuw  to  ^ivc  free  play  to  hi*  rt- 
volver  arm.  Jinunic  Dale  followed  the  white  spot  eartr'T 
with  his  eyes.  But  it  did  not  circle  around  ;  instead,  the  It^ 
was  turned  almost  instantlv  toward  the  lower  end  of  the  n:c 

m 

— and,  a  second  later,  was  holding  steadily  on  the  open  6atr 
of  the  safe,  and  the  litter  of  pajK'rs  on  the  floor. 

Came  a  savaj^e  ^rowl  of  amazed  iury  from  the  Ma^- 
then  his  step  down  the  room;  and.  as  he  reached  the  aft 
a  torrent  of  unbridled  blasphemy — and  then,  in  a  sort  ti 
stajjj^ercd  i^:i<\\  as  be  leaned  suddenly  forward 
the  knob  of  the  dial : 

"The  Cray  Seal!*' 

A  moment   the   Mappie  stood  there;  and   then. 
a^ain  in  akitulon.  turned,  and  started  back  for  the  vind^v. 
his  fla-^hli^bt  dancinj^'  I k' fore  him — and  stopped,  a 
fury  <in  liis  lij>^.    The  fla>liliKbt  was  playing  full  on  Ji 
Dale  un(l«-r  the  table! 

•*  Larry  the  Bat !     The  Gray  Seal !    By  God !  -  chokt^  ^ 

Ma|;jjiie.      "  ^^^u — you "     The    Magpie's    flashligh:   »* 

be  shifted  it  from  bis  riirbt  band  to  his  left  and  wmvbrc 
out  bis  revolver,  bad  fallen  u|>on  two  men  crouched  cV?< 
against  the  wall  by  the  library  dcKir — and  he  screamed  ooB  s 
an  acce*»s  (if  fury.  "  He  double  cross!  A  plant!  De  bcly 
You  clamned  snitch.  I^irry !  *'  screamed  out  the  M^jw^ 
and  tired. 

The    bullet    tore   into  the  carpet  beside  Jimnic  Utk 
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Came  answering  shots  from  the  men  by  the  door ;  and  then 
the  Magpie,  emptying  his  automatic  at  the  two  men  as  he 
ran,  the  flame  tongues  cutting  vicious  lanes  of  fire  through 
the  darkness,  dashed  for  the  window.  There  was  a  cry,  the 
crash  of  a  heavy  body  pitching  to  the  floor — and  the  Magpie 
had  fltmg  himself  out  through  the  window,  and  in  the  mo- 
mentary ensuing  silence  within  the  room  came  the  sound  of 
his  footsteps  running  on  the  gravel  below. 

There  was  a  low  moan,  the  movement  as  of  some  one 
staggering  and  lurching  around — and  then  the  lights  went 
on.  But  for  an  instant  Jimmie  Dale  did  not  move.  He 
was  staring  at  the  form  of  a  man  still  and  motionless  on  the 
floor  in  front  of  him — the  man  who  had  posed  as  Henry 
LaSalle.  Dead!  The  man  was  dead!  His  mind  ran  riot 
for  a  moment.  Where  were  the  others — were  there  only 
tfiese  two  ?  Only  these  two  in  the  house !  Only  these  two— 
and  one  was  dead !  And  then  Jimmie  Dale  was  on  his  feet. 
One  was  dead — but  there  was  still  the  other,  the  man  who 
was  reeling  there,  back  turned  to  him,  by  the  electric-light 
switch.  But  even  as  Jimmie  Dale  sprang  forward,  this  sec- 
ond man.  clawing  at  the  wall  for  support,  slipped  to  his 
knees  and  fell  upon  the  carpet. 

Jimmie  Dale  reached  him,  snatched  the  revolver  from  his 
hand,  and  bent  over  him.  It  was  the  man  whose  name  he  did 
not  know,  but  whose  face  he  had  reason  enough  to  know  too 
well — it  was  the  leader  of  the  Crime  Gub. 

The  man,  though  evidently  badly  wounded,  smiled  de- 
6antly  in  spite  of  his  pain. 

•*  So  you're  the  Gray  Seal !  "  he  flung  out  contemptuously. 
••  A  clever  enough  safe-cracker — ^but  only  a  lowbrow,  like 
the  rest  of  them.  Another  illusion  dispelled !  Well,  you've 
got  the  money — better  nm,  hadn't  you?  " 

Jimmie  Dale  made  no  answer.  Satisfied  that  the  man  was 
too  badly  h — t  to  move,  he  went  and  bent  over  the  silent  form 
in  the  centre  of  the  room.  A  moment's  examination  was 
enough.    "  Henry  LaSalle  "  was  dead. 

He  stood  there  looking  down  at  the  man.  It  was  what  he 
had  come  for — though  it  was  the  Magpie,  not  himself,  who 
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had  accomplished  it  I  The  man  was  dead !  The 
gan  to  run  through  his  mind  in  a  queer  reiteratkn.  Tke 
man  was  dead — ^the  man  was  dead!  He  checked  faoBKlf 
sharply.    He  must  think  now — think  fast*  mnd  thmk  figkL 

The  Magpie  knew  that  Larry  the  Bat  was  the  Graj  Sol 
— and  as  fast  as  the  Magpie  could  get  there,  the  news  wodd 
spread  like  wildfire  through  the  underworkL  **  Death  to  tk 
Gray  Seal !  Death  to  the  Gray  Seal  I "  He  could  hear  dot 
slogan  ringing  again  in  his  ears,  but  as  he  had  never  hofi 
it  before — with  a  snarl  of  tritunph  now  as  of  wolv 
at  last  had  pulled  their  quarry  down.  He  had  not  a 
to  spare — and  yet — that  man  wounded  there  on  the 
What  of  him — guilty  of  murder,  the  brains  of  this 
monstrous  organisation,  the  one  to  whom,  more  even  doa 
to  that  dead  man,  the  Tocsin  owed  the  horror  and  iht 
misery  and  the  grief  and  despair  that  had  come  into  her  Efe! 
What  of  him?  What  of  the  Crime  Qub  here?  Whslrf 
this  nest  of  vipers?  Were  they  to  escape?  Weie  th? 
to 

With  a  sudden,  low  exclamation,  Jinunie  D^  jvnped  iv 
the  table,  and,  snatching  up  the  telephone,  rattled  the 
violently. 

'*  Give  me " — ^his  voice  came  in  well-simnhted 
each  like  a  man  fighting  for  every  word — "  give 
— headquarters  I    Quick  1    Quick!    Vvt — hrrn    sholT* 

The  wounded  man  on  the  floor  raised  himidf  oa  Ml  A 
bow. 

"  What  are  you  doing  ?  "  he  demanded  in  a  slaided  Mt. 
"  Are  you  mad !    Thank  your  stars  you  were  hicky 
to  ^ct  out  of  this  alive — and  get  out  now»  while  joa 
chance ! " 

Jiiiiniie  Dale  pressed  his  hand  finnljr  over  the 
piece  of  the  telephone. 

"  I'll  ^o."  he  said,  with  a  cold  smile,  ""when  Fve 
with  you — for  the  murder  of  Henry  LaSaDe.** 

**  1  hat  man !  "  ejaculated  the  man  scomfully. 
the  fonn  on  the  floor.    "  So  that's  your  pam*! 
and  cover  your  tracks!    Why,  you  foi      I       r  hoe!  Bl 


RETRIBUTION  457 

you  think  the  police  would  imagine  for  an  instant  that  I 
IdUedhim?*' 

•*  I  said — Henry  LaSalle,"  said  Jimmic  Dale  evenly. 

The  man  came  farther  up  on  his  elbow,  a  sudden  look  of 
fear  in  his  face. 

•■  What — what  do  you  mean  ?  "  he  cried  hoarsely. 

But  Jimmie  Dale  was  talking  again  into  the  telephone — 
gmsping,  choking  out  his  words  as  before: 

•*  Police  headquarters?  Vm  Henry  LaSalle.  Fifth  Ave- 
mie.  I — I've  been  shot.  Take  down  this  statement.  HI — 
ni  be  dead  before  you  get  here — I'm  not  the  real  Henry 
LaSalle  at  all.  We  murdered  Henry  LaSalle — in  Australia, 
and  murdered  Peter  LaSalle  here.  We — we  tried  to  kill 
the  daughter,  but  she  ran  away.  This  house  has  been  our 
headquarters  for  the  last  five  years.  The  man  who  shot  me 
to-night  is  the  leader  of  the  gang.  We  quarrelled  over  the 
division  of  a  haul.  He's  here  on  the  floor  now,  wounded. 
Get  them  all,  get  them  all,  damn  them !— do  you  hear  ? — get 
tficm  all !  They're  out  of  the  house  now,  but  lay  a  trap  for 
tticm.  They  always  come  in  through  the  garage  on  the  side 
itreet.  Oh,  God,  I'm  done  for!  Break  down  the  west 
trails  of  the  rooms  upstairs — if — you — want  proof  of  what 
—the  gang's  been  doing.  Hurry !  Hurry  1  I'm — I'm— done 
for— I " 

Jimmie  Dale  permitted  the  telephone  to  drop  with  a  clash 
from  his  hand  to  the  table. 

The  face  of  the  man  on  the  floor  was  livid. 

••  Who  are  you?  In  God's  name,  who  are  you?  "  he  cried 
om  wildly. 

••  Does  it  matter?  "  inquired  Jimmie  Dale  grimly.  "  Your 
|mme  is  up.  Youll  go  to  the  chair  for  the  murder  of '  Henry 
LaSalle' — if  it  is  by  proxy!  Those  rooms  upstairs  alone 
ftre  enough  to  damn  you,  to  prove  every  word  of  that  dying 
"confession" — but  to-morrow,  added  to  it,  will  cqpne  the 
glory  of  Marie  LaSalle  herself." 

For  a  moment  the  man  hung  there  swaying  on  his  elbow, 
bis  face  working  in  ghastly  fashion — and  then  suddenly, 
wkh  a  strange  laugh,  he  carried  one  hand  swiftly  to  his 
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mouth — and  laughed  again — and  before  Jimmie  Dale  cc 
reach  him  was  lifeless  on  the  floor. 

A  tiny  vial  rolled  away  upon  the  carpet.  Timmie  I 
picked  it  up.  A  drop  or  two  of  liquid  still  remained  in  : 
colourless,  clear,  like  that  liquid  this  same  man  had  droci 
into  the  rabbit's  mouth  the  night  !)eforc,  like  the  liquk 
the  glasses  they  had  carried  into  that  third  room,  like 
liquid  that  his  man  had  said  was  from  a  formula  of  t^ 
own.  that  was  instantaneous  in  its  action,  that  defied  6c. 
tion  by  autopsy ! 

The  set,  stem  features  of  Jimmie  Dale  relaxed.  I:  i 
justice — but  it  was  also  death.  In  a  surge  of  emoritc.  • 
event*?  of  scarcely  more  than  twenty- four  hours,  lirja- 
rrowd  upon  him — and  then,  ominously  dominant.  :k\^*\r 
else,  that  slogan  of  the  underworld.  "Death  to  ihf  •'■ 
Scnl !  "  came  ringing  once  more  in  his  ears.  It  h-'.::: 
him,  with  a  startled  movement  of  his  hand  across  H>  fv 
to  a  realisation  of  his  own  desperate  position.  Ye*,  v 
he  must  trf>!  The  wav  was  clear  now  for  the  Tocsin— c> 
now  for  brr ! 

He  dropped  the  vial  into  his  pocket,  and.  rum -re  •'•  •' 
safe,  quickly  scraped  the  gray  seal  from  the  char*  *^r 
then  he  drew  xhr  packages  of  money   from  hi*  ^h'-r  :• 
pockets  and  tossfd  them  on  the  floor  am  on?  the  l-''^* 
paner*?  already  there — she  would  get  it  back  again  \i^r* 
h.-ul  Ncrvcfl  its  purpo^ie,  it  would  Ik?  self-evident  tha!  ■:  »- 
the  prrH'ee(U  of  that  day's  sale  of  the  estate's  securities    ■r' 
which  the  "  quarrel  "  had  occurred  I 

;\nd  now  the  window!  He  ran  to  it.  closed  •:  ^■ 
Itu'krii  it ;  tlun.  hiving  the  revolver  he  had  taken  t>  -  "^ 
leader  dmvn  be^^ide  the  man.  he  stepped  aero**  the  •  •*" 
aijain  ami  driw  the  bo<ly  of  "  Henry  I^i.^lle  "  clo*cr  :  "^ 
t.■•)^^*  a*i  tl^o'vjli  tl^f*  man  had  fallen  there  when  the  '■' 
phuTT-  liad  j|ropp«*d  frcMU  hi*;  hand. 

It  was  (j«»nr  now  !  On  the  floor  beside  him  lay  earfi  rar* 
wrapon — and  I  with  of  the  revolvers  had  been  discl'j.T^ 
sever.il  tMm»s.  linimie  Hale  pau<;ed  on  the  libra r\-  rhrc*i>^ 
for  a  tlnal  <iirvev  i>f  tlie  room.    It  was  done !    The  nay  ■> 
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clear — for  her.  And  now  if  he  could  only  save  himself! 
There  was  no  chance  for  Larry  the  Bat !  Gnild  he  save — 
JkmmU  DaUl 

He  crossed  the  hall,  a  queer,  half-grim,  half-wistful 
mile  on  his  Ups,  unlocked  the  front  door,  stepped  out, 
locked  it  behind  him — and  m  another  moment,  doubling 
mroond  the  comet,  was  running  along  like  a  bare  along 
tbe  side  street 
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CHAPTER  XVI 

*^ DEATH  TO  THE  GRAY  SEALI" 

N  Jimmie  Dale  ran.  Across  on  Fourth  Avenue  he  swib| 
on  a  car  that  took  him  to  Astor  Place.  Then  strfldoc 
east  once  more,  making  a  detour  to  avoid  the  Bowerr.  he 
ran  on  at  top  speed  again.  To  reach  the  Sanctuary,  ntf 
before  the  Magpie  should  have  spread  the  alann,  that  wis 
impossible,  but  to  reach  it  before  the  underworld  shoaUhnc 
had  time  to  recover  its  breath,  as  it  were,  before  the  andcr- 
world  should  have  had  time  to  act — that  was  his  oaljr  chaixt! 
The  Magpie  had,  at  the  outside,  a  start  of  fifteen  nrnnta: 
but  he,  Jimmie  Dale,  had  probably  retrieved  five  minute  rf 
that  in  the  time  he  had  made  in  getting  downtown.  Tte 
left  the  Magpie  ten  to  the  good.  How  long  would  it  take  iht 
Magpie  to  bring  the  underworld  swarming  like 
around  the  Sanctuary? 

On  Larry  the  Bat  ran.  At  the  Sanctuary  were  the 
the  belongings  of  Jimmie  Dale.  Could  he  save  Jimmie  Dtfe* 
I  f  he  could  get  there,  change,  and  get  oat  again,  the  «w 
was  clear  for  him — as  clear  as  for  the  Tocsin  now.  b  i 
few  hours  the  police  would  have  every  member  of  the 
Club  in  the  trap :  there  would  be  no  watch  any 
his  house  on  Riverside  Drive ;  and  he  wouM  be  fmt  • 
return  there  and  resume  his  normal  life  as  Jimmie  IMeaCV' 
if  he  could  make  the  Sanctiuiry  in  time!  But  let  the  Vi|^ 
pic  ^ct  there  first,  let  the  underworld  tear  the  place  to  pketf 
in  its  fury  as  it  would  do.  let  them  discover  diat  hiding  phs 
under  the  flooring,  for  instance,  and  the  Gray 
not  be  merely  Larry  the  Bat,  but  Jimmie  Dale  as 
a  ciy  escaped  him  even  as  he  ran — it  meant  nun,  die 
of  an  honoured  name,  death,  crimes  widroisl 
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iloor.  Crimes!  The  Gray  Seal  had  never  committed  a 
crime !  But  the  crimes  attributed  to  the  Gray  Seal  he  could 
not  disprove,  not  one  of  them !  He  had  meant  them  to  ap- 
pear as  crimes — and  he  had  succeeded  so  well  that  the  Gray 
Seal's  name,  execrated,  was  a  synonym  for  the  most  callous, 
dangerous,  and  unscrupulous  criminal  of  the  age ! 

He  was  gasping  for  breath  as  finally,  making  for  the  side 
door,  he  darted  into  the  alleyway  that  flanked  the  Sanctuary. 
What  story  would  the  Magpie  tell  ?  Not  the  truth,  of  course 
— that  would  let  the  Magpie  in  for  what  had  happened  that 
night,  for  the  Magpie  must  be  well  aware  that  he  had  shot 
at  least  one  of  the  two  men  in  that  room.  But  the  truth 
wasn't  necessary ;  it  was  foreign,  and  had  no  bearing  on  the 
one  outstanding  fact — the  Gray  Seal  was  Larry  the  Bat.  At 
the  present  moment  the  Magpie  had  a  double  incentive  for 
"  getting  "  the  Gray  Seal— the  Gray  Seal  was  the  only  one 
who  coukl  prove  murder  against  him  that  night  in  the  La- 
Salk  mansion.  And  afterwards,  when  the  police  version  of 
the  affair  was  made  public,  the  Magpie,  to  save  himself, 
would  be  careful  enough  to  do  or  say  nothing  to  contradict 
— •*  Henry  LaSalle's  "  confession ! 

Larry  the  Bat  slipped  in  through  the  door,  halted  there, 
listened ;  and  then  began  to  mount  the  rickety  stairs,  with  his 
silent  tread.  At  the  top  he  paused  again.  Nothing — no 
sound  I  They  were  not  here  yet — so  far  he  was  in  time! 
He  stepped  to  the  Sanctuary  door,  unlocked  it,  passed  into 
the  squalid,  miserable  room  that  had  harboured  him  for  so 
long  as  Larry  the  Bat,  locked  the  door  behind  him,  crossed 
quickly  to  the  window  to  make  sure  that  the  shutters  were 
closed — and  then,  for  the  first  time,  as  the  gray  light  streaked 
in  through  the  interstices,  he  was  conscious  that  it  was  al- 
ready dawn«    So  much  the  more  need  for  haste  then! 

He  whipped  out  his  revolver  and  laid  it  at  his  hand  on  the 
dilapidated  table ;  then  the  flooring  in  the  comer  was  up  in 
an  instant,  and  he  heg^  to  strip  off  the  rags  of  Larry  the 
Bat  Boots,  mismated  sodcs,  the  torn,  patched  trousers,  the 
greasy  flannel  shirt,  the  threadbare  coat,  the  nondescript 
skmch  hat  were  thrown  in  a  pile  on  the  floor ;  and  with  them. 


i. 
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from  their  hiding-place,  the  grease  paints  and  heterogeneom 
collection  of  make-up  accessories.  This  done,  he  began  to 
slip  on  the  clothes  of  Jimmie  Dale ;  and,  when  half  dressed, 
turned  to  the  table  again  to  remove  the  characteristic  grime, 
stain,  and  paint  of  Larry  the  Bat  from  face,  hands,  wrists, 
throat,  and  neck.  This  was  a  longer,  more  arduous  tasL 
He  reached  for  the  cracked  pitcher  to  pour  more  water  into 
the  basin — and,  snatching  up  his  revolver  instead,  wfairkd 
to  face  the  door. 

Some  one  was  outside  1  He  had  caught  the  creak  of  i 
footstep  upon  the  stairs.  In  a  flash  he  was  across  the  nxn 
and  crouched  by  the  door.  Yes,  the  step  was  nearer  nov— 
at  the  head  of  the  stairs — on  the  landing.  Hb  revolver  lifted 
holding  a  steady  bead  on  the  door  paneL  And  then  that 
came  a  low  voice : 

"Jimmie!  Jimmie  I  Are  you  there?  Quidc,  Jinnie- 
Are  you  there?" 

The  Tocsin  I  What  was  she  doing  here !  Why  had  he  «i 
warned  her  up  there  on  the  avenue,  fool  that  he  was^  tktf 
of  all  places  she  was  to  keep  away  from  here  I 

She  slipped  into  the  room  as  he  unlodced  the  door. 

'*  They're  coming,  Jimmie  I "  she  panted  breathhfdy 
*'  There*s  not  an  instant  to  lose !  Listen !  When  the 
ran  from  the  house,  I  ran  with  him — but  it " — she  tried  • 
smile — *'  it  wasn*t  to  obey  you,  to  run  away — I  had  made  i^ 
my  mind  I  wouldn't  do  that — it  was  to  find  out  from  Urn 
what  had  happened.  He  told  me  you  were  the  Gray  Sal 
He  did  not  suspect  me.  He  thinks  you  were  no  moft  tta 
just  I^rry  the  Bat  to  me,  as  you  were  to  everyliody  cht 
He  went  straight  to  Chicago  Ike's  gambling  rooms  and  b^ 
the  Skccter's  gang  there— you  know  them.  Red  llofc,  Ar 
Midget,  llarvc  Thorns,  and  the  Skeeter — you  remember yo* 
fi^ht  witli  them  over  old  Luddy's  diamonds!  WcO,  ik? 
have  not  forgotten,  either!  They  are  on  their  way  I 
now !  The  news  that  you  are  the  Gray  Seal  is  travelBm 
lii^luniii^  all  through  the  underworld — there  will  be  a 
htTo  on  the  Skoeter's  heels.    So,  Jinunie-^quick!    Ri 

Klin!    Half  Larry  the  Bat,  half  Jimmie  ] 


•* DEATH  TO  THE  GRAY  SEAL!''         408 

In  another  five  minutes,  perhaps — yes.  But  there  probably 
would  not  be  five  minutes — and  she — if  she  were  focmd 
here! 

•*  Yes."  he  said  quietly.  "  I'll  get  away  in  a  moment.  You 
go  at  once.  I'll  "—he  was  smiling  at  her  reassuringly — "  I'll 
meet  you  at " 

She  looked  at  him  then  for  an  instant — interrupting  him 
quickly,  as  she  shook  her  head. 

"  I  didn't  notice,  Jimmie.  You  cannot  go  like  that— can 
jrou  ?  It  would  be  even  worse  than  being  caught  as  Larry  the 
Bat    Hurry  then — I  am  not  going  without  you." 

**  No!"  he  said.  "Go  now!  Go  at  once.  Marie — while 
jrou  can.  You  have  risked  your  life  as  it  is  to  come  here 
and  tell  me  this.    For  God's  sake,  go  now !  " 

The  great,  brown  eyes  were  smiling  bravely  through  a 
sudden  mist.    She  shook  her  head  again. 

•*  Not  without  you,  Jimmie." 

It  brought  a  fierce,  wild  throb  of  joy  upon  him — and  then 
a  cold,  sickening  fear. 

•*  Listen !  "  he  cried  out  desperately.  "  You  must  go  now ! 
Vou  cannot  take  any  chances  now.  Marie.  Everything  is 
right  for  you.  That  man  who  posed  as  your  uncle  is  dead — 
Khe  leader  of  the  Crime  Club  is  dead.  Don't  you  understand 
irhat  that  means!  You  have  only  to  be  Marie  LaSalle 
■gain  and  claim  your  t)wn.  I  cannot  tell  you  all  now — there's 
DO  time.  That  house  was  the  Crime  Club  itself.  The  police 
irin  get  them  all.  Don't  you  see!  Don't  you  see!  Every- 
thing  is  clear  for  you  now — and  now  go!  Go— you  must 
go!" 

She  was  staring  at  him,  a  strange  wonder  in  her  face. 

••  Oear !  All  clear — for  me !  I — I  can  go  back  to— to 
Bijr  own  life  again !  "  It  was  as  though  she  were  whispering 
•ome  amazing  thing  of  unbeliex'able  joy  to  herself. 

^^  Krx.' "  he  cried  out  again.    "Yes!    But  go— go,  Marie  I  ~ 

But  now.  for  answer,  suddenly  she  reached  out  and  took 
the  key  from  the  door  and  put  it  in  the  pocket  of  her  dress. 

"We  will  go  together,  Jimmie — or  not  at  all,"  she  said 
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simply.    "  We  are  wasting  precious  moments.    Hnrrj  lod 
dress !'' 

He  hesitated  miserably.  What  could  he  do— -if  she  irmtf 
not  go!  And  it  was  true — ^the  moments  were  fljring.  B«- 
ter,  rather  than  futile  argimient,  to  use  them  as  she  said. 
There  was  still  a  chance!  Why  not!  Five  minutes!  He 
could  do  better  than  that!    He  must  do  better  than  that* 

Without  a  word,  he  ran  back  across  the  room.  In  frannr 
haste,  from  face,  hands,  wrists,  and  neck  came  the  «ta!C 
There  was  still  time.  She  was  standing  there  by  the  d'T^c. 
listening.  She,  the  Tocsin,  she  whom  he  loved,  she  who.  al! 
through  the  years  that  had  gone,  had  been  so  strangely  rb- 
sive  and  yet  so  intimately  a  part  of  his  life,  she  was  $taiid- 
ing  there  now,  here  with  him — ^in  peril  with  every  second 
that  passed ! 

He  had  only  to  slip  on  his  coat  and  vest  now— tnd  make  a 
bundle  of  Larry  the  Bat's  things  on  the  floor,  so  that  he 
could  carry  them  away  to  destroy  them.  He  stooped  lo 
gather  up  the  clothes — and  straightened  saddenhr  ind 
jumped  toward  the  door  again. 

"  They  are  coming.  Jimmie ! "  she  called,  in  a  \om 

But  he  had  already  heard  them — ^the  stairs 
ing  loudly  under  the  tread  of  many  feet.     He  padied  fke 
Tocsin  hurriediv  back  against  the  wall  at  the  side  of  the  dotf. 

"  Stand  there !  "  he  said,  under  his  breath.  *«  Oat  of  *i 
line  of  fire!     Don't  move!" 

There  was  a  rush  against  the  door— -and 
growled : 

"  Aw.  cut  dat  out !    Wot  do  youse  want  to 
away  by  bustin*  it!    Pick  de  lock,  an'  we'll  lay  for 
side  till  he  shows  up." 

Tt  was  the  Skocter's  voice.    The  Skeeter  and 
the  worst  apaches  in  the  city  of  New  York! 
assassins,  dcatti  contractors,  he  had  called  them    aaJ  Ar 
lowest  bi(Mcrs!    A  man's  life  any  time  for  twenty-five  A(- 
lars!    No.  they  were  not  likely  to  forget  the  aAur  of  fc 
pushcart  man,  to  forget  old  Luddy  and  his  diimowh  It  f^ 
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get — the  Gray  Seall  And  they  were  only  the  vanguard  of 
what  was  to  oomel 

Some  one  was  working  at  the  lock  now.  There  was  one 
way  to  stop  that  It  would  not  take  them  long  to  find 
out  that  he  was  there  once  the  door  was  opened!  Better 
know  it  with  the  door  shut!  Jimmie  Dale  lifted  his  revol- 
ver coolly  and  fired  through  the  panel 

A  burst  of  yells  answered  the  shot;  and  among  them, 
high  above  the  others,  the  Magpie's  scream: 

••  We  got  him  I    We  got  him  I    He's  dcrc  now  I " 

And  then  it  seemed  that  pandemonitun  broke  loose — there 
was  a  volley  of  shots,  the  bullets  splintering  through  the 
door  paneb  as  from  a  machine  gun,  so  fast  they  came — and 
then  another  rush  against  the  door. 

Flat  on  the  floor,  but  well  back  and  to  one  side,  Jimmie 
Dak  fired  steadily — again  and  again. 

Came  screams  of  pain,  yells,  and  oaths — and  they  fell 
bade  from  the  door. 

And  now  from  above,  from  overhead,  came  tumult — 
windows  thrown  up,  the  stamp  of  feet,  cries  of  fright 
And  from  the  street,  a  low,  sullen  roar.  The  underworld 
was  gathering  fasti 

Once  more  the  rush  upon  the  door — and  Jimmie  Dale, 
a  grim,  twisted  smile  upon  his  lips,  emptied  his  revolver  into 
the  panels.  Once  more  they  fell  back — and  then  there  came 
tfie  Skeeter's  voice,  snarling  like  an  infuriated  beast : 

**  Hell  get  de  lot  of  us  like  dis  I  Cut  it  out  I  Besides, 
well  have  de  bulls  down  here  in  a  minute — an'  he's  our 
flKat,  not  theirs.  Dey'd  be  too  damned  soft  wid  him— dey'd 
only  send  him  to  de  chair.  Youse  chase  upstairs,  Mose,  an' 
pfliss  de  word  to  beat  it — an'  beat  it  quick.  Well  burn  de 
dcnnk  out— dat's  wot  An'  de  bulls  can  stand  alongside  an' 
watch,  if  dey  likes — but  he's  our  meat.'* 

Jimmie  Dale  did  not  dare  to  look  at  the  Tocsin's  face. 
Mechanically  he  refilled  the  magazine  of  his  automatic — 
ttid  lay  there,  waiting.  The  roar  from  the  street  grew 
boder.  They  seemed  to  be  fighting  out  there,  as  though  an 
nadequate  number  of  police  were  trying  to  disperse  a  mot^ 
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— and  not  succeeding!  Pretty  soon,  with  the  riot  cd  ia 
there  would  probably  be  a  battle — for  the  Gray  Seal!  Sub- 
lime irony!    It  was  death  at  the  hands  of  either  one! 

Children  whimpered  on  the  stairs  outside,  men 
women  cried,  feet  shuffled  hurriedly  by  as  the 
emptied.  Occasionally,  a  pertinent  invitation  to  him  to  re- 
main where  he  was,  there  was  a  vicious  rip  through  the 
panel,  and  the  drumming  whir  of  a  bullet  flyinj;  through  the 
room.  And  then  a  curious,  ominous  crackling  sound  aad 
then  the  smell  of  smoke. 

Jimmic  Dale  stood  up,  his  face  drawn  and  haggard.  The 
tenement  would  go  like  matchwood,  bum  like  a  bonfire 
with  any  kind  of  a  start — and  there  was  no  doubt  about  the 
start!  The  Skeeter,  the  Magpie,  and  the  rest  would  havt 
seen  that  it  had  headway  enough  to  5er\'e  their  purpose  be* 
fore  either  firemen  or  police  could  thwart  them.  He,  Jin- 
mie  Dale,  could  take  his  choice :  walk  out  into  a  baDel,  or 
stay  there  and — he  smiled  miserably  as  his  eyes  fell  upon  the 
pile  of  Larry  the  Rat's  clothing  on  the  floor.  There  was  m 
longer  need  to  worry  about  its  destruction — the  fire  woqU 
take  care  of  that  only  too  well!  And  then  a  low,  bitter  or 
came  to  his  lips,  and  he  clenched  his  hands.  If  it  wereonh 
hiniscif—oniy  himself!  He  crossed  to  the  Tocnn  and 
cauf^ht  tier  in  his  arms. 

**()h.  my  God— Marie!"  he  faltered. 

Tlic  csLpc  and  hoo<l  had  fallen  from  her.  and  with  Ae 
hou<l  had  fallen  the  gray-streaked  hair  of  Silver 
now  as  she  smiled  at  him  it  was  from  a  face  that  was  voy 
beautiful  and  very  brave  and  very  fulhof'tendemess^ 

And  lie  held  her  there — and  neither  spoke. 

It  seeped  in  under  the  thresholdbf  the  door,  it 
evcrywluTc.  filling  the  room — the  black,  stranding 
(  HitMtk'  in  the  hall  all  was  silence  now — save  for  that 
of  tlainc  that  grew  in  volume,  that  came  now  in  quid^ 
re]K^)rts.  like  revolver  shots.    From  out  in  the  street 
a  cry:    "Death  to  the  Gray  Seal!*'    Then  the  dHf^' 
hvlU,  the  roar  and  rattle  of  fire  apparatus. 
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iring  orders*   and   the  crowd  again,  blood  hungry: 
ith  to  the  Gray  Seal!" 

ere  was  a  chance,  just  one — if  the  fire  had  no  headway 
the  upper  end  of  the  landing — and  if  they  had  not 
[ht  to  set  a  watch  for  him  above!  They — the  Magpie, 
keeter,  and  his  gang — must  have  been  driven  even  out 
e  house  now  by  the  smoke  and  flame, 
live  me  the  key,  I  am  going  to  open  the  door,  Marie," 
id  quietly.  **  Cover  your  face  with  a  handkerchief,  any- 
,  and  run  to  the  left  to  the  next  flight  of  stairs.  There 
wo  flats  above  this — we'll  make  the  roof  if  we  can. 
—are  you  ready  ?  " 

Nras  an  instant  before  she  answered,  an  instant  in  which 
ited  her  face  to  his,  and  held  his  face  between  her  two 
^ — and  then : 
am  ready,  Jimmie." 

flung  open  the  door,  his  arm  around  her  to  help  her 
uti — and  instinctively,  with  a  cry,  fell  back  for  a  mo- 
With  the  inrush  of  the  draft  poured  the  smoke,  and 
:h  it,  lurid,  yellow,  showed  the  flames  leaping  from  the 
/elL 
then  all  was  blind  madness.     Together  they  ran. 
foot  of  the  stairs  she  fell,  recovered  herself,  stag- 
tp  another — and  fell  again.     He  caught  her  up  in 
I  and,  staggering  now  as  she  had  staggered,  went  on. 
^  seemed  to  be  bursting.    His  limbs  grew  weak  and 
\  under  him.     He  could  not  see  or  breathe.     The 
ig  fumes  suffocated  him,  bringing  an  intolerable 
'-{e  gained  the  first  landing  above.    There  was  one 
e  more  I    H  he  could  only  rest  here  for  a  moment! 
was  it — rest     It  wasn't  so  bad  here  now.    She 
his  arms,  struggled  to  her  feet — and  he  was  help- 
again,  and  up  the  next  flight  of  stairs, 
denly  he  found  himself  laughing  in  hysteria — for 
limbing  a  half  stair,  half  ladderway  at  the  end  of 
anding,  and  the  open  skylight  was  above  them, 
re  drinking  in  the  pure,  fresh  air — and  now  they 
on  the  roof,  and  the  roar  from  the  street  was 
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in  their  ears,  like  the  roar  of  great  waters  from  some  canoa 
far  below.  Jimmie  Dale  tried  to  speak,  and  found  his  lips 
were  cracked  and  dry.    He  wet  them  with  his  tongue. 

*'  Don't  stand  up — we'd  be  seen — crawl,"  he  mun.LVd 
hoarsely. 

It  took  a  long  time — over  one  roof,  and  then  anot^rr. 
and  yet  another — and  then  through  the  skylight  of  a  ter.«- 
ment  whose  occupants  were  either  craning  from  ii*te  i:-^: 
windows,  or  were  on  the  street  below.  It  was,  pcrhip*. 
half  an  hour — and  then  they,  too,  were  standing  in  the  ^trrrt. 
and  all  about  thcni  the  crowd  was  shouting  in  wild  exLrte- 
ment. 

Up  the  block,  inside  the  fire  lines,  the  Sanctuar)'  was  bur- 
in^ furiously — and  now  suddenly  the  wall  seemed  to  bti^ 
outward.    It  brought  a  yell  from  the  crowd: 

"  Death  to  the  Gray  Seal !  " 

She  pulled  at  his  arm. 

"  Let  us  get  away !  Let  us  get  away,  Jimmie !  **  she  wkii- 
pored  frantically. 

A  strange  smile  was  on  Jimmie  Dale's  lips. 

•*  We're  safe  now — for  always,"  he  whispered  b*± 
"  Look ! " 

The  Sanctuary  wall  bulged  farther  outward,  seemed  m 
hang  an  instant  hesitant  in  mid-air — and  fell  with  a  auf^ 
crash. 

The  Gray  Seal  was  dead! 


THE  END 
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